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CHAPTER I. 

A FAMILY PARTY. 

It was on a dark and starless night in February, 181 — , as the last 
carriage of a dinner-party had driven from the door of a large house in 
St. James's Square, when a party drew closer around the drawing-room 
fir^ apparently bent upon that easy and familiar chit-chat the presenco 
of company interdicts. 

One of these was a large and fine-looking man of about fivc-and- forty, 
who, dressed in the full uniform of a general officer, woro besides tho 
ribbon of the Bath ; he leaned negligently upon the chimney-piece, and, 
with his back towards the fire, seemed to follow tho current of his own 
reflections ; this was my Father. 

Beside him, but almost concealed in the deep recess of a well- 
cushioned arm-chair, sat, or rather lay, a graceful figure, who with an 
air of languid repose was shading her fine complexion as well from the 
glare of the fire as from the trying brilliancy of an Argand lamp upon 
the mantelpiece. Her rich dress, resplendent with jewels, whilo it 
strangely contrasted with the careless ease of her attitude, also showed 
that she had bestowed a more than common attention that day upon her 
toilette ; this, fair reader, was my Mother. 

Opposite to her, and disposed in a position of rather studied graceful- 
ness, lounged a tall, thin, fashionable-looking man, with a dark olive 
complexion, and a short black moustache. lie wore in tho button-holo 
of his blue coat the ribbon of St. Louis. The Count de Grammont, for 
such he was, was an emigre noble, who, attached to the fortunes of tho 
Bourbons, had resided for some years in London, and who, in the double 
capacity of adviser of my father and admirer of my lady-mother, obtained 
a considerable share of influence in tho family, and a scat at its councils. 

At a little distance from the rest, and apparently engaged with her 
embroidery, sat ft very beautiful girl, whose dark hair and long lashes 



6 


JACK HINTON. 

palen ®f of fca tures a Greek sculptor might have 

hTft* nil h no ‘^"S co ’>W bo more perfect then the do, loveliness of 
r face and the delicate pencilling of her slightly-orchcd evobrowa an 

with**, naaaf° rVCr c0 " 1 ! 1 <ict, ' cl that her tremulous lip occasionally curlo.l 

ho c rrL“ Prc T° n V*- 6COm ' aS ,r0ra time f ° «“» «>>o turned 
perfecUUeJr V 5 P rak or -n turn, while ahe herself maintained a 

fault: shall I renLrtoolTtvso'h. .T rt °”' ^ u’ d ° ed h,lt that 0,, ° 
j ■ , . , , , re t0 ca “ b > 30 harsh a name that spirit of erntlo 

around hor „n ,1 i r ,V “ * thc ltl,hcr0u3 features of everything 
d her, and inclined her to indulge what the French call the work 

’"Tho.Tf 0 '' “TT WhCr0 hCT ° Wn — intend, ' 

rho last figure of the group was a stripling of somo nineteen roar* 
»h„, m the uniform of the Guards, was endeavouring to seem nerS 

easy and unconcerned, while it was evident that his Lrd-knot d rid d 

oxcitedT this £' 'xyZ?™' ,tat ™ him “*>» - 

A silence of some moments was at length broken by my mother who 
andstiid- 51S 3 °’ NeiU Wn5 fond of > tur ^d Awards the Count’ 

“Do confess Count, we were all most stupid to-day. Never did a 
dinner gooff so heavily. But if. always the penalty on*, pay. fo, royal 

Nothing could bo moro kind, nothing moro generous than his Koval 
Highness. The very first thing he did in the room was to p aco thi 
despatch m my hands. This, Jack,-' said my father, turning to me 
this 18 your appointment ns an extra aide-de-camp.” & * 

.1 • ,: Ver ™ r v in ^ c t d '’' ■"‘“■•posed my mother; I am very happy to 
tlunk you 11 bo about the Court. Windsor, to bo sure, is stupid •« 

He is not likely to see much of it,- said my father, drily. 

Oh, you think he’ll be in town, then f ” J 

“ Why, not exactly that either.” 

bcf0 “ e Th ° n Wh3t C8n y ° U mean f ” •« sh “. more of animation (ban 

“ Simply that hia appointment is on the staff in Ireland ” 

land l 1 - Irel “ nd ’ ” my m0,her ’ wi,h » ‘-Sm “birt. - i„ Iro . 

- In Ireland I ” said Lady Julia, in a low, soft voice 

as h" E 'l T T:V" CC ' IO ° d th ° Count ' wi,! ‘ “ 'vell-got-up horror 

as he elevated his eyebrows to thc very top of his forehead ; wh.de I ,m 

self, to Whom the communication was as sudden and as unexp eM 

assumetl a kind of soldier-liko indifference, ns thou-h to , IV C 

matters it to me P what do I care for the rigours of climate ? the’snews o 

Caucasus or the sun, of Bengal arc qiutc alike; even Ireland if his 
Majesty a service require it. > 11 ni a 

“Ireland! f repeated my mother once more; “I really aoV er heard 
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anything so very shocking. But, my dear Jack, you cant think of it. ■ 

Surely, General, you had presence of mind to decline. 

“ To accept, and to thank most gratefully his Royal Highness for such 
a mark of his favour, for this I had quite presence of mind,” said my 

father, somewhat haughtily. 

“ And you really will go, Jiick ? ” 

“ Most decidedly,” said I, as I put on a kind of Godefroy de Bouillon 

look and strutted about the room. 

“ And pray what can induce you to such a stop ? ” 

** Oui t qua diabU altaiDil fairs dans celte galera .* n said the 

Count. • 

“By Jove!” cried my father, hastily, “you aro intolerable; you 

wished your boy to bo a Guardsman in opposition to my dcsiro for a regi- 
ment on service. You would have him an aide-de-camp : now he is both 
one and the other. In Heaven's name, what think ye of getting him 
made a lady of the bedchamber ? for it’s the only appointment I am 
aware of ” 

“You are too absurd, General,'’ said my mother, pettishly. “Count, 
pray touch the bell ; that fire is so very hot, and I really was quite un- 
prepared for this piece of news.” 

“ And you, Julia,” said I, leaning over the back of my cousin’s chair, 
“what do you say to all this? ” 

“ I’ve just been thinking what a pity it is I should have wasted all my 
skill and my worsted on this foolish rug, while I could have been em- 
broidering a gay banner for our young knight bound for tho wars. 

* Partant pour la Syria J " hummed she, half pensively, while I could see 
a struggling effort to suppress a laugh. I turned indignantly away, and 
walked towards the fire, where the Count was expending his consolations 
on my mother. 

“ After all, Milady it is not so bad as you think in the provinces ; I 
once spent three weeks in Brittany very pleasantly indeed : out , par dieu, 
it’s quite true. To be sure, wo had Perlet, and Mademoiselle Mars, and 
got up the Precieuses Ridicules as well as in Paris.” 

The application of this very apposite fact to Ireland was clearly satis- 
factory to my mother, who smiled benignly at the speaker, while my 
father turned upon him a look of the most indescribable import. 

Jack, my hoy ! ’ said he, taking me by the arm, “ wero I your age, 
and had no immediate prospect of active service, I should prefer Ireland 
to any country in the world. I have plenty of old friends on the staff 
there. The Duke himself was my schoolfellow ’’ 

“I hope he will be properly attentive,” interrupted my mother. 
“Dear Jack, remind mo to-morrow to writo to Lady Mary.” 

“ Don’t mistake the country you are going to,” continued my fathor ; 
“ you will find many things very different from what you are leaving ; 
and, above all, be not over-ready to resent, as an injury, what may merely 
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be intended as a joke ; your brother oflkcrs will always guide you on 
these points.” 

*' And above all things,” said my mother, with great earnestness, “ do 
not adopt that odious fashion of wearing their hair. I've seen members 
of both Ileuses, and particularly that little man they talk so much of, 
Mj. Grattan, I believe they call him ” 

“ Slake your mind perfectly easy on that head, my lady,” said my 
father, drily ; “ your son is not particularly likely to resemble Henry 
Grattan.” 

My cousin Julia alone seemed to relish the tone of sarcasm he spoke 
in, for she actually bestowed on him a look of almost grateful ac- 
knowledgment. 

“ The carriage, my lady,” said the servant. And at the same moment 
my mother, possibly not sorry to cut short the discussion, rose from her 
chair, 

“ Do you intend to look in at the Duchess’s, General? ” 

“ For half an hour,” replied my father ; “ aftei that I havo my letters 
to write. Jack, you know, leaves us to-morrow.” 

“ ’Tis really very provoking,” said my mother, turning at the same 
time a look towards the Count. 

“ A res ordresy Madame," said he, bowing with an air of most deferential 
politeness, while he presented his arm for her acceptance. 

“ Good night, then,” cried I, as the party left the room ; “I have so 
much to do and to think of, I shan't join you.” I turned to look for 
Lady Julia, but she was gone, when and how I knew not ; 60 I sat down at 
the fire to ruminate alone over my present position and my prospects for 
the future. 

# * + ♦ * * 

# + * » * * 

C * * « * * 

These few and imperfect passages may put the reader in possession of 
Borne, at least, of the circumstances which accompanied my outset in life ; 
and if they be not sufficiently explicit, 1 am only say that ho knows fully 
as much of me as at tho period in question I did of myself. 

At Eton I had been what is called rather a smart boy, but incorri- 
gibly idle ; at Sandhurst I showed moro ability, and more disinclination 
to learn. By tho favour of a royal Duke (who had been my godfather), 
my commission in a marching regiment was exchanged for a lieutenancy 
in the Guards ; and at tho tiino I write of I had been some six months in 
tho service, which I spent in all the whirl and excitement of London 
society. My father, who, besides being a distinguished officer, was one 
of the most popular men among the dubs — my mother, a London beauty 
of pome twenty years’ standing — were claims sufficient to insure mo no 
common share of attention, while I added to the number what, in my own 
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estimation at least, were certain very decided advantages of a purely per- 

^Toob^te, as far as might bo, the evil results of sue! , a career my 
father secretly ashed for the appointment on the staff of the no 
then Viceroy of Ireland, in preference to what my mother con emp -i 
X- boinTatUched to the royal household. To remove me al.ke from 
the enervating influence el a mother’s vanity, and the extovag^pro- 
fusion and voluptuous abandonment of London habits t • 

object. He calculated, too, that by now tics, new associations, and now 
cb ects of ambition, I should be better prepared and moro desirous 
that career of real service to which in his heart he destined mo. These 
were his notions, at least : the result must be gleaned from my Btory 


CHATTER II. 

THE IRISH FACKET. 

A pew nights after the conversation I have briefly alluded to, anti pretty 
much about the samo hour, I aroused myself from the depression of 
nearly thirty hours’ sea-sickness, on hearing that at length we were in the 
Bay of Dublin. Hitherto I had never left the precincts of the narrow den 
denominated my berth 5 hut now I made my way eagerly on deck, 
anxious to catch a glimpse, however faint, of that bold coast I had moro 
than once heard compared with, or even preferred to, Naples. The 
night, however, was falling fast, and, worse still, a perfect down-pour of 
rain was falling with it ; the sea ran high, and swept the little craft from 
stem to stem ; the spars bent like whips, and our single topsail strained 
and stretched as though at every fresh plunge it would part company 
with us altogether. No trace or outline of tho coast could I detect on 
any side ; a deep red light appearing and disappearing at intervals, as wo 
rode upon or sank beneath the trough of the sea, was all that my eyo 
could perceive : this the dripping helmsman briefly informed me was the 
“ Kish,” but, as ho seemed little disposed for conversation, I was left to 
my unassisted ingenuity to make out whether it represented any point of 
the capital we were approaching or not. 

The storm of wind and rain, increasing at each moment, drove me once 
more back to the cabin, where, short as had been the period of my 
absence, the scene had undergono a most important change. Up to this 
moment my sufferings and my seclusion gave mo little pleasure or oppor- 
tunity to observe my fellow-travellers. The stray and scattered frag- 
ments of conversation that reached me rather puzzled than enlightened me. 
Of the topics which I innocently supposed occupied all human atten- 
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tion ’ not a word was dropped ; Carlton House was not once mentioned ; 
the St. Loger and the Oaks not even alluded to; whether the Prince's 
breakfast was to come off at Knightsbridge or Frogmore, no one scorned 
to know, or even care ; nor was a hint dropped as to the fashion of the now 
bearskins the Guards were to sport at the review on Hounslow. The 
pneo of pigs, however, in Ballinasloe, they were perfect in. Of a lato 
row in Kil — something, where one half of tho population had massacred 
the other, they knew everything, even to the names of the defunct. A 
few of tho better dressed chatted over country matters, from which I 
could glean that game and gentry were growing gradually scarcer ; hut 
a red-nosed, fat old gentleman, in rusty black and high boots, talked 
down tho others by an eloquent account of the mawling that he, a certain 
tather Tom Loftus, had given the Reverend Paul Strong, at a late con- 
troversial meeting in the Rotunda. * 

Through all this “ bald, disjointed chat,” unceasing demands were 
mado for bottled porter, ” matarials,” or spirits and wather, of which, 

were I to judge from the frequency of the requests, the consumption 
must have been awful. 

There would seem something in the very attitude of lung down that 
induces reflection, and, thus stretched at full length in my berth, I could 
not help ruminating upon the land I was approaching, in a spirit which, 
I confess, accorded much more with my mother’s prejudices than my 
father s convictions. From tho few ehanco phrases dropped around me, 
it appeared that even the peaceful pursuits of a country market, or tho 
cheerful sports of the field, wore followed up in a spirit of recklessness 
and devilment ; so that many a head that left home without a care went 
back with a crick in it. But to return once more to tho cabin. It must 
be borne in mind that some thirty odd years ago tho passage between 
Liverpool and Dublin was not, as at present, tho rapid flight of a dozen 
hours from shore to shore ; where, on one evening, you leave tho thun- 
dering din of waggons, and tho iron crank of cranes and windlasses to 
wake up the next morning with the rich broguo of Paddy floating softly 
around you. Far from it ! the thing was then a voyage. You took a 
solemn leave of your friends, you tore yourself from tho embraces of your 
family, and, with a tear in your eye and a hamper on your arm you 
betook yourself to the pier to watch, with an anxious and a beating heart 
every step of the three hours’ proceeding that heralded your departure’ 
In those days there was some honour in being a traveller, and tho man 
who had crossed the Channel a couple of times became a kind of Captain 
Cook among his acquaintances. 

The most singular feature of the whole, however, and the one to 
which I am now about to allude, proceeded from the fact that the 
steward in those days, instead of the extensive resources of the present 
period, had little to offer you, save some bad brandy and a biscuit and 
each traveller had to look to his various wants with an accuracy and foro- 
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right that required both tact and habit. The mcro demands of hunger 
and thirst were not only to bo considered in tho abstract, but a point of 
far greater difficulty, the probable length of the voyage, was to be taken 
into consideration ; so that you bought your beefsteaks with your oyo 
upon the barometer, and laid in your mutton by the age of tho moon. 
While thus the agency of tho season was mado to react upon your 
stomach, in a manner doubtless highly conducivo to tho interests of 
science, your part became ono of the moat critical nicety. 

Scarcely were you afloat, and on tho high seas, when your appetite 
was made to depend on the aspect of the weather. Did tho wind blow 
fresh and fair, you ate away with a careless ease and a happy conscienro 
highly beneficial to your digestion. With a glance through the sky- 
light at tho blue heaven, with a sly look at the prosperous dog-vane, you 
helped yourself to the liver wing, and took an extra glass of your sherry. 
Let the breeze fall, however, let a calm come on, or, worse still, ft 
trampling noise on deck, and a certain rickety motion of tho craft betoken 
a change of wind, the knife and fork fell listlessly from your hand, tho 
unlifted cutlet was consigned to your plate, the very spoonful of gravy 
you had devoured in imagination was dropped upon the dish, and you 
replaced tho cork in your bottle, with the sad sigh of a man who feels 

that, instead of his income, he has been living on the principal of his 
fortune. 


Happily, there is a reverse to tho medal, and this it was to which now 

my attention was directed. The trip, as occasionally happened, wns a 

rapid ono ; and while under the miserable impression that a fourth part of 

the journey had not been accomplished, we were blessed with the tidings 

of land. Scarcely was the word uttered, when it flew from mouth to 

mouth ; and I thought X could trace the elated look of proud and happy 

hoarts, as home drew near. What was my surprise, however, to sco tho 

enthusiasm take another and very different channel. With ono accord 

a general rush was made upon the hampers of prog. Basket* were burst 

open on every side. Sandwiches and sausages, porter bottles, cold punch, 

chickens, and hard eggs, were strewn about with a careless and reckless 

profusion ; none seemed too sick or too sore for this general epidemic of 

feasting. Old gentlemen sat up in their beds and bawled for beef* 

ohildren of tender years brandished a drumstick. Individuals who but a 

short half-hour before seemed to have mado a hearty meal, testified by 

the ravenous exploits of their appetites to their former forbearance and 

abstemiousness. Even the cautious little man in the brown spencer, who 

wrapped up the remnant of his breakfast in the Times, now opened his 

_ ^ 0l ° 6tor< \ a * d 8ccmed hent upon a day of rejoicing. Never was such 

113 n ° l ! e f nd tumiUtuous mirth * Those who scowled at 

nudi* th n ° W ’ hob - nobbed acr03S ^0 tablo; and simpering old 
maids cracked merry-thoughts with gay bachelors, without even a passing 

fear for the result. « 'Thunk Heaven,” said X, abud, « that I see S t Z 
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with my sense and my intellects clear about me.” Had I suddenly awoke 
to such a prospect from the disturbed slumber of sickness, the chances 
were ten to one I had jumped overboard, and swum for my life. In fact, 
it could convey but one image to tho mind, such as we read of when 
some infuriated and reckless men, despairing of safety, without a hope 
left, resolve upon closing life in the mad orgies of drunken abandon- 
ment. 

Here were the meek, the tranquil, the humble-minded, the solitary, 
the sea-sick, all suddenly converted into riotous and roystering feasters. 
The lips that scarcely moved, now blew the froth from a porter cup with 
the blast of a Boreas ; and even the small urchin in the green face and 
nankeen jacket bolted hard eggs with the dexterity of a clown in a 
pantomime. Tho end of all things (eatable) bad certainly come. 
Chickens were dismembered like felons, and even jokes and witticisms 
were bandied upon the victuals. “ What if even yet,” thought I, “ tho 
wind should change!” The idea was a malicious one, too horrible to 
indulge in. At this moment tho noise and turmoil on deck apprised mo 
that our voyage was near its termination. 

The night, as I have said, was dark and stormy. It rained too — as it 
knows only how to rain in Ireland. There was that steady persistence, 
that persevering monotony of down-pour, which, not satisfied with 
wetting you to the skin, seems bent upon converting your very blood 
into water. The wind swept in long and moaning gusts along the bleak 
pier, which, late and inclement as it was, seemed crowded with people. 
Scarcely was a rope thrown ashore, when we were boarded on every side, 
by the rigging, on the shrouds, over the bulwarks, from the anchor 
to the tulfrail ; the whole population of the island seemed to flock in 
upon us; while sounds of welcome and recognition resounded on all 
sides-— 


“ IIow are you, Mister Maguire ? ” “ Is the mistress with you ? ” 

‘Is that you, Mr. Tierney?” “IIow are you, ma’am?” “And 
yourself, Tim?” “Beautiful, glory be to God!” “A great passage, 
entirely, ma'am.” “ Nothing but rain since I seen you.” “ Take tho 
trunks up to Mrs. Tunstall ; and, Tim, darling, oysters and punch for 
four.” 

“ Great mercy ! ” said I, “ eating again ! ” 

“ Morrisson, your honour,” said a ragged ruffian, nudging me bv the 
elbow. 

“Reilly, sir; isn’t it? It’s me, sir— the Club. I’m the man always 
drives your honour.” 

W 

“ Arrah, howld your prate,” said a deep voice; “ the gentleman hasn't 
time to bless himself.” 


“ It’s me, sir ; Owen Daly, that has the black horse.” 

“ More by token, with a spavin,” whispered another ; while a roar of 
laughter followed tho joke. 



THEY CAST LOTS FOE ME. 


13 


“A car, sir — take you up in five minutes." 

A cha ise, your honour — do the thing dacently. 

Now, whether my hesitation at this moment was set down hy the 
crowd of my solicitors to some doubt of my solvency or not, I cannot say ; 
but true it is, their tone of obsequious entreaty gradually changed into 

one of rather caustic criticism. 

« Maybe it’s a gQEsoon you’d like to carry the little trunk." 

“ Let him alone ; it’s only a carpet-bug ; he’ll carry it himself." 

“Don’t you see the gentleman would rather walk f and as the night is 

fine, 'tis pleasanter — and — cheaper." 

“Take you for a fipp’ny bit and a glass of sparits said a gruff voice 

in my car. 

By this time I had collected my luggage together, whose imposing 
appearance seemed once more to testify in my favour, particularly the 
case of my cocked-hat, which to my ready-witted acquaintances proclaimed 
me a military man. A general rush was accordingly made upon my 
luggage; and while ono man armed himself with a portmanteau, another 
laid hands on a trunk, a third a carpet-bag, a fourth a gun-case, and so 
on, until I found myself keeping watch and ward over my cpaulette-case 
and my umbrella, the sole remnant of my effects. At the same moment 
a burst of laughter and a half -shout broke from the crowd, and a huge, 
powerful fellow jumped on the deck, and, seizing me by the arm, cried, out — 
“ Come along now, Captain ; it’s all right. This way — this way, sir." 
“ But why am I to go with you? " said I, vainly struggling to escape 
his grasp. 

“ Why is it ?" said he, with a chuckling laugh; “reason enough — 
didn’t we toss up for ye, and didn’t I win yo f " 

“ Win me ! " 


“ Ay ; just that same.” 

By this time I found myself beside a car, upon which all my luggage 
was already placed. 

“ Get up, now,” said he. 

“ It’s a beautiful car, and a dhry cushion, 1 ' added a voice near, to the 
manifest mirth of the bystanders. 

Delighted to escape my tormentors, I sprang up opposite to him, while 
a cheer, mad and wild enough for a tribo of Iroquois, yelled behind us. 
Away we rattled over the pavement, without lamp or lantern to guide our 
path, while the sea dashed its foam across our faces, and the rain beat in 
torrents upon our backs. 


“ Where to, Captain ? ” inquired my companion, as ho plied his whip 
without ceasing. 

“ The Castle ; you know where that is ? ” 


“ Fuix 1 ol >ght,” was the reply. « Ain’t I there at the levees ? But 
howld fast, your honour ; the road isn’t good ; and there is a hole some- 
where hereabouts." 
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m & hole ! For Heaven’e sake, take care. Do you know whore it 
is r* 

“ Begorra ! you’re in it," was the answer ; and, as ho spoke, the horse 
went down head foremost, the car after him ; away flew the driver on one 
side, while I myself was shot eomo half-dozen yards on tho other, a 
perfect avalanche of trunks, boros, and portmanteaus rattling about my 
doomed head. A crashing shower of kicks, the noiso of the flying 
splinters, and the imprecations of tho caiman, were the last sounds I 
heard, as a heavy imperial full of books struck mo on the head, and laid 

mo prostrate. 

Through my half-consciousness, I could still feel the rain as it fell 
in sheets; the heavy plash of tho sea sounded in my ears; but, 
somehow, a feeling liko sleepiness crept over me, and I became 
insensible. 


CHAPTER III. 

THB CASTLB. 

Whes I next came to my senses, I found myself lying upon a sofa in 
a largo room, of which I appeared tho only occupant. A confused and 
misty recollection of my accident, somo scattered fragments of my voyage, 
and a rather aching sensation in my head, were tho only impressions of 
which I was well conscious. The last evening I spent at home was full 
in my memory, and I could not help thinking over my poor mother’s 
direful anticipations in my vain endeavours to penetrate what I felt hud 
been a misfortuno of some kind or other. The mystery was, however, too 
deep for my faculties ; and so, in despair of unravelling the past, I set 
myself to work to decipher the prosent. The room, I have already said, 
was large ; and the coiling, richly stuccoed and ornamented, spoke of a 
day whoBO architecture was of a grand and massive character. Tho 
furniture, now old and time- worn, had once been handsome, even 
magnificent — rich curtains of heavy brocaded silk, with deep gold fringes, 
gorgeously carved and gilded chairs, in tho taste of Louis XV.; marble 
consoles stood between the windows, and a mirror of gigantic proportions 
occupied the clumnoy-hreast. Years and neglect had not only dono their 
worst but it was evident that tho hand of devastation had also been at 
work. The marbles were cracked ; fow of tho chairs wero available for 
use ' the massive lustro, intended to ehino with a resplendent glare of 
fifty wax-lights, was now made a resting-place for shakos, bearskins, and 
foraging caps ; an ominous-looking star in the looking-glass bore witness 
to the bullet of a piBtol; and the very Cupids carved upon tho framo, who 
once wero wont to smile blandly at each othor, wero now disfigured with 
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oork moustache^ and one of them even carried a short pipe in his mouth. 
Swords, sashes, and eabretasches, spurs and shot-belts, with guns, 
fishing-tackle, and tandem whips, were hung hero and there upon the 
walls which themselves presented the strangest spectacle of all, there not 
being a portion of them unoccupied by caricature sketches, executed m 
every imaginable species of taste, style, and colouring. _ Here was a field- 
day in the Park, in which it was easy to see tho prominent figures were 
portraits : there an enormous nose, surmounted by a grenadier cap, was 
passing in review some trembling and terrified soldiers ^ In another, a 
commander of tho forces was seen galloping down tho lines, holding on 
by tho pommel of the saddle. Over the sofa I occupied, a lovco at tho 
Castlo was displayed, in which, if tho company were not villanously 
libelled, tho Viceroy had littlo reason to bo proud of his guests. There 
were also dinners at tho Lodge guards relieved by wine puncheons 
dressed up like field-officers ; tho whole accompanied by doggrol versos 
explanatory of the views. 

The owner of this singular chamber had, however, not merely devoted 
his walls to the purposes of an album, but he had also made thorn perform 
the part of a memorandum-book. Here were the “ meets ” of the Kildare 
and the Dubber for tho month of March ; there, the turn of duty for the 
garrison of Dublin, interspersed with such fragments as the following : — 
“Mem. To dino at Mat Kean’s on Tuesday, 4th. — Not to pay Ueunesy 
till he settles about the handicap. — To ask Courtenay for Funny Burke’s 
fan ; the same Fanny has pretty legs of her own. — To tell Holmes to have 
nothing to do with Lanty Moore’s niece, in regard to a reason ! — Fivo to 
two on Giles’s two- year-old, if Tom likes. N.B. The mare is a roarer. — 
A heavenly day ; what fun they must have ! — may the devil firo Tom 
O’Flaherty, or I would not be here now.” These and a hundred other 
similar passages figured on every side, leaving me in a state of consider- 
able mystification, not as to the character of my host, of which I could 
guess something, but as to tho nature of his abode, which I could not 
imagine to be a barrack-room. 

As I lay thus pondering, the door cautiously opened, and a figure 
appeared, which, as I had abundant leisure to examine it, and as tho 
individual is one who occasionally turns up in tho course of my history, 
I may as well take the present opportunity of presenting to my reader. 
The man who entered, scarcely more than four feet and a half high, 
might be about sixty years of age. His head, enormously disproportioned 
to the rest of his figure, presented a number of flat surfaces, as though 
nature had originally destined it for a crystal. Upon one of these pianos 
the eyes were set \ and although as far apart as possible, yet upon such 
tonne of distance were they that they never, even by an accident, looked 
in the same direction. The nose was short and snubby ; the nostrils 
wide and expanded, as if the feature had been pitched against the face in 
a moment of ill-temper, and flattened by the force. Aa for tho mouth, it 
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looked like the malicious gash of a blunt instrument, jagged, ragged, and 
uneven. It had not even the common -place advantage of being parallel 
to the horizon, but ran in an oblique direction from light to left, enclosed 
between a parenthesis of the crankiest wrinkles that ever human cheeks 
were creased by. The head would have been bald but for a scanty wig, 
technically culled a “ jasv,” which, shrunk by time, now merely occupied 
the apex of the scalp, where it moved about with every action of the 
forehead and eyebrows, and was thus made to minister to the expression 
of a hundred emotions that other men’s wigs know nothing about. 
Truly, it was the strangest peruke that ever covered a human cranium. 
I do not believe that another like it ever existed. It had nothing in 
common with other wigs. Jt was like its owner, perfectly sui generis. 
It had not the easy flow and wavy curl of the old beau. It had not the 
methodical precision and rectilinear propriety of the elderly gentleman. 
It was not full, like a lawyer's, nor horsc-shoed, like a bishop's. No. 
It was a cross-grained, ill-tempered, ill-conditioned old scratch, that 
looked like nothing under heaven save the husk of a hedgehog. 

The dress of this strange figure was a suit of very gorgeous light 
brown livery, with orange facings, a green plush waistcoat and shorts, 
frogged, flapped, and embroidered most lavishly with gold lace, silk 
stockings, with shoes whose enormous buckles covered nearly the entire 
foot, and rivalled in their paste brilliancy the piercing brightness of the 
wearer’s eye. Having closed the door carefully behind him, he walked 
towards the chimney, with a certain air of solemn and imposing dignity 
that very nearly overcame all my efforts at seriousness ; his outstretched 
and expanded hands, his averted toes and waddling gait, giving him a 
most distressing resemblance to the spread eagle of Prussia, had that 
respectable bird been pleased to take a promenade in a showy livery. 
Having snuffed the candles, and helped himself to a pinch of snuff from 
a gold box on the mantelpiece, he stuck his arms, nearly to the elbows 
in the ample pockets of his coat, and with his head a little elevated, and 
Lis under lip slightly protruded, seemed to meditate upon the mutability 
of human affairs, and the vanity of all worldly pursuits. 

I coughed a couple of times to attract his attention, and, having 
succeeded in catching his eye, I begged, in my blandest imaginable voice, 
to know where I was. 

“ Where are ye, is it?” said he, repeating my question in a tone of 
the most sharp and querulous intonation, to which not even his brogue 
could lend one touch of softness, — “ where are ye ? and whero would you 
like to be? or where would any ono bo that was disgracing himself, 
or blackguarding about the streets till ho got his head cut and his clothes 
torn, but in Master Phil's room : devil other company it’s used to. Well 
well ! It is more like a watchhouse nor a gentleman’s parlour, this samo 
room, ft’s little his father, the Jidgo”— hero ho crossed himself piously 
— “ it is little ho thought the company his son would bo keeping ; but it 
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i» no matter. I gave him warning last Tuesday, and with the blossin' 0* 

The” remainder of this spcoeh was lost in a low muttering grumble 
which I afterwards learnt was his usual manner of closing an oration. A 
few broken and indistinct phrases being only audible, such as- ^arve 
you right” “ Fifty years in the family” — “Slaving like a negur 

“ Oh, the Turks ! the hay thins ! ” 

Havin' 1 * waited what I deemed a reasonable time for his honest 
indignation to evaporate, I made another effort to ascertain who my host 

might be. . . . , ... 

“Would you favour me,” said I, in a tone still more insinuating, with 

the name of ” 

“It’s my name, ye want ? Oh, sorrow bit I am ashamed of it . .Little 
as you think of me, Cornelius Delany is as good a warrant for family aa 
many a one of the dirty spalpeens about the Coort, that haven t a civilor 
word in their mouth than Cross Corny ! Bad luck to them for that 


jame 1 ” 

This honest admission as to the world’s opinion of Mr. Delany’s 
character was so far satisfactory as it enabled me to see with whom 1 had 
to deal ; and, although for a moment or two it was a severe struggle to 
prevent myself bursting into laughter, I fortunately obtained the mastery, 

and once more returned to the charge. 

“ And now, Mr. Delany, can you inform me how I came hero ? I 
remember something of an accident on my landing; but when, where, 
and how, I am totally ignorant.” 

“ An accident! ” said he, turning up his eyes; “ an accident, indeed ! 
that’s what they always call it when they wring off the rappers, or bate 
the watch : ye came here in a hackney *coach with the police, as many a 
one came before you.” 

“ But where am If” said I, impatiently. 

“ In Dublin Castle ; bad luck to it for a riotous, disorderly place.” 

“ Well, well,” said I, half angrily, “ I want to know whose room is this r" 

“ Captain O’Grady’s. What have you to say agon the room ? Maybe 
you’re used to worse. There now, that’s what you got for that. I'm 
laving the place next week, but that’s no ray son ” 

Here he went off, diminuendo, again, with a few flying imprecations 
upon several things and persons unknown. 

Mr. Delany now dived for a few seconds into a small pantry at the 
end of the room, from which he emerged with a tray between his hands, 
and two decanters under his arms. 

“ Draw the little table this way,” he cried, “ more towards the fire, 
for, av coorse, you’re fresh and fastin’ ; there now, take the sherry from 
under my arm — the other’s port : that u os a ham, till Captain Mills cut 
it away, as ye see — there’s a veal pie, and here’s a cold grouse — and, 
maybe, you’ve eat worse before now — and will again, plaze Go<L” 
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I assured Kim of the truth of his observation in a most conciliating 

1011 “ Oh the devil fear ye,” was tho reply, while he murmured somewhat 
lower ; “ the half of yees isn’t used to meat twice in the week 

“ Capital faro this, Mr. Delany ” said I, as, hulf famished with long 

fasting, I helped myself a second time. 

« You’re eating as if you liked it ” said he, with a shrug of h.s 

bh0 ^Upon my word,” said I, after throwing down a bumper of sherry, 
“that’s a very pleasant glass of wine; and, on the whole, I should say 

there are worse places than this in tho world. 

A look of unutterable contempt-whether at mo (or my dtscovory or 
at tho opinion itself, I can’t say-was tho solo reply of my fnond who 
at tho Lae moment, presuming I had sufficient opportunities for tho 
iudement I pronounced, replaced the decanters upon tho tray, and 
disappeared with the whole in the most grave and solemn manner. 

■ Renrcssimr a very great inclination to laughter, I sat still , and a 
silonc?of a"ow moments ensued, when Mr. Delany walked towards the 
window, and, drawing aside tho curtains, looked out. All was m 
darkness save on the opposite side of the eourt-yard, where a blare of light 
tu upon the pavement from over the half shutters of an apparently 
spacious apartment. “Ay, ay, thero you go; hip lup, hurrah. ^ you 
waste more liquor every night than would float a l’gbtor; that. i all 
vou’re good for. Bud luck to your Grace — making fun ot tho people, 
laughing and singing as if the potatoes wasn’t two shillings a stone. 

“ What’s going on there ? ” said I 

“The ould work, nathcr more nor less. Ihe Lord Liftmnant, and 
the bishops, and the jidges, and all the privy councillors roaring drunk. 
Listen to them. May I never, if it isn’t the Dean s voice I hear-the 
ould beast ; he is singing - The Night before Larry was stretched. 

“That’s a good feUow, Corny— Mr. Delany I mcau-do open the 

window for a little, and let’s hear them.” 

“It’8 a blessed night you’d have the window open to listen to a set of 

drunken devils : but here’s Master Phil ; I know his step well. It’s long 
before his father that’s gone would come tearing up the stairs that way as 
if the bailiffs was after him ; rack and ruin, sorrow else, av 1 never got a 
place— the hay thins ! the Turks!” 

Mr Delany, who, probably from motives of delicacy, wished to spare 
his master the’ pain of an interview, made his exit by one door as ho 
came in at tho other. I had barely time to see that tho person before me 
wus in every respect tbe very opposite ct his follower, when he called out 

in a rich, mellow voice : — 

“All right again, I hopo, Sir. Hinton; it’s tho first moment I could 
get away ; we had a dinner of the Privy Council, and some of them are 
rather late sitters ; you’re not hurt, I trust K 
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ti A little bruised or so, nothing more ; but, pray, how did I fall into 
such kind hands ? ” 

« Oh ! the watchmen, it soema, could read, and, as your trunks were 
addressed to the Castle, they concluded you ought to go there also. You 
have dispatches, haven’t you ? ” 

• « yes,” said I, producing the packet ; “ when muBt they be delivered ? ” 

“ Oh, at once. Do you think you could make a little change in your 
dress, and manage to come over r his Grace always likes it bettor ; there s 
no stiffness, no formality whatever ; most of the dinner-party have gone 
home; there are only a few of the Government people, the Duke s friends, 
remaining, and, besides, he’s always kind and good-natured.” 

“I'll see what I can do,” replied I, as I rose from the sofa; “ I put 
myself into your hands altogether,” 

“Well, come along,” said he; “you’ll find everything ready in this 
room. I hope that old villain has left hot water. Corny ! Corny, I say ! 
Confound him, he’s gone to bed, I suppose.” 

Having no particular desire for 5Lr. Delany’s attentions, I prevailed 
on his master not to disturb him, and proceeded to make my toilette as 
well as I was able. 

“Didn’t that stupid scoundrel come near you at all?” cried 
O'Grady. 

“ Oh ye3, we have had a long interview ; but, somehow, I fear I did 
not succeed in gaining his good graces.” 

“The worst-tempered old villain in Euiopo.” 

Somewhat of a character, I take it.” 

“A crab-tree planted in a lime-kiln, cranky and cross-grained ; but he 
is a legacy, almost the only one my father left me. I’ve done my best to 
part with him every day for the last twelve years, but he sticks to mo like 
ft poor relation, giving mo warning every night of his life, and every 
morning kicking up such a row in the house, that every one is persuaded 
I am beating him to a jelly before turning him out to starve in the streets.” 

41 Oh, the havthins ! the Turks ! ” said I, slyly. 

“ Confound it ! ” cried he, “ the old devil has been opening upon you 
already ; and yet, with all that, I don’t know how I should get on 
without Corny his gibes, his jeers, his everlasting ill-temper, his cranki- 
ness that never sleeps, seem to agree with me : the fact is, one enjoys tho 
world from all its contrasts. The olive is a poor thing in itself, but it 
certainly improves the smack of your Burgundy. In this way Corny 
Dolany does me good service. Come, by Jove, you have not been long 
dressing. This way : now follow me.” So saying, Captain O’ Grady led 
the way down the stairs to tho colonnade, following which to the opposite 
side of the quadrangle, we arrived at a brilliantly lighted hall, where several 
servants in full-dress liveries were in waiting. Passing hastily through 

. ’ mo ^ nte ^ a handsome Btaircase, and, traversing several ante- 
chambers, at length arrived at one whose contiguity to the dinner-room 
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I could guess at from the loud sound of many voices. “ Wait one 
moment here,” said my companion, “ until I speak to his Grace.” He 
disappeared as he spoke, but before a minute had elapsed he was again 
beside me. “ Come this way ; it’s all right,” said he. The next moment 
I found ray self in the dinner-room. 

The scene before me was altogether so different from what I had 
expected, that for a moment or two I could scarce do aught else than 
stand still to survey it. At a table which had been laid for about forty 
persons, scarcely more than a dozen were now present. Collected 
together at one end of the board, the whole party were roaring with 
laughter at some story of a strange, melancholy-looking man, whose 
whining voice added indescribable ridicule to the drollery of his narrative. 
Grey-headed general officers, grave-looking divines, lynx-eyed lawyers, 
had all given way under the irresistible impulse, and the very tabic shook 
with laughter. 

“Mr. Hinton, your Excellency,” said O'Grady for the third time, 
while the Duke wiped his eye with his napkin, and, pushing his chair a 
little back from the table, motioned me to approach. 

“Ah, Hinton, glad to see you; how is your father? — a very old 
friend of mine, indeed; and Lady Charlotte — well, I hope? 0 Grady 
tells me you’ve had an accident— something slight, I trust. So these are 
the dispatches.” Here he broke the seal of the envelope, and ran his ojo 
over the contents. “ There, that’s your concern.” So saying, he pitched 
a letter across the table to a shrewd-looking personage in a horse-shoe 
wig. “ Thev won’t do it, Dean, and wo must wait. Ah ! — so they don’t 
like my new commissioners ; but, Hinton, my boy, sit down. O’Grady, 
have you room there ? A glass of wine with you.” 

“ Nothing the worse for your mishap, sir ? ” said the melancholy- 
looking man who sat opposite to me. 

I replied by briefly relating my accident. 

*< Strange enough,” said he, in a compassionate tone, “ your head should 
have suffered ; your countrymen generally fall upon their legs in Ireland.” 
This was said with a sly look at the Viceroy, who, deep in his dispatches, 
paid no attention to the allusion. 

** A very singular thing, I must confess,” said the Duke, laying down 
the paper. “ This is the fourth time the bearer of dispatches lias met 
with an accident. If they don’t run foul of a rock in the Channel, they 
are sure to have a delay on the pier.” 

“ It is so natural, my Lord,” said the gloomy man, “ that the carriers 
should stop at the Pigeon-house.” 

« Do be quiet, Curran,” cried the Duke, “ and pass round the decanter. 
They’ll not take the duty off claret, it seems.” 

“ And Day, my Lord, won’t put the claret on duty ; he has kept the 
wine at his elbow for the last half-hour. Upon my soul, your Grace 
ought to knight him,” 
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“Not even his Excellency's habits,” said a sharp, clcvcr-looking man, 

“ would excuse his converting Day into Knight.” 

Amid a shower of smart, caustic, and witty sayings, droll stories, 
retort and repartee, the wine circulated freely from hand to hand ; tho 
presence of the Duke adding fresh impulso to the Killies of fun and 
merriment around him. Anecdotes of the army, the bench, and the bar, 
poured in unceasingly, accompanied by running commentaries of the 
hearers, who never let slip an opportunity for a jest or a rejoinder. 1 o 
me, the most singular feature of all this was, that no one seemed too old 
or too dignified, too high in station, or too venerable from office, to join 
in this headlong current of conviviality. Austere churchmen, orudito 
chief- justices, profound politicians, privy councillors, military officers of 
high rank and standing, were here all mixed up together into ono strange 
medley, apparently bent on throwing an air of ridiculo over the graver 
business of life, and laughing alike at themselves and tho world. Nothing 
was too grave for a jest, nothing too solemn for a sarcasm. All the 
soldier’s experience of men and manners, all the lawyer's acuteness of 
perception and readiness of wit, all the politician’s practised tact and 
habitual subtlety, were brought to bear upon the common topics of the 
day with such promptitude, and such power, that one knew not whether 
to be more struck by the mass of information they possessed, or by that 
strange fatality which could make men, so great and so gifted, satisfied to 
jest where they might be called on to judge. 

Play and politics, wine and women, debts and duels, were discussed, 
not only with an absence of all restraint, but with a deep knowledge of 
the world and a profound insight into the heart, which often imparted to 
the careless and random speech the sharpness of the most cutting sarcasm. 
Personalities, too, were rife ; no one spared his neighbour, for he did not 
expect mercy for himself ; and the luckless wight who tripped in his 
narrative, or stumbled in his story, was assailed on every side, until from 
some happy expedient of his own, or some new victim being discovered, tho 
attack would take another direction, and leave him once moro at liberty. 
I feci how sadly inadequate I am to render even the faintest testimony to 
the talents of those, any one of whom, in after life, would havo been con- 
sidered to have made tho fortune of a dinner-party, and who now were 
met together, not in the careless ease and lounging indifference of 
relaxation, but in the open arena where wit met wit, and where oven tho 
most brilliant talker, the happiest relutcr, the quickest in sarcasm, and the 
readiest in reply, felt he had need of all his weapons to defend and 
protect him. This was a melee tournamont, where each man rode down 
his neighbour, with no other reason for attack than detecting a Tent in 
his armour. Even the Viceroy himself, who, as judge of the lists, might 
be supposed to enjoy an immunity, was not safe here, and many an 

arrow, apparently shot at an adversary, was sent quivering into his 
corslet. 
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\s I watched, with all tho intense excitement of one to whom such a 
display was perfectly now, I could not help feeling how fortunate it was 
that the grave avocations and the venerable pursuits of tho greater 
number of tho party should prevent this firework of wit from bursting 
into tho blaze of open animosity. I hinted as much to my neighbour, 
O'Grady, who at once broke into a fit of laughter at my ignoranco , on 
I now learnt to my amazement that the Common Pleas had winged the 
Exchequer, that the Attorney- General had pinked the Rolls, and, stranger 
than all, that the Provost of the University himself had planted his 

man in tho Thopnix. 

.1 i t i 3 j lls t as well for us,” continued he, in a whisper, that tho 
churchmen can't go out ; for the Dean, yonder, can snuff a candle at 
twenty paces, and is rather a hot-tempered fellow to boot. But come, 
now, his Grace is about to rise. We have a field-day to-morrow in the 
Park and break up somewhat earlier in consequence.'’ 

As it was now near two o’clock, I could see nothing to cavil at as to 
the carlincss of tho hour, although, I freely confess, tired and exhausted 
as I felt, I could not contemplate the moment of separation without a sad 
foreboding that I ne’or should look upon the like again. Tho party roso 
at this moment, and the Duke, shaking hands cordially with each person 
as he passed down, wished us all a good night. I followed with O’Grady 
and somo others of the household, but when 1 reached tho ante- 
chamber, iny new friend volunteered his services to see me to my 

iT traversing the lower castle- yard, wo mounted an old-fashioned 
and rickety stair, which conducted to a gloomy, ill-lighted corridor. 
I was too much fatigued, however, to be critical at the moment, 
and so, having thanked O’ Grady for his all kindness, I threw off my 
clothes’ hastily, and, beforo my head was well upon the pillow, was 

sound asleep. 


CHAPTER IV. 

THF, BREAKFAST, 

Th?re are few persons so unvcflective as not to give way to a little self- 
examination on waking for tho first time in a strange placo. Tho very 
objects about are so many appeals to your ingenuity or to your memory, 
that you cannot fail asking yourself how you became acquainted with 
them : tho present is thus made the herald of the past, and it is difficult, 
when unravelling tho tangled web of doubt that assails you, not to think 
over tho path by which you have been travelling. 

As for me, scarcely were my eyes opened to the light, I had barely 
thrown one glance around my cold and comfortless chamber, when 
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k* ^ mv mind Tho warm earnestness of 

‘bights ol home 1 > oor mother . ro8 „ „p before mo, ». 

my father, the timid dreads > 1 Tho elevating sense 

I Wt mvself, for the first ”tb c T Z‘ men's dreams of 

of heroism, that more or ess . , There is n feeling of 

come »s to go-a man in all tho plenitude ot his voUUon ; Mta 

stm a man without the heavy, depressing weight of responsibility th, 
makes manhood less a blessing than a burden. The first burst of ho 
indeed a glorious thing ; youth, health, hope, and confidence hare each , 
forco and vigour they lose in after years : lifo is then a splendid ns er, a 
we are swimming with the stream-no adverse waves to weary, no 

billows to buffet us, we hold on our course rejoicing. 

The sun was peering between the curtains of my window, and playin 
in fitful flashes on the old oak floor, as I lay thus ruminating and dream- 
ing over the future. How many a resolve did I then make for my 
guidance — how many an intention did I form-how many a groundwork 
of principle did I laydown, with all the confidence of youth ! I fashioned 
to myself a world after my own notions, in which I conjured up certain 
imaginary difficulties, all of which were surmounted by my admirable tact 
and consummate cleverness. I remember how, at both Eton and 
Sandhurst, the Irish boy was generally made the subject of some jest or 
quiz, at one time for his accent, at another for his blunders. As a 
Guardsman, short as had been my experience of the servico, I could 
plainly see that a cortain indefinable tone of superiority was over assorted 
towards out friends across tho sea. A wide-sweeping prejudice, whoso 
limits were neither founded in reason, justice, or common sense, had 
thrown a certain air of undervaluing import over every one and evory 
thing from that country. Not only were its faults and its follies heavily 
visited, but those accidental and trifling blemishes — those slight and 
scarce perceptible deviations from the arbitrary standard of fashion— were 
deemed the strong characteristics of the nation, and condemned accord- 
ingly ; while the slightest use of any exaggeration in speech— tho com- 
monest employment of a figure or a metaphor — the casual introduction 
of an anecdote or a repartee, were all heavily consured, and pronounced 
“ so very Irish 1 ” Let some fortune -bun tor carry off an heiress — let a 
lady trip over her train at the drawing-room— let a minister blunder 
in his mission — let a powder-magazine explode and blow up one half of 
the surrounding population, there was hut one expression to qualify all — 
“ Uow Irish I how very Irish I ” The adjective had become one of 
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depreciation ; and an Irish lord, an Irish member, an Irish estate, and an 
Irish diamond, were held pretty much in the same estimation. 

Reared in the very hot-bed, the forcing-house, of such exaggerated 
prejudice, while imbibing a very sufficient contempt for everything 
in that country, I obtained proportionubly absurd notions of all that was 
Irish. Our principles may come from our fathers ; our prejudices 
certainly descend from the female branch. Now, my mother, notwith- 
standing the example of the Prince Regent himself, whose chosen 
associates were Irish, was most thoroughly exclusive on this point. She 
would admit that a native of that country could be invited to an evening 
party under extreme and urgent circumstances — that some brilliant orator, 
whose eloquence was at once the dread and the delight of the House —that 
some gifted poet, whose verses came home to the heart alike of prince and 
peasant — that the painter, whose canvas might stand unblushingly amid 
the greatest triumphs of art— could he asked to lionise for those cold and 
callous votaries of fashion, across the lake of whose stagnant nature 
no breath of feeling stirred, esteeming it the while that in her card of 
invitation he was reaping the proudest proof of his success; but that such 
could be made acquaintances or companions, could be regarded in the 
light of equals or intimates, the thing never entered into her imagination, 
and she would as soon have made a confidant of the King of Kongo as a 
gentleman from Connaught. 

Less for the purposes of dwelling upon my lady-mother’s “ Hibernian 
horrors,” than of showing the school in which I was trained, I have mado 
this somewhat lengthened expose. It may, however, convey to my reader 
some faint impression of the feelings which animated me at the outset of 
my career in Ireland, 

I have already mentioned the delight I experienced with the society at 
the Viceroy’s table. So much brilliancy, so much wit, so much of con- 
versational power, until that moment I had no conception of. Now, how- 
ever, whilo reflecting on it, I was actually astonished to find how far the 
whole scene contributed to the support of my ancient prejudices. I well 
knew that a party of the highest functionaries— bishops and law-officers 
of tho crown — would not have conducted themselves in tho same manner 
in England. I stopped not to inquire whether it was moro tho wit or tho 
will that was wanting ; I did net dwell upon the fact that the meeting 
was a purely convivial one, to which I was admitted by the kindness 
nnd condescension of the Duke ; hut, so easily will a warped and bigoted 
impression find food for its indulgence, I only saw in the meeting an 
additional evidence of my early convictions. How far my theorising on 
this point might have led me— whether eventually I should have come to 
tho conclusion that the Irish nation were lying in the darkest blindness of 
barbarism, while, by a special intervention of Providence, I was about to 

be erected into a species of double revolving light it 18 d ifficult to eay, 

when a tap at the door suddenly aroused mo from my m usings. 
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“Are ye errake yet?” said a harsh, husky voice, like , a boar m 

bronchitis; which I had no difficulty in r™o“™"e to 1,0 CorI>5 S ’ 

»s Vne m mp in ” cried I : “ what hour 13 It f 

“ Somewhere after ten” replied he, sulkily; “ >'® u ’ ro th ° ^ 
heerd ask the dock, in the eight years I have lived hero. Are j o re uj 

for your morning ? ” 

« didn’t I say it plain enough ? Is it the brogue that bother y # 

As he said this with a most sarcastic grin, he poured, from a large jug 
he held in one hand, a brimming g*blet full of some white com poun , 
and handed it over to me. Preferring at once to explore rather than to 
question the intractable Corny, I put it to my lips, and found it to he 
capital milk punch, concocted with great skill, and seasoned with what 

O’Grady afterwards called “a notion of nutmeg. 

4« oh ! devil fear you, that he’ll like it. Sorrow one of you ever left 

as much in the jug as ’ud make a foot-bath for a flea. 

“They don’t treat you over well, then, Corny,” said I, purposely 

opening the sorest wound of his nature. 

.* Trate me well ! faix, them that ’ud come here for good tratement 

would go to the devil for divarsion. There’s Master Phil himself, that I 
used to bate, when he was a child, many’s the time when his father, rest 
his sowl, was up at the coorts — ay, strapped him, till he hadn’t a spot that 
wasn't sore an him — and look at him now ; oh, wirra ! j ou d think I 
never took a ha’porth of pains with him. Ugh ! — the hay thins ! the 


Turks!” 

“ This is all very bad, Corny ; hand me those boots.” 

“ And thim’s boots ! ” said he, with a contemptuous oppression on hia 
face that would have struck horror to the heart of Iloby. “ Well, well.” 
Here he looked up as though the profligacy and degeneracy of tho ago 
wero transgressing all bounds. “When you’ro ready, como over to the 
master’s, for he’s waiting breakfast for you. A beautiful hour for break- 
fast it is 1 Many’s the day his father sentenced a whole doeklul before 
the same time ! ” 


With the comforting reflection that the world went hotter in his 
youth, Corny drained the few remaining drops of the jug, and, muttering 
tho while something that did not sound exactly like a blessing, waddled 
out of the room with a gait of tho most imposing gravity. 

I had very little difficulty in finding my friend's quarters ; for, as his 
door lay open, and as ho himself was carolling away, at tho very top of 
his lungs, some popular melody of tho day, I speedily found myself 
beyond the threshold. 

M . Ah ! Hinton, my hearty, how goes it ? your head-pioco nothing the 
worse, I hope, for either the car or the claret ? By-the-byo, capital claret 
that is ! you've nothing like it in England.” 

I could scarce help a smile at the remark, as ho proceeded— 
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“But come, my boy, sit down; help yourself to a cutlet, and make 
yourself quite at homo in Mount O’Grady.” 

“ Mount O’Grady ! ” repeated I. “ Ha ! in allusion, I suppose, to 
thcso confounded two flights one has to climb up to you, * 

“Nothing of tho kind ; the name has a very different origin. Tea or 
coffco? there’s the tap! Now, my bey, the fact is wo O’ Grady s were 
once upon a time very great folk in our way ; lived in an uncouth old 
barrack, with battlements and a keep, upon tho Shannon, where we 
ravaged tho country for miles round, and did as much mischief, and com- 
mitted as much pillage upon the peaceable inhabitants, as any respectable 
old family in tho province. Time, however, wagged on ; luck changed ; 
your countrymen came pouring in upon us with new-fangled notions of 
reading, writing, and road-making ; police and petty sessions, and a 
thousand other vexatious contrivances followed, to worry and puzzle the 
hoads of simple country gentlemen ; so that, at last, instead of taking to 
tho hill-side for our mutton, wo were reduced to keep a market-cart, and 
employ a thieving rogue in Dublin to supply us with poor claret, instead 
of making a trip over to Galway, where a smuggling craft brought us 
our liquor, with a bouquet fresh from Bordeaux. But tho worst wasn’t 
come ; for you see, a litigious spirit grow up in the country, and a kind 
of vindictive habit of pursuing you for your debts. Now, we always 
contrived, somehow or other, to have rather a confused way of managing 
our exchequer. No tenant on the property ever precisely knew what he 
owed; and, as wo possessed no record of what he paid, our income was 
rather obtained after tho manner of levying a tribute than receiving a 
legal debt. Meanwhile, we pushed our credit like a now colony : when- 
ever a loan was to bo obtained, it was little wo cared for ten, twelve, or 
even fifteen per cent. ; and as wo kept a jolly house, a good cook, good 
claret, and had the best pack of beagles in the country, he’d have been a 
hardy creditor who'd have ventured to push us to extremities. Even 
sheep, however, thoy say, get courage when they flock together, and so 
this contemptible herd of tailors, tithe-proctors, butchers, barristers, and 
bootmakers, took heart of grace, and Laid siego to us in all form. My 
grandfather, Thil — for I was called nfter him— who always spent his 
money like a gentleman, had no notion of figuring in tho Four Courts ; 
but he sent Tom Darcy, his cousin, up to town, to call out as many of the 
plaintiffs as would fight, and to threaten the remainder that, if they did 
not withdraw their suits, they'd have more need of the surgeon than the 
attorney-general ; for they shouldn’t have a whole bone in their "hody by 
Michaelmas Day. Another cutlet, Hinton ? But I am tiring you with 
all these family matters.” 

“ Not at all ; go on, I beg of you. I want to hear how your grand- 
father got out of his difficulties.” 

“Faith, I wish you could! it would bo equally pleasant news to 
myself ; but, unfortunately, his beautiful plan only made bad worse, for 
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“S° it did^ ^^’^ f^Vatest fellows in the province, became, 
™ 9 one of the heartm » * and in3tead of surrendering possession 

peTt^bly 1 and^u i^tl v , ho went down to the gate, and took a eitting shot 

at the sub-sheriff, who was there in a tax-cart. 

« Bless my soul! Did he kill him? 

•• So - ho only raffled his feathers and broke h.s thigh . hut it w.,8 
as f Ibid to go over to Franco till it blew over. Well, 

utntr Lation or the climate, or. maybe the weak ^.nc^or 

ncrhsim all three undermined hiB constitution, but he di d ) 

M ™ oiZ family ever cut off early, except such a, were shot. 


or the like.” 

-I am coming to him. My grandfather sent for him from school 

when he was dying, and he mado him swear ho would bo * ^ it 
■ Morris will he a thorn in their flesh yet, 1 said he ; -and look to t 
mv boy,' he cried, • I leave you a Chancery smt that has nearly broke 
eight families and the hearts of two chancellors ;-see that jou keep 
it going-sell every stick on the estate-put aU the beggars m the 
barony on tho property -beg, borrow, and steal them— plough^ up all 

the grazing-land; and I’U tcU you a better trick than all Hero 

a fit of coughing interrupted tho pious old gentleman, and, when it was 

over, so was ho ! ” 


Dead ! ” said I. 

“As a doornail! Well, my father was dutiful; he kept tho suit 
moving till he got called to the Bar ! Once there, he gave it all his 
epare moments ; and when there was nothing doing in tho Common 
Pleas or King’s Bench, he was sure to come down with a new bill, 
or a declaration, before the Master, or a writ of error, or a point of 
law for a jury, till at last, when no case was ready to come on, the 
sitting judge would call out, ‘ Let us hear 0 Grady,’ in appeal, or in 
error, or whatever it was. But, to make my story short, my father 
became a first-rate lawyer, by the practice of his own suit — rose to 
a silk gown — was made solicitor and attorney-general — afterwards, chief- 

justice ” 

“ And the suit ? ” 


*' Oh ! the suit survived him, and becaroo my property; but, some- 
how, I didn’t succeed in the management quite as well as my father; 
and I found that my estate cost mo somewhere about fifteen hundred 
a year — not to mention more oaths than fifty years of purgatory could 
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pay off. This was a high premium to pay fur figuring overy term on 
the list of trials, so I raised a thousand pounds on my commission, 
gave it to Nick M'Namara, to take the property off my hands, and 
as my father's last injunction was, ‘Never rest till you sleep in Mount 

0 Grady,’ — why, I just baptised my present abodes by that name, 
and here I live, with the easy eonscienco of a dutiful and affectionate 
child that took the shortest and speediest way of fulfilling his father’s 
testament.” 

“By Jove! a most singular narrative. I shouldn't liko to have 
parted with the old place, however.” 

“ Faith, I don’t know ! I never was much there. It was a rackety, 
tumble-down old concern, with rattling windows, rooks, and rats, 
pretty much like this ; and, what between my duns and Corny Delany, 

1 very often think I am back there again. There wasn’t as good a 
room as this in the whole house, not to speak of the pictures. Isn't 
that likeness of Darcy capital? You saw him lust night. lie sat 
next Curran. Come, I’ve no cura^oa to offer you, hut try this uscpie- 
baugh.” 

“ By-the-bye, that Corny is a strange character. I rather think, 
if I were you, I should have let him go with the property.” 

“ Let him go! Egad, that’s not so easy as you think. Nothing but 
death will ever part us,” 

“ I really cannot comprehend how you endure him ; he’d drivo 
me mad.” 

“ Well, he very often pushes me a little hard or eo ; and if it wasn’t 
that, by deep study and minute attention, I have at length got some 
insight into the weak parts of his nature, I frankly confess I couldn't 
endure it much longer.” 

“ And, pray, what may these amiable traits bo i ” 

“ You will scarcely guess.” 

“ Love of money, perhaps ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Attachment to your family, then?” 

‘Not that, either.” 

“ I give it up.” 

“ Well, tho truth is, Corny is a most pious Catholic. The Church 
has unbounded influence and control over all his actions. Secondly, 
he is a devout believer in ghosts, particularly my grandfather’s, which 
I must confess, I have personated two or three times myself, when 
his temper had nearly tortured rno into a brain fever; so that be- 
tween purgatory and apparitions, fears here and hereafter, I keep 
him pretty busy. There’s a friend of mine, a priest, ono Father Tom 
Lof tus ’ ’ 

“ I’ve heard tb.it namo before, somewhere.” 

“ Scarcely, I think ; I'm not aware that he was ever in England * but 


LORD DUDLEY DE VERE. 


he’s a glorious fellow ; I'll make you known to him ono of these days , 
and when you have seen a little more of Ireland, I am certain you 11 li o 
him. But I'm forgetting; it must be late; we have a field- day, you 


know, in the Park." 

u What am I to do for a mount ? I’ve brought no horses with me. 

« oh, I’ve arranged all that. See, there arc the nags already. That 
dark chestnut I destine for you ; and, come along, we have no time 
to lose ; there go the carriages, and here coines our worthy oollcague and 
fellow aide-de-camp. Do you know him t 
“ Who is it, pray ?” 

“ Lord Dudley de Vere, the most confounded puppy, and the emptiest 


ass but here he is.” 

“ De Vere, my friend Mr. Hinton — one of ours.” 

His Lordship raised his delicate-looking eyebrows as high ns 
he was able, letting fall his glass at the same moment from the 
corner of his eye; and while he adjusted his stock at the glass, 


lisped out,. 

“Ah — -yes — very happy. In the Guards, I think. Know Douglas, 

don’t you ? ” 

11 Yes, very slightly.” 

“ When did you come — to-day ? ” 

“ No ; last night.” 

“ Must have got a buffeting ; blew very fresh. You don’t happen to 
know the odds on the Oaks ? ” 


“ Ilecate, they say, is falling. I rather heard a good account of the 
mare.” 


“Indeed,” said he, while his cold, inanimate features brightened 
up with a momentary flush of excitement. “Take you five to two, 
or give you the odds, you don’t name the winner on the double event. 

A look from O’Grady decided me at once on declining the proffered 
wager ; and his Lordship once more returned to the mirror and his self- 
adinirntion. 

“ I say, O’ Grady, do como here for a minute. What the deuce can 
that be ? ” 

Here an immoderate fit of laughter from his Lordship brought us 
both to the window. The figure to which his attention was directed wai 
certainly not a little remarkable. Mounted upon an animal of the 
smallest possible dimensions, sat, or rather stood, the figure of a tall, 
gaunt, raw-boned-looking man, in a livery of the gaudiest blue and 
yellow, his hat garnished with silver lace, while long tags of the same 
material were festooned gracefully from his shoulder to his breast ; his 
ftet nearly touched the ground, and gave him rather the appearance 
of one progressing with a pony between his legs, than of a figure 
on horseback ; ho carried under one arm a leather pocket, like a dis- 
patch bag ; and, as he sauntered slowly about, with his eyes directed 



30 JACK SUN TON. 

hither and thither, seemed like some one in search of an unknown 
locality. 

The roar of laughter which issued from our window drow his atten- 
tion to that quarter, and he immediately touched his hat, while a look of 
pleased recognition played across his countenance. 

“ Holloa, Tim ! ” cried O’Grady, “ what’s in the wind now ? M 

Tim'B answer was inaudible, but inserting his hand into the leathern 
conveniency already mentioned, he drew forth a card of most portentous 
dimensions. By this time Corny’s voice could be heard joining the 
conversation. 

“ Arrah, give it here, and don’t be making a baste of yourself. 
Isn’t the very battle-axe Guards laughing at you P I’m stu-o I wonder 
how a Christian would make a merry-andrew of himself by wearing such 
clothes ; you’re more like a play-actor than a respectable servant.” 

With these words he snatched rather than accepted the proffered 
card; and Tim, with another flourish of his hat, and a singularly 
droll grin, meant to convey his appreciation of Cross Corny, plunged 
the spurs till his legs met under the belly of the little animal, and 
cantered out of the court-yard amid the Laughter of the bystanders, 
in which even the sentinels on duty could not refrain from partici- 
pating. 

“ What the devil can it bo?” cried Lord Dudley; “ he ovidently 
knows you, O’Giady.” 

“ And you, too, my Lord ; his master has helped you to a cool hundred 
or two more than once before now.” 

“Eh — what — you don’t say so! Not our worthy friend Paul — ehP 
Why, confound it, I never should have known Timothy in that dress.” 

“No,” Biiid O’Gradv, slyly; “I acknowledge it is not exactly his 
costume when he serves a latitat.” 

“ I la, ha ! ” cried the other, trying to laugh at the joko, which he felt 
too deeply ; “ I thought I knew tho pony, though, Old three-and-four- 
nence ; his infernal canter always eouuds in my ears like the iariron of a 
hill of costs.” 

“ Here comes Corny,” said O’Giady. “ What have you got there f ” 

“ There, ’tie for you,” replied he, throwing, with an air of the most 
profound disdain, h large card upon the table; while, as he left the room, 
he muttered some very Bagacions reflections about the horrors of low 
company — his father the Jidge—the best in the land — riotous, disorderly 
life; the whole concluding with an imprecation upon heathens and Turks, 
with which he managed to accomplish his exit. 

“ Capital, by Jove! ” said Lord Dudley, as he surveyed the card with 
his glass. 

“ ‘ Mr. and Mrs. I’uul Rooney presents’ — the devil they does—* presents 
their compliments, and requests the honour of Captain O’Giady’s com- 
pany at dinner on Friday, the bth, at half-past seven o’clock.’” 


A FIELD-DAY IE DUBLIN. SI 

« How good ! glorious, by Jove ! eh, O’Grady ? You are a euro ticket 

thore — Vam% dt la maiton ! ” , 

O’Grady's cheeks became red at tbeso words ; and a flashing expression 

in his eyes told how deeply he felt them. He turned sharply round, his 
lip quivering with passion ; thon, checking himself suddenly, he burst 

into an affected laugh, 

« You'll go too, won't you ? ” 

“ I ? No, faith, they caught me once ; hut then the fact was, a protest 
and an invitation were both served on me together. I couldn't accept 
one, so I did the other.” 

“ Well, I must confess,” said O'Grady, in a firm, resolute tone, “ there 
may he many more fashionable people than our friends ; but I, for one, 
scruple not to say I have received many kindnesses from them, and am 
deeply, sincerely grateful." 

« As far as doing a hit of paper now and then, when one is hard up,” 
said Lord Dudley, “ why, perhaps, I'm somewhat of your mind ; but if 
one must take the discount out in dinners, it’s an infernal bore.” 

“ And yet," said O’Grady, maliciously, “ I’ve 6een your Lordship tax 
your powers to play the agreeable at these same dinners ; and I think 
your memory betrays you in supposing you have only been there ouco. 

I myself have met you at least four times.” 

“ Only shows how devilish hard up I must have been,” was the cool 
reply; “but now, as the governor begins to behave better, I think I’ll 
cut Paul.” 

“ I’m certain you will,” said O’Grady, with an emphasis that could 
not be mistaken. u But come, Hinton, we had better be moving ; there’s 
some stir at the portico yonder ; I suppose they’re coming.” 

At this moment the tramp of cavalry announced the arrival of the 
guard of honour ; the drums beat, the troops Btood to arms, and we had 
barely time to mount our horses, when the viceregal party took their 
places in the carriages, and we all set out for the Phoenix. 

“ Confess, Hinton, it is worth while being a soldier to bo in Ireland.” 
This was O’Grady’s observation as we rode down Parliament Street, beside 
the carnage of the Viceroy. It was the first occasion of a field-day since 
the arrival of his Excellency, and all Dublin was on the tiptoe of cxpectu- 
tion at tho prospect. Handkerchiefs were waved from the windows ; 
Streamers and banners floated from tho houso-tops; patriotic devices and 
allegoric representations of Erin sitting at a plentiful board, opposite an 
elderly gentleman with a ducal coronet, met us at every turn of the way. 
I he streets were literally crammed with people. Tho bund played 
1 atrick s Day the mob shouted ; his Graco bowed ; and down to Phil 
O Grady himself, who winked at tho pretty girls as he passed, there did 
not seem an unoccupied man in the whole procession. On we went, fol. 
ovang the lino of the quays, threading our way through a bare-legged, 
ragged population, bawling themselves hoarse with energetic desires for 
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prosperity to Ireland. " Yes,” thought I, as I looked upon the worn, 
dilapidated houses, the faded and bygone equipages, the tarnished finery 
of better days — “yes, my father was right, these people are very different 
from their neighbours; their very prosperity has an air quite peculiar to 
itself.” Ever)' thing attested a state of poverty, a lack of trade, a want of 
comfort and of cleanliness ; but still there was but one expression preva- 
lent in the mass— that of unbounded good humour and gaiety. With a 
philosophy quite his own, poor Paddy seemed to feel a reflected pleasure 
from the supposed happiness of those around him — the fine clothes, the 
gorgeous equipages, the prancing chargers, the flowing plumes— all, in 
fact, that forms the appliances of wealth — constituting in his mind a kind 
of paradise on earth. He thought their possessors at least ought to bo 
happy, and, like a good-hearted fellow, ho was glad of it for their sakes. 

There had been in the early part of the day an abortive effort at a 
procession. The Lord Mayor and the Sheriffs, in their state liveries, had 
gone forth with a proud following of their fellow-citizens ; but a man. 
ceuvre, which hitherto has been supposed exclusively the province of the 
navy, was here employed with unbounded success ; and the hackney 
coachmen, by “ cutting the line ” in several places, had completely dis- 
organised the procession, which now presented the singular spectacle of 
an alder man ic functionary with emblazoned panels and bedizened horses, 
followed by a string of racket)’ jaunting-cars, or a noddy with its fourteen 
insides. Horsemen there were, too, in abundance. Were I to judge 
from the spectacle before me, I should say that the Irish were the most 
equestrian people of the glohe ; and at what a pace they went ! Caring 
little or nothing for the foot-passengers, they only drew rein when their 
blown steeds were unable to go further, and then dashed onwards like a 
charge, amid a shower of oaths, curses, and imprecations, half drowned in 
the laughter that burst on every side. Deputations there were also from 
various branches of trade, entreating their Graces to wear and to patronise 
the manufacture of the country, and to conform in many respects to its 
habits and customs : by all of which, in my then ignorance, I could only 
understand the vehement desire of the population that the viceregal court 
should go about in a state of nature, and limit their diet to poteen and 
potatoes. 

“Fine sight this, Hinton! Isn’t it cheering?” said O’Grady, as his 
eye beamed with pleasure and delight. 

“Why, yes,” said I, hesitatingly; “but don’t you think if they wore 
shoes ” 

“Shoes! ” repeated he, contemptuously, “ they’d never suffer such re- 
strictions on their liberties. Look at them ! they are the fellows to make 
soldiers of ! The only fear of half-rations with them would bo the risk of 
indigestion.” 

On we went, a strange and motley mass, the only grave faces being a 
few of those who sat in gilded coaches, with embroidered hammerclothfl, 
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while every half-naked figure that flitted past had a countenance of reck- 
less jollity and fun. But the same discrepancy that prrvadod tho people 
and the procession was visible even in their dwellings, and tho meanest 
hovels stood side by side with tho public and private edifices of elegance 
and beauty. 

« This, certainly,” thought I, “is a strange Land.” A reflection I had 
reason to recur to more than onco in my after experience of Ireland. 


CHAPTER V. 

THE REVIEW IN THE PHCENIX. 

Winding along the quays, wo crossed an old and dilapidated bridge; and 
after traversing some narrow and ruinous-looking streets, we entered the 
Park, and at length reached tho Fifteen Acres. 

The carriages were drawn up in a line ; his Grace’s led horses wore 
ordered up, and staff-officers galloped right and left to announce the 
orders for the troops to stand to arms. 

As the Duke descended from his carriage, ho caught my eye, and turn- 
ing suddenly towards the Duchess, said, “ Let mo present Mr. Hinton to 
your Grace.” 

"While I was making my bows and acknowledgments, his Grace put 
his hand upon my arm. 

“ You know Lady Ivillimoro, Hinton ? Never mind, it’s of no conse- 
quence. You see her carriage yonder — they have made some blunder in 
the road, and the dragoons, it seems, won’t let them pass. Just canter 
down and rescue them.” 

“Do, pray, Mr. Hinton,” added tho Duchess. “ Poor Lady KiUimore 
is so very nervous, she’ll bo terrified to death if they make any fuss. Her 
carriage can come up quite close ; there is plenty of room.” 

“Now, do it well,” whispered O’Grady : “ there is a pretty girl in tho 
case ; it’s your first mission ; acquit yourself with credit.” 

An infernal brass band playing “ Rule Britannia” within ten paces of 
me, tho buzz of voices, the crowd, the novelty of tho situation, tho excite- 
ment of the moment, all conspired to addlo and confuse me; so that when 
I put spurs to my horso and struck out into a gallop, 1 had no very 

precise idea of what I was to do, and not tho slightest upon earth of 
where I was to do it* 

A pretty girl m a carriage beset by dragoons was to bo looked for 

Lady Kil— somebody’s equipage “ Oh ! I have it ; there they are ” 

*ai , as a yellow barouche, with four steaming posters, caught my eye 
in a ar part of the field. From tho number of dragoons that surrounded 
the camago no less than their violent gestures, I could perceive that an 

creation had taken place ; pressing my horso to the top of his speed, I 
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flew across the plain, and arrived, flushed, heated, and breathless, beside 
the carriage. 

A large and strikingly handsome woman, in a bonnet and plumes of 
the most gaudy and showy character, was standing upon the front seat, 
and carrying on an active, and, as it seemed, acrimonious controversy with 
the sergeant of the horse police. £ 

“You must go back — can’t help it, ma’am— nothing but the members 
of the household can pass this way.” 

“ Oh dear ! where’s Captain O’Grady ?— snro it’s not possible I could 
be treated this way. Paul, take that man’s name, and mind you have 
him dismissed in the morning. Where are you, Paul? Ah! he’s gone. 
It is the way with him always ; and there you sit, Bob Dwyer, and you are 
no more good than a stick of sealing-wax ! ” 

Here a suppressed titter of laughter from the back of the carriage 
induced me to turn my eyes in that direction, and I beheld one of the 
most beautiful girls I ever looked at, holding her handkorchief to her 
mouth to conceal her laughter. Her dark eyes flashed, and her features 
sparkled, while a blush at being so discovered, if possible, added to her 
beauty. 

“ All right,” said I to myself, as, taking off my hat, I bowed to the very 
mane of my horse. 

“If your Ladyship will kindly permit me,” said I, “his Grace has 
sent me to show you the way,” 

The dragoons fell back as I spoke ; the horse police looked awfullv 
frightened; while the Lady whose late eloquence manifested little of fear 
or trepidation, threw herself back in the carriage, and, covering her face 
with a handkerchief, sobbed violently. 

“ Ah, the Duchess said she was nervous. Poor Lady Kil ” 

“Speak to me, Louisa dear. Who is it? Is it Mr. Wellesley role? 
is it — ” 

I did not wait for a further supposition, but in a most insinuating 
voice, added, 

“ Mr. Hinton, my lady, extra aide-de-camp on his Excellency’s staff. 
The Duchess feared you would be nervous, and hopes you’ll get as close to 
her as possible,” 

“ Where’s Paul ? ” said the lady, once more recovering her animation. 
“ If this is a hoax, young gentleman ” 

“ Madam,” said I, bowing etiifly, “ I am really at a loss to understand 
your meaning.” 

“ Oh, forgive me, Mr. Hilton,” 

II Hinton, my lady.” 

"i es, Hinton, said she. 11 1 am a beast to mistrust you, and you so 
young and so artless ; the sweetest blue eyes I ovor looked at.” 

This was said in a whisper to her young frieud, whoso mirth now 
threatened to burst forth. 
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« And was it really hiss Royal Highness that sent you ? 

“His Grace, my lady, I assure you, despatched me to your aid. Ho 
saw your cairiago through his glass, and, guessing what had occurred, 
directed me to ride over and accompany your Ladyship to tho viceregal 
stand.” 

Poor Lady Kil ’s nervousness again seized her, and with a faint 

cry for the ever-absent Paul, she went off into rather smart hysterics. 
During this parox ysm I could not help feeling somewhat annoyed at tho 
young lady’s conduct, who, instead of evincing the slightest sympathy for 
her mother, held her head down, and seemed to shake w-ith laughter. By 
this time, however, the postillions were again under way, and after ten 
minutes* sharp trotting, we entered tho grand stand, with whips cracking, 
ribbons fluttering, and I myself ca racol ing beside the carriage with an air 
of triumphant success. 

A large dusky travelling carriage had meanwhilo occupied the place 
the Duchess designed for her friend. The only thing to do, therefore, 
was to place them as conveniently as I could, and hasten back to inform 
her Grace of the success of my mission. As I approached her carriage I 
was saluted by a burst of laughter from the staff, in which the Duke him- 
self joined most extravagantly ; while O’ Grady, with his hands on his 
sides, threatened to fall from tho saddle. 

“ What the deuce is the matter? ” thought I ; “ I didn’t bungle it? ” 

" Tell her Grace,” said the Duke, with his hand upon his mouth, un- 
able to finish tho sentence with laughter. 

I saw something was wrong, and that I was in some infernal scrape ; 
still, resolved to go through with it, I drew near and said, 

“ I am happy to inform your Grace that Lady Kil ” 

. here, said tho Duchess, bowing haughtily, as she turned towards 
a spiteful- looking dowager beside her. 

Here was a mess ! So, bowing and backing, I dropped through tho 
crowd to whero my companions still stood convulsed with merriment. 

“ What, in the devil’s name, is it?” said I to O'Grady. “ Whom 
have I been escorting this half-hour ? ” 

. “You’ve immortalised yourself,” said O’Grady, with a roar of laugh- 
ter. “lour bill at twelve months for five hundred pounds is as good this 
moment as bank paper.” 

“ What is it P” said I, losing all patience. “ WTio is she ? ” 
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“ Tho Heavens forbid ! ” said O’Grady, piously. « Our exchequer may 
be guilty of many an extravagance, but it could not permit such a flight as 

that. It is evident, Hinton, that you did not see the pretty girl beside 
her in the carriage.” 

^.es, yes, I saw her,’ said I, biting my lip with impatience, “ and she 
seemed evidently enjoying the infernal blunder I was committing. And 
Mrs. Paul— oh, confound her! I can never endure the sight of her 


again ! ” 


“ My dear young friend,” replied O’Grady, with an affected serious- 
ness, “I see that already the prejudices of your very silly countrymen 
have worked their effect upon you. Had not Lord Dudley de Vere given 
you such a picture of the Looney family, you would probably be much 
more lenient in your judgment: besides, after aU, tho error was yours, 
not heis. \ou told her that the Duke had sent you j you told hor tho 
Duchess wished her carriage beside her own.” 

“ You take a singular mode,” said I, pettishly, “to bring a man back 
to a good temper, by showing him that he has no one to blame for his 
niisfortunes but himself. Confound them ! look how they are all laugh- 
ing about us. Indeed, from the little I’ve seen, it is the only thing they 
appear to do in this country.” 


At a signal from the Dube, O’Grady put spurs to his horse and can- 
tered down the line, leaving me to such reflections as I could form 

beneath the gaze of some forty persons, who could not turn to look with- 
out laughing at me. 

“ Thifl is pleasant ” thought I; “ this is really a happy debut : that I, 
whose unimpeachable accuracy of manner and address should have won 
for me, at the Prince’s levee, the approbation of the first gentleman of 
Europe, should here, among these semi-civilised savages, become an 
object of ridicule and Laughter. My father told mo they were very 

different; and my mother ” I had not patience to think of the 

frightful effects my absurd situation might produce upon her nerv< a 
“ Lady Julia, too — ah ! there’s the rub — my beautiful cousin, who in the 
slightest solejjyn of London manners could find matter for s/.jeasm and 
raillery. What would she think of mo now ? And this it is they per- 
suaded me to prefer to active service ! What wound to a man’s flesh could 
equal one to his feelings? I would rather bo condoled than scoffed at 
any day ; and see ! by Jove, they’re laughing still. I would wager a fifty 

that I furnish the dinner conversation for every tablo in the capital this 
day.” 1 


| The vino twig shows not more ingenuity, as it traverses some rocky 
crag in search of the cool stream, at once its luxury and its life th in does 
our injured self-love, in seeking for consolation from the’ inevitable 
casualties of fate, and tho irresistible strokes of fortune i Thus I found 
comfort in tho thought that tho ridicule attached to me rather proceeded 
from tho low standard of manners and habits about me Hum from any- 
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thing positively absurd in my position ; and, in my warped and binned 
imagination, I actually preferred the insolent insipidity of Lord Dudley 
de Vero to the hearty raciness and laughter-loving spirit of Phil O'Grady, 

My reflections were now cut short by the ordor for the stalf to mount, 
and, following the current of my present feelings, I drew near to Lord 
Dudloy, in whose emptiness and inanity I felt a degree of security from 
sarcasm that I could by no means be so confident of in O’ Grady’s corn, 
panv. 

Amid the thunder of cannon, the deafening roll of drums, the tramp 
of cavalry, and the measured footfall of the infantry columns, these 
thoughts rapidly gave way to others, and I soon forgot myself in the 
Beene around me. The sight, indeed, was an inspiriting one ; for, 
although but the mocker}' of glorious war, to my unpractised eye the 
deception was delightful : the bracing air, the bright sky, the scenory 
itself, lent their aid, and in tho brilliant panorama before me I soon 
regained my light-heartedness, and felt happy as before. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE SHAM BATTLE. 

I ha'n b mentioned in my last chapter how very rapidly I forgot ray 
troubles in tho excitement of tho scene around me. Indeed, they 
must have been much more important, much deeper woes, to have 
occupied any place in a head so addled and confused as mine was 
The manoeuvres of the day included a sham battle; and scarcely 
had his Excellency passed down the line when preparations for the 
ngrtgement began. The heavy artillery was seen to limber up, and 
\ e s owly across the field, accompanied by a strong detachment of 
cavalry; columns of infantry were marched hither and thither with 
the mort preMmg and eager haste ; orderly dragoons and staff-officers 
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another. Tired and panting, I more than once bungled my direction^ 
and communicated to Sir Charles the secret intentions of his Lordship, 
while with a laudable impartiality I disarranged the former’s plans by a 
total misconception of the orders. Fatigue, noise, chagrin, and incessant 
worry had so completely turned my head, that I was perfectly incapable 
of the commonest exercises of reason. Some of the artillery I ordered 
into a hollow, where I was told to station a part}’ of riflemen. Three 
squadr ons of cavalry I desired to charge up a hill, which tho 71st High- 
landers were to have scrambled up if they were able. Light dragoons I 
posted in situations so beset with brushwood and firs, that all movement 
became impossible ; and, in a word, when the signal-gun announced the 
commencement of the action, my mistakes had introduced such a new 
feature into tactics, that neither party knew what his adversary was at, 
nor, indeed, had any accurate notion of which were his own troops. The 
Duke, who had watched with the most eager satisfaction the whole of my 
proceedings, sat laughing upon his horse till the very tears coursed down 
his cheeks ; and, as all the staff were more or less participators in the 
secret, I found myself once more the centre of a grinning audience, per- 
fectly convulsed at my exploits. Meanwhile, the guns thundered, the 
cavalry charged, the infantry poured in a rattling roar of small anus ; 
while the luckless commanders, unable to discover any semblance of a 
plan, and still worse, not knowing where one-half of their forces were con- 
cealed, dared not adventure upon a movement, and preferred trusting to 
the smoke of tho battle as a cover for their blunders. The fusillade, there- 
fore, was hotly sustained ; all the heavy pieces were brought to the front ; 
and while the spectators were anxiously looking for the manoeuvres of a 
fight, tho ammunition was waxing low’, and the day wearing apace. 
Dissatisfaction at length began to show itself on every side ; and the 
Duke assuming, as w'ell as he was able, somewhat of a disappointed look, 
the unhappy generals made a final effort to retrieve their mishaps, and 
aides-de-camp were despatched through all the highways and byways to 
bring up whoever they could find as quickly as possible. Now there 
began such a scene as few even of the oldest campaigners ever witnessed 
the equal of. From every dell and hollow, from every brake and thicket, 
burst forth some party or other, who up to this moment believed them- 
selves lying in ambush. Horse, foot, and dragoons, artillery, sappers, 
light infantry, and grenadiers, rushed forward wherever chance or their 
bewildered officers led them. Here might be seen one-half of a regiment 
blazing away at a stray company of their owm people, running like devils 
for shelter; here some squadrons of horse, who, indignant at their fruit- 
less charges and unmeaning movements, now doggedly dismounted, were 
standing right before a brigade of twelve-pounders, thundering mercilessly 
amongst them. Never was witnessed such a scene of riot, confusion, and 
disorder. Colonels lost their regiments, regiments their colonels. The 
Fusiliers captured the band of the Royal Irish, and made them play 
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through the heat of the engagement Those who at first expressed ennui 
and fatigue at the sameness and monotony of tho scene were now 
gratified to tho utmost by its life, bustle, and animation. Elderly 
citizens in drab shorts and buff waistcoats explained to their listening 
wives and urchins the plans and intentions of the rival heroes, pro- 
nouncing the whole thing the while the very best field-day that ever was 


seen in the Phoenix. 

In tho midst of all this confusion, a new element of discord suddenly 
displayed itself. That loyal corps, the Cork Militia, who were ordered 
up to attack close to where the Duke and his staff were standing, deemed 
that no better moment could be chosen to exhibit their attachment to 
church and state than when marching on to glory, struck up, w'ith all tho 
discord of their hand, the redoubted air of “ Protestant Boys,” A cheer 
burst from the ranks as the loyal strains filled the air ; but scarcely had 
the loud burst subsided, when tho Louth Militia advanced with a quick 
step, their fifes playing ** Vinegar Hill.” 

For a moment or two the rivalry created a perfect roar of laughter ; 
but this very soon gave way, as the two regiments, instead of drawing up 
at a reasonable distance for the interchange of an amicable blank cart- 
ridge, rushed down upon each other with the fury of madmen. So sud- 
den, so impetuous was the encounter, all effort to prevent it was 
impracticable. Muskets were clubbed or bayonets fixed, and in a 
moment really serious battle was engaged ; the musicians on each side 
encouraging their party, as they racked their brains for party -times of 
the most bitter and taunting character ; while cries of “ Down with King 
'William ! ” “ To hell with the Pope ! ” rose alternately from either side. 

How far this spirit might have extended, it is difficult to say, when 
the Duke gave orders for some squadrons of cavalry to charge down upon 
them, and separate the contending forces. This order was fortunately in 
time ; for scarcely was it issued, when a west country yeomanry corps 
came galloping up to the assistance of the brave Louth. 


“ Here we are, boys ! ” cried Mike Westropp, their colonel — “ here we 
are ! lave the way ! lave tho way for us ! and we*ll ride down the mur- 
thering Orange villains, every man of them ! ” 


The Louth fell back, and the yeomen came forward at a charge ; 
Westropp standing high in his stirrups, and flourishing his sabre above 
his head. It was just then that a heavy brigade of artillery, unconscious 
of the hot work going forward, was ordered to open their fire upon the 
Louth Militia. One of the guns, by some accident, contained an undue 
proportion of wadding, and to this casual circumstance may, in a great 
degree, be attributed the happy issue of what threatened to be a serious 
disturbance ; for, as Westropp advanced, cheering and eneounmin^ his 
men, he received this wadding slap in his face. Down he tumbled at 
once, 10 ding over and over with the shock; while, believing that he had 
got his d cat h- wound r he bellowed out— 



40 


JACK II IN TON. 

“ Oh ! blessed Virgin ! thero’s threason in tho camn ' hit in «,« f 
by a four-pounder, by Jove ' Oh t n„i , \ . P ' blt in tho fac * 

Oh - holy Joseph, teok at this i ot' tadtl- tote «"•{, *°" Gr “ ce ' 
mgafai r fight! Peter ’’—this was 'the major of th.tS£2&££ 

~ futChIKutte SSFT— brigade of 

united m a roar of merriment tw jv . ’ tnemal bands 

hostilities. For a moment T — r F a rnomcnt caused a suspension of 

been conveyed to the r * ° r SCarc ’ e y IiatJ tl10 gallant Westropp 

. ^“ Conveyed to the rear, when once more the bands etrnrlr „n th ■ 

rr~i'r srr fora . stm r- 

the Duke was obliged himself to i n U° f 0^13 01 ^ both an aSpect ’ that 

Wkmartn ^ ^ W " tin S- » ‘be direction of 

These movements were conducted with n S nno . , 

most ludicrous kind; and although therellTioT^ T* ° f th ° 

was e™ 1 - “"d ‘be military devotion of each Ltytron^vft 

nor the other was sufficient to prevent the more violent on both ri!w°“ 
occasionally turnimr as thev u-ont ~ . n totb 81tJes from 

allusion, J some g^g^Ist' ^2^“^ 
permit, to renew the conliict. isolated, did the opportunity 

A hearty burst of laughter from the Duke indicated nrofiTr l i v 
he regarded the matter ; and, however the trinve nnd —l 7 clearI ^ how 
others might seem to imply that there was more in th looks of 

mere food for mirth, he shook his sides merrily • and 6 thfl ° 

glistened with satisfaction, and his cheek flowed h T ^ i . bn «J l W a 

whispering his regret that his station compelled him to ck the ^ 
best joke he ever witnessed in his life. &eck th ° rer >’ 

spoke ; “ and, as it is now past three o’clock and^f h^ f ^° ad 88 he 
at four, I fear I must leave you ” * ° ^ a coua ^ 

liie troops will move past in marching order ” renlied RiV nu i 

pompoualy; .. Will your Grace receive the salute at this pet ^ " " K 

>V^erever you like Sir Ch^rtoa- ■«,!, . 

Heaven that some good 'satan^tild 0 ^ 7 ^% ^ te 

water from his canteen. I eay, Hinton they seen, nt 1 ^ brtUid > T - unJ * 

that carriage * do von thinlr vai i ^ uncheon yonder in 

sherry for me ?-- 5 >0UI <hl ' l0 “ aC >' foliate a glass of 

“If you’ll permit me, my Lord, I’ll trv ” an if? t a- 
myself from the crowd, I sot elf in the direction ho pointed * J “ ? g 


a surprise. 


41 


long in perceiving that it was the samo equipago I had go gallantly 
rescued in the morning from the sabres of the horse police. Had I 
entertained any fears for the effects of the nervous shock upon tho tender 
sensibilities of Mrs. Paul Rooney, the scene before mo must completely 
have dispelled my uneasiness. Is ever did a merrier peal of laughter ring 
from female lungs than hers as I rode forward. Seated in the back 
of the carriage, the front cushion of which served as a kind of 
table, sat the lady in question. One hand, resting upon her knee, held 
a formidable carving-fork, on the summit of which vibrated the short leg 
of a chicken ; in the other she grasped a silver vessel, which, were I to pre- 
dicate from tho froth, I fear I should pronounce to bo porter. A luncheon 
on the most liberal scalo, displayed, in all the confusion and disorder 
inseparable from such a situation, a veal-pie, cold lamb, tongue, chickens, 
and sandwiches ; drinking vessels of ^ery shape and material ; a 
smelling-bottle full of mustard, and a newspaper paragraph full of salt. 
Abundant as were tho viands, the guests were not wanting : crowds of 
infantry officers, flushed with victory or undismayed by defeat, hob- 
nobbed from the rumble to the box ; tho steps, tho springs, the very 
splinter-bar, had its occupant ; and, truly, a merrier party, or a more 
convivial, it were difficult to conceive. 

So environed was Mrs. Rooney by her friends, that I was enabled to 
observe them some time, myself unseen. 

“ Captain Mitchell, another wing? AVell, the least taste in life of the 
breast ? Bob Dwyer, will ye never have done drawing that cork ? ” 

Now this I must aver was an unjust reproach, inasmuch to my own 
certain knowledge he had accomplished three feats of that nature in about 
as many minutes ; and, had tho aforesaid Bob been reared from his 
infancy in drawing corks, instead of declarations, his practice could not 
have been more expert. Pop, pop, they went ; glug, glug, glug, flowed 
the bubbling liquor, as sherry, shrub, cold punch, and bottled porter, 
succeeded each other in rapid order. Simpering ensigns, with elevated 
eyebrows, insinuated nonsense, soft, vapid, and unmeaning as their own 
brains, as they helped themselves to ham or dived into the pasty ; while a 
young dragoon, who seemed to devote his attention to Mrs. Rooney’s 
companion, amused himself by constant endeavours to stroke down a 
growing moustache, whoso downy whiteness resembled nothing that 1 
know of save tho ill-omened fur one sees on an antiquated apple-pie. 

As I looked on every side, to catch a glance at him whom I should 
suppose to bo Mr, Rooney, I was myself detected by the watchful eyo of 
Bob Dwyer, who, at that moment having his mouth full of three hard 

in lliB endeavours to telegraph my approach 

‘‘The edge-du-cong, by the mortial ! ” said he, sputtering out the 
words, as his bloodshot eyes nearly bolted out of his head. 

Had I been a Bengal tiger, my advent might have caused less 



42 


JACK HINTON, 


alarm. The officers, not knowing if the Duke himself were coming, wiped 
their lips, resumed their caps and shakos, and sprang to the ground in dis- 
may and confusion : as Mrs, Rooney herself, with an adroitness an Indian 
juggler might have envied, plunged the fork, drumstick and all, into the 
recesses of her muff ; while with a back hand she decanted the XX upon a 
bald major of infantry, who was brushing the crumbs from his facings. 
One individual alone seemed to relish and enjoy the discomfiture of the 
others : this was the young lady whom I before remarked, and whose 
whole air and appearance seemed strangely at variance with every- 
thing around her. She gave free current to her mirth ; while Mrs. Paul, 
now suddenly restored to a sense of her nervous constitution, fell back in 
her carriage, and appeared bent upon a scene. 

“ You caught us enjoying ourselves, Mr. Stilton ? ” 

“ Hinton, if you’ll allow me, madam.” 

“ Ay, to be sure — Mr. Hinton. Taking a little snack, which I am 
sure you’d be the better for after the fatigues of the day.” 

“Eh, au au ! a devilish good luncheon,” chimed in a palo sub, the 
6 ret who ventured to pluck up his courage. 

“■Would a sandwich tempt you, with a glass of champagne ? *’ said 
MrB. Paul, with the blandest of smiles. 

“ I can recommend the lamb, sir,” said a voice behind. 

“ Begad, T’U vouch for the porter,” said the Major. “ I only hope it is 
a good cosmetic.” 

“ It is a beautiful thing for the hair,” said Mrs. Rooney, half venturing 
upon a joke. 

“No more on that head, ma’am,” said the little Major, bowing 
pompously. 

By this time, thanks to the assiduous attentions of Bob Dwyer, I was 
presented with a plate, which, had 1 been an anaconda instead of an 
aide-de-camp, might have satisfied my appetite. A place was made for 
me in the carriage ; and the faithful Bob, converting the skirt of his 
principal blue into a glass cloth, polished a wine-glass for my private 
use. 

“ Let me introduce my young friend, Mr. Hinton,” said Sirs. Paul, 
with a graceful wave of her jewelled hand tow'ards her companion. “ Miss 

Louisa Bellew, only daughter of Sir Simon Uellew, of ” what the place 

was I could not well hear, but it sounded confoundedly like Kilihiman- 
smotherum — “ a beautiful place in the county Mayo. Bob, is it punch 
you are giving? ” 

“ Most excellent, I assure you, Mrs. Rooney.” 

“ And how is the Duke, sir? I hope his Grace enjoys good health. 
He is a darling of a man.” 

By-the-bye, it is perfectly absurd the sympathy your third or fourth- 
rate people feel in the health and habits of those above them in station, 
pleased as they are to loam the most commonplace and worthless trifles 
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i0r --Hr D 'Booney,” said the lady, drawing herself up with a certain 
austerity of manner, “ I wish you to make the acquaintance of Mr. Hinton, 

the aide-de-camp to his Grace- , . 

Mr. Rooney lifted his hat straight above his head, and replaced it a 

little more obliquely than before over his right eye. 

“ Delighted, upon my honour — faith, quite charmed— hope you got 
something to eat— there never was such a m ur therm g hot day— Bob 
Dwyer, open a bottle of port— the Captain is famished.” 

“ I say, Hinton,” called out O’ Grady, “ you forgot the Duke, it seems ; 
he told me you’d gone in search of some sherry, or something of the kind ; 
but I can readily conceive how easily a man may forget himself in such a 


position as yours.” 

Here Mrs. Paul dropped her head in deep confusion, Miss Bellew 
looked saucy, and I, for the first time remembering what brought me 
there, was perfectly overwhelmed with shame at my carelessness. 

“ Never mind, hoy, don’t fret about it ; his Grace is the most forgiving 
man in the world ; and when he knows where you were ” 

“ Ah, Captain ! ” sighed Mrs. Rooney. 

« Master Phil, it’s yourself can do it,” murmured Paul, who perfectly 
appreciated O’ Grady’s powers of “ blarney,” when exercised on the 
susceptible temperament of his fair spouse. 

“ I’ll take a san dwich ,” continued the Captain. “ Do you know, Mrs 
Rooney, Pve been riding about this half-hour to catch my young friend, 
and introduce him to you ; and hero I find him comfortal ly installed, 
without my aid or assistance. The fact is, these English fellows have a 
flattering, insinuating way of their own there’s no coming up to. Isn’t 
that so, Miss Bellew P ” 

“ Very likely,” said the young lady, who now spoke for the firBt 
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time ; " but it i a so very well concealed that I for one could nover detect 
it.” 

This speech, uttered with a certain pert and saucy air, nettled me fot 
the moment ; but as no reply occurred to me, I could only look at the 
speaker a tacit acknowledgment of her sarcasm; while I remembered, 
for the first time, that, although seated opposite my very attractive neigh- 
bour, X had hitherto not addressed to her a single phrase of even common- 
place attention. 

“ I euppoao you put up in the Castle, sir ? ” said Mr. Kooney. 

“Yes, two doors lower down than Mount O’Grady,” replied the 
Captain for me. ** But come, Hinton, the carriages are moving ; wo must 
get back as quick as we can. Good-bye, Paul. Adieu, Mrs! Rooney. 
Miss Bellew, good morning.” 

Xt was just at the moment when I had summoned up my courage to 
address Miss Bellew that O’Grady called mo away : there was nothing 
for it, however, but to make my adieus ; while, extricating myself from 
the debris of the luncheon, I once more mounted my horse, and joined 
the viceregal party as they drove from the ground. 

“ I’m delighted you know the Rooneys,” said O’Grady, as we drove 

along ; “ they are by far the best fun going. Paul good, but his wife 
superb ! ” 

“ And the young lady ? ” said I. 

14 Oh, a different kind of thing altogether. By-the-byo, Hinton, you 
took my hint, X hope, about your English manner ? " 

“ Eh — why — how — what did you mean f ” 

Simply, my boy, that jour Coppcrmine-rivcr kind of courtesy may be 
a devilish fine thing in Hyde Park or St. James’s, but will never do with 
us poor people here. Put more warmth into it, man. Dash tho lemonade 
with a little maraschino ; you’ll feel twice as comfortable yourself, and 
the girls like you all the better. You take the suggestion in good part, 
I’m sure.” 

“ Oh, of course,” said I, somewhat stung that I should get a lesson in 
manner whoro I had meant tp be a model for imitation ; « if they like that 
kind of thing I must only conform.” 


CHAPTER YII. 

THU HOONEYB, 

I cannot proceed further in this my veracious history without dwelling 
a little longer upon the characters of the two interesting individual* I 
have already presented to my readers as Mr. and Mrs. Rooney 

Paul Rooney, attorney-at-law, 42, Stephen’.-green north^ was about 
as well-known in his nativo city of'Dublin aa Nelson’s Pillar. Hi* 
reputation, unlimited by the adventitious circumstances of class, spread 
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over the whole surface of society ; and, from the chancellor down to ’he 

pA.TTEifin bis claims woro confessed* _ _ _ _ 

It is possible that, in many other cities of the world Mr. Peonoy 

might have been regarded as a commonplace, every-day personage, weU-^- 
do in the world, and of a free-and-easy character, wh l , 
for reproach, left still less for remark : but in Ireland, whethor it was tl o 
climate or the people, tho potteen or the potatoes, I cannot say, but 
certainly he “ came out,” as tho painters call it, in a breadth of colour 

<,U, The U ehange e ful character of the skies has, they tell us, a remarkable 
influence in fashioning the ever-varying features of Irish temperament , 
and, certainly, the inconstant climate of Dublin had much merit if it 
produced in Mr. Rooney tho versatile nature he rejoiced in. 

About ten o’clock on every morning during term might be seen ft 
ehrewd, cunning-looking, sly little fellow, who, with pursed- up lips and 
slightly elevated nose, wended his way towards tho Four Courts, followed 
by a ragged urchin with a well-filled bag of purple stuff. Ilia black coat, 
drab shorts, and gaiters, had a plain aud business-like cut ; and the 
short square tie of his white cravat had a quaint resemblance to a flourish 
on a deed ; the self-satisfied look, the assured step, the easy roll of tho 
head — all bespoke one with whom the world was thriving ; and it did not 
need the additional evidence of a certain habit he bad of jingling bis silver 
, i n his breecbes-pocket as he went, to assure you that Rooney was a warm 


follow, and had no want of cash. 

Were you to trace his steps for the three or four hours that ensued, 
you would see him bustling through the crowded hall of the Four Courts 
— now, whispering some important point to a leading barrister, while ho 
held another by the gown, lest he should escape him ; now, ho might bo 
remarked seated in a nicho between the pillars, explaining somo knotty 
difficulty to a western client, whoso flushod cheek and flashing eye too 
plainly indicated his impatience of legal strategy, and how much moro 
pleased he would feel to redress his wrongs in his own fashion ; now 
brow -heating, now cajoling, now encouraging, now condoling, ho edged 
his way through the bowigged and dusty throng, not stopping to reply to 
tho hundred salutations he met with, save by a knowing wink, which was 
tho only civility he did not put down at three-and-fourpenco. If his 
knowledge of law was little, his knowledge of human nature — at least of 
such of it as Ireland exhibits — was great ; and no caso of any importance 
could come before % jury where Paul’s advice and opinion were not 
doomed of considerable importance. No man bettor know all tho wiles 
and twists, all the dark nooks and recesses of Irish character. No 
man more quickly could ferret out a hoarded secret ; no one so soon 
detect an attempted imposition. His was the secret police of law : he 
read a witness as he would a deed, and detected a flaw in him to tho 
full as easily. 
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As he sat near the leading counsel in a cause, ho seemed a kind of 
middle term between the lawyer and the jury. Marking by some slight 
but significant gesture every point of tho former, to the latter ho im- 
pressed upon their minds every favourable feature of his client’s cause ; 
and twelve deaf men might have followed tho pleadings in a cause through 
the agency of Paul’s gesticulations. The consequence of these varied 
gifts was, business flowed in upon him from every side, and few members 
of the bar were in the receipt of one-half his income. 


Scarcely, however, did the courts rise, when Paul, shaking from 
his shoulders the learned dust of the Exchequer, would dive into a small 
apartment which, in an obscure house in Mass-lane, he dignified by the 
name of his study. Short and few as wero his moments of seclusion, they 
sufficed to effect in his entiro man a complete and total change. The 
shrewd little attorney, that went in with a nisi pritts grin, came out a 
round, pleasant-looking fellow, with a green coat of jockey cut, a buff 
waistcoat, white cords, and tops ; his hat set jauntily on one side, his 
spotted neckcloth knotted in bang-up mode— in fact, his figure tho bean 
ideal of a west-country squire taking a canter among his covers before the 
opening of the hunting. 

His grey eyes, expanded to twice their former size, looked the very 
soul of merriment ; his nether lip, slightly dropped, quivered with tho 
last joke it uttered. Even his voice partook of tho charge, and was now 
a rich, full, mellow Clare accent, which, with the recitative of his country, 
seemed to Italianise his English. ’While such was Paul, his acccssoires — 
as the French would call them— were in admirable keeping : a dark chest- 
nut cob, a perfect model of strength and symmetry, would be led up and 
down by a groom, also mounted upon a strong hackney, whose flat rib and 
short pastern showed his old Irish breeding ; tho well-fitting saddle the 
well-balanced stirrup, tho plain but powerful snafflo, all looked like the 


appendages of one whose jockeyisrn was no assumed i'eaturo ; and, indeed, 
you had only to see Mr. Rooney in his seat to confess that be was to the 
full as much at home here as in the Court of Chancery. 

From this to the hour of a late dinner, tho Phoenix Park became hia 
resort. There, surrounded by a gay and laughing crowd, Paul cantered 
along, amusing liis hearers with the last mot from the King's Bench, or 
some stray bit of humour or fun from a case on circuit. His conversation 
however, principally ran on other topics : tho Curragh Meeting, the 
Loughrea Steeple-chase, tho Meath Cup, or Lord Boyne’s Handicap, 
with these ho was thoroughly familiar. Ho knew tho odds of every race 
could apportion the weights, describe tho ground, and, better than all' 
make rather a good guess at tho winner. In addition to these gifts, he 
was the host judge of a horse in Ireland ; always well mounted, and 
□over without at least two hackneys in his stable, able to trot thoir fifteen 
Irish miles within tho hour. Such qualities as these might be supposed 
popular ones in a country proverbially given to sporting ; but Rooney 
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had other and very superior powere of attraction, -he was the Amphitryon 

of Dublin. It was no figurative expression to say t |' at 9 , c ' p 
house, mjeuners, dinners, routs, and balls followed each other in endless 
succession His cook was French, his claret was Snoyd s ; he imported 
his own sherry and Madeira, both of which he nursed with a care and 
affection truly parental. His venison and black-cock came faom 
Scotland ; every Holyhead packet had its consignment of At elsh mutton , 

and in a word, whatever wealth could purchase, and a taste nurtured as 

hie had been by the counsel o! many ^vho frequented his table* could pro- 
cure, such ho possessed in abundance, his greatest ambitioD being to 
outshine in splendour, and surpass in magnificence, all the other dinner- 
givers of the day, filling his house with the great and titled of the land, 
who ministered to his vanity with singular good-nature, whilo they sipped 

his claret, and sat over his Burgundy. . 

His was indeed a pleasant house. The bona vivanta liked it for its 

excellent fare, the perfection of its wines, the certainty of finding tho 
first rarity of the season before its existence was heard of at other tables ; 
the lounger liked it for its ease and informality ; the humourist for the 
amusing features of its host and hostess ; and not a few were attracted by the 
gracefulness and surpassing loveliness of one who, by somo strange fatality 
of fortune, seemed to bave been dropped down into the midst of this 


singular menage. 

Of Mr. Rooney, I have only further to say that, hospitable as a prince, 
ho was never so happy as at the head of his table ; for, although his 
natural sharpness could not but convince him of tho footing which 
he occupied among his high and distinguished guests, yet ho knew well 
there are few such levellers of rank as riches, and he had read in his 
ycuth that even the lofty Jove himself was accessible by the odour of a 
hecatomb. 

Mrs. Rooney— or, as she wrote herself upon her card, Sirs. Paul 
Rooney (there seemed something distinctive in tho prenom.) — was a being 
of a very different order. Perfectly unconscious of tho ridicule that 
attaches to vulgar profusion, she believed herself the great source 
of attraction of her crowded staircase and besieged drawing-room. 
True it was, she was a largo and very handsome woman. Her deep 
dark brown eyes and brilliant complexion would have been beautiful, 
had not her mouth somewhat marred their effect, by that coarse expres- 
sion which high living and a voluptuous life is suro to impress upon 
those not bom to be great. There is no doubt of it, the mouth is your 
thorough-bred feature. You will meet eyes as softly beaming, as 
brightly speaking, among the lofty cliffs of the wild Tyrol, or in the 
deep valleys of the far west ; I have seen, too, a brow as fuirly pencilled, 
a nose no Grecian statue could surpass, a skin whose tint was fair and 
transparent as the downy rose-leaf, amid tho humble peasants of a 
poor and barren land ; but never have I seen tho mouth whose clean-out 
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lip and chiselled arch betokened birth. No; that feature would 
seem the prerogative of tho highly born ; fashioned to the expres- 
sion of high and holy thoughts ; moulded to tho utterance of on* 

nobling sentiment or proud desire. Its every lineament fells of birth 
and blood. 

iNow, Mrs. Rooney s mouth was a largo and handsomo one, her teeth 
white and regular withal, and, when at rest, there was nothing to find 
fault with ; but let her speak— was it her accent ? — was it tho awful 
provincialism of her native city ?— was it that strange habit of contortion 
any patois is sure to impress upon the speaker? — I cannot tell, but 
certainly it lent to features of very considerable attraction a vulgarising 
character of expression. 

It was truly pro\oking to see so handsomo a person mar every effect 
af her beauty by some extravagant display. Dramatising every trivial 
incident in life, she rolled her eyes, looked horror-struck or happy, 
sweet or sarcastic, lofty or languishing, all in one minute. There 
was an eternal play of featuro of one kind or other j there was no 
rest, no repose. Her arms— and they were round, and fair, and well* 
fashioned wore also enlisted in the service ; and to a distant observer 
Rooney’s animated conversation appeared like a priest performing mass. 

And that beautiful head, whoso fair and classic proportions wero 
ftalanced so equally upon her white and swelling throat, how tantalising 
to know it full of low and petty ambitions, of vulgar tastes, of contempt 
tiblo rivalries, of insignificant triumph ! to see her, amid the voluptuous 
splendour and profusion of her gorgeous house, resplendent with jewel- 
lery, glistening in all the blaze of emeralds and rubies ; to watch how the 
poisonous venom of innate vulgarity had so tainted that fair and beau- 
tiful form, rendering her an object of ridicule who should have been 
a thing to worship. It was too tad ; and, as sho sat at dinner, her 
plump but taper, fingers grasping a charnpagno glass, sho seemed liko 
a Madonna enacting the part of Moll Flagon. 

Now, Mrs. Raul’s manner had as many discrepancies as her features 
Sho was by nature a good, kind, merry, coarse personage, who loved 
a joke not the less if it were broad as well as long. Wealth, however 
and its attendant evils, suggested the propriety of a very different line ; 
and catching up, as sho did at overy opportunity that presented itself, such 
of the airs and graces as she believed to be tho distinctive traits of high 
life, sho figured about in theso cast-off attractions like a waiting-maid 
in the abandoned finery of her mistress. 

As she progressed in fortune, sho « tried back ” for a family, and 
discovered that sho was an O' Poole by birth, and consequently of Irish 
blood -royal ; a certain O’Toole being king of a nameless tract, in an 
unknown year, somewhere about the timo of Cromwell, who, Mrs. Rooney 
had heard, camo over with the Romans. 

“ Ah )' es > ra y drar ” ™ sho would say when, softened by sherry and 
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sorrow, sho would lay her hand upon your arm— “ ah, yes, if every one 
had their own, it isn’t married to an attorney I'd bo, but living in 
regal splendour in the halls of my ancestors. Well, well ! ” Hero 
she would throw up her oyes with a mixed expression of grief and 
confidence in Heaven, that if Ghe hadn’t got her own in this world, 
Oliver Cromwell at least was paying off, in the other, his foul wrongs to 
the royal house of 0‘Toole. 

I have only one person more to speak of oro I conclude my rather 
prolix account of the family. Miss Louisa Bellew was the daughter 
of an Irish baronet, who put the kcystono upon his ruin by his honest 
opposition to the passing of the Union. His large estates, loaded with 
debt and encumbered by mortgage, had been for half a century a kind of 
battle-field for legal war faro at every assizes. Through tho medium 
of his difficulties he became acquainted with Mr. Rooney, whoso craft and 
subtlety had rescued him from moro than one difficulty, and whoso good- 
natured assistance had done still more important servico by loans upon 
his property. 

At Mr. Rooney’s suggestion, Miss Bellew was invited to pass her 
winter with them in Dublin. This proposition, which, in tho palmier 
days of the baronet’s fortune, would in all probability never have been 
made, and would certainly never have been accepted, was now enter- 
tained with some consideration, and finally acceded to, on prudential 
motives. Rooney had lent him large sums ; ho had never been a pressing, 
on the contrary ho was a lenient, creditor ; possessing great power over 
the property, he had used it sparingly, oven delicately, and showed 
himself upon more than one occasion not only a shrewd adviser, but a 
warm friend. “ Tis true,” thought Sir Simon, “they aro vulgar people, 
of coarse tastes and low habits, and those with whom they associate laugh 
at, though they live upon, them ; yet, after all, to refuse this invitation 
may bo taken in ill part ; a few months will do tho whole thing. Louisa, 
although young, has tact and cleverness enough to see the difficulties of 
her position; besides, poor child, tho gaiety and life of a city will bo 

& relief to her, after the dreary and monotonous existence she has passed 
with me, * 


This latter reason he plausibly represented to himself as a -strong one 

for complying with what his altered fortunes and ruined prospects seemed 
to render no longer a matter of choice. 

To the Rooneys, indeed, Miss Bollew’s visit was a matter of 

rJTTSti f‘ ™ S ‘ ikl! th8 rcco S nitioa o' »omo petty etato 
J ™?,°J th ! 8"“* P°wors of Europe. It was an acknowledgment 

wi s h : h T C \ “ CViJCnC ° “> ,h ° not only tkat thcro 

Wlulo to on^ . a “ h ° k “ 8a ° m of Iioon °3’' “Iso that it was worth 
ZiulT mt ° ° ee0t,ati0n ^ “<1 0Ten accredit an ambassador 


Little did that fair and lovely girl think, 


as with tearful eyes she 
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turned again and again to embrace her father, f.8 the hour arrived 
when for tho first time in her life she was to leave her homo — little did 
she dream of the circumstances under which her visit was to he paid. 
Less a guest than a hostage, she was about to quit the home of her 
infancy, where, notwithstanding the inroads of poverty, a certain air of 
its once gTeutness still lingered ; the broad and swelling lands, that 
stretched away with wood and coppice, far as the eye could reach — tho 
woodland walks— the ancient house itself, with its discordant pile, 
accumulated at different times by different masters— all told of power 
and supremacy in the land of her fathers. The lonely solitude of those 
walls, peopled alone by the grim-visaged portraits of long-buried 
ancestors, were now to be exchanged for the noise and bustle, the glitter 
arid the glare, of second-rate city life ; profusion and extravagance, where 
she had seen but thrift and forbearance ; tho gossip, the scandal, tho 
tittle-tattle of society, with its envies, its jealousies, its petty rivalries, 
and its rancours, were to supply those quiet evenings beside the winter 
hearth, when reading aloud some old and valued volume she learned 
to prize the treasures of our earlier writers under tho guiding taste 
of one whose scholarship was of no mean order, and whose cultivated 
mind was imbued with all the tenderness and simplicity of a refined and 
gentle nature. 

Wh en fortune smiled, when youth and wealth, an ancient name and 
a high position, all concurred to elevate him, Sir Simon Bellow was 
courteous almost to humility; but when the cloud of misfortune lowered 
over his house, when difficulties thickened around him, and every effort 
to rescue seemed only to plunge him deeper, then the deep-rooted pride 
of the man shone forth : and lie who in happier days was forgiving even 
to a fault, became now scrupulous about every petty observance, 
exacting testimonies of respect from all around him, and assuming an 
almost tyranny of manner totally foreign to his tastes, his feelings, 
and his nature; like some mighty oak of the forest, riven and scathed by 
lightning, its branches leafless and its roots laid bare, still standing erect, 
it stretches its sapless limbs proudly towards heaven, so stood ho, reft 
of nearly all, yet still presenting to the adverse wind of fortune his bold, 
unshaken front, 

Alas ! and alas ! poverty has no heavier evil in its train than its power 
of perverting the fairest gifts of our nature from their true channel — 
making the bright sides of our character daik, gloomy, and repulsive. 
1 bus the high-souled pride that in our better days sustains and keeps 
us far above the reach of sordid thoughts and unworthy actions, becomes, 
in the darker hour of our destiny, a misanthropic selfishness, in which 
w<* wrap ourselves as in a mantle. The caresses of friendship, the warm 
tftec lions oi domestic love, cannot penetrate through this ; even sympathy 
becomes suspect, and then commences that terrible struggle against the 
a' or Id, w hose ouly termina tion is a broken heart. 


PLANTS OF SWIFT GROWTH. M 

Notwithstanding, then, all Mr, Rooney’s address in conveying tho 
invitation in question, it was not without a severe struggle that bix 
Simon resolved on its acceptance; and when at last, he did accede, it 
with so many stipulations, . 60 many express conditions, that, had they 
been complied with de facto, as they were acknowledged by promise, Miss 
Bellew would, in all probability, have spent her winter in the retirement 
of her own chamber in Stephen’s-green, without seeing moro of the capital 
and its inhabitants than a view from her window presented. Paul, 
it is true, agreed to everything ; for although, to use his own language, 
the codicil revoked the entire body of tho testament, he determined in 
his own mind to break tho will. <i Once in Dublin, thought he, tho 
fascinations of society, the pleasures of tho world, with such a guide as 
Mrs. Rooney ” — and' here let me mention, that for his wife’s tact and 
social cleverness Paul had tho most heartfelt admiration " with advan- 
tages like these, she will soon forget the humdrum life of Ivilmorran 
Castle, and become reconciled to a splendour and magnificcnco unsur- 
passed by even tho viceregal court.” 

Here, then, let me conclude this account of the Rooneys, while 
I resume the thread of my own narrative. Although I feci for and 
am ashamed of the prolixity in which I have indulged, yet, as I speak of 
real people, well known at the period of which I write, and as they may 
to a certain extent convey an impression of the tone of one class in tho 
society of that day, I could not bring myself to omit their mention, nor 
even dismiss them more briefly. 

W 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE VISIT. 

I have already recorded the first twenty-four hours of my life in Ireland , 
and, if there was enough in them to satisfy mo that the country was 
unlike in many respects that which I had left, there was also some show 
of reason to convince me that, if I did not conform to tho habits and 
tastes of those around me, I should incur a far greater chance of being 
laughed at by them than be myself amused by their eccentricities. The 
most remarkable feature that struck me was the easy, even cordial manner 
with which acquaintance was made. Every one met you as if ho had in 
some measure been prepared for the introduction ; a tone of intimacy 
Bprang up at once; your tastes were hinted, your wishes guessed at, with 
an unaffected kindness that made you forget the suddenness of the 
intimacy : eo that, when at last you parted with your dear friend of soino 
half an hour’s acquaintance, you could not holp wondering at the con- 
fidences you had made, the avowals you had spoken, and the lengths to 
which you had gone in close alliance with one you had never seen before. 

d2 * 
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and might possibly never meet again. Strange enough as this was with 
men, it was still more singular when it extended to tho gentler sex. 
Accustomed as I had been all my life to the rigid observances of etiquette 
in fcmalo society, nothing surprised me so much as tho rapid steps by 
which Irish ladies pass from acquaintance to intimacy, from intimacy to 
friendship. The unsuspecting kindlinoss of woman's nature has certainly 
no more genial soil than in the heart of Erin’s daughters. There is 
besides, too, a winning softness in their manner towards tho etramrer of 
another land that imparts to their hospitable reception a tonoof courteous 
warmth I have never seen in any other country. 

Tho freedom of manner I have here alluded to, however delightful it 
may render the hours of one separated from homo, family, and friends, is 
yet not devoid of its inconveniences. How many an undisciplined and 
uninformed youth has misconstrued its meaning and mistaken its import. 
How often have I seen tho raw subaltern elated with imaginary success — 
flushed with a fancied victory— where, in reality, he had met with nothin" 
Bave the kind looks and the kind words in which the every-day courtesies 
of life are couched, and by which, what in less favoured lands are the 
cold and chilling observances of ceremony, are here tho easy and familiar 
intercourse of those who wish to know each other. 

The coxcomb who fancies that he can number as many triumphs as lie 
has passed hours in Dublin, is like one who, estimating the rich pro- 
duction of a southern clime by their exotic value in his own colder regions, 
dignifies by tho name of luxury what are in reality but tho every-day 
productions of the soil : so ho believes peculiarly addressed to himself tho 
cordial warmth and friendly greeting which make the social atmospkero 
around him. 

If I myself fell deeply into this error, and if my punishment was a 
heavy one, let my historj' prove a beacon to all who follow in my steps ; 
for Dublin is still a garrison city, and I havo been told that lips as 
tempting and eyes as bright are to be met there as heretofore. Now to my 
story. 

Life in Dublin, at the time I w-rite of, was about as gay a thing as a 
man can well fancy. Less debarred than in other countries from 
partaking of the lighter enjoyments of life, tho members of the learned 
professions mixed much in society; bringing with them stores of anecdote 
and information unattainable from other sources, they made what else- 
where would havo proved the routine of intercourse a season of intellectual 
enjoyment. Thus, the politician, the churchman, tho barrister, and the 
military man, shaken as they were together in close intimacy, lost indi- 
vidually many of the prejudices of their caste, and learned to con verso 
with a wider and more extended knowledge of tho world. ^Tiilo this 
was so, another element, peculiarly characteristic of the country, had its 
share in modelling eocial ITe — that innato tendency to drollery, that bent 
to laugh with every ono tad at everything, so eminently Irish, was now 
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in the ascendant. From the Viceroy downwards, the island was on the 
broad grin. Every day furnished its share, its quota of merriment. 
Epigrams, good stories, repartees, and practical jokes rained in showers 
over the Land. A privy council was a conversazione of laughing bishops 
and droll chief- justices. Every trial at the bar, every dinner at the court, 
every drawing-room, afforded a theme for some ready-wiLted absuiilit} , 
and all the graver business of life was carried cn amid this current of 
unceasing fun and untiring drollery, just as wo see tho serious 
catastrophe of a modern opera assisted by the crash of an orchestral 
accompaniment. 

With materials like these society was made up ; and into this I plunged 
with all the pleasurable delight of one who, if he could not appreciate the 
sharpness, was at least dazzled by the brilliancy of the wit that flashed 
around him . My duties as aido-de-camp wero few, and nover interfered 
with mj T liberty ; while in my double capacity of military man and attache 
to the Court, I was invited everywhere, and treated with marked courtesy 
and kindness. Thus passed my life pleasantly along, when a few 
mornings after the events I have mentioned, I was sitting at my break- 
fast, conning over my invitations for the week, and meditating a letter 
home, in which I should describe my mode of life with as much reserve 
as might render the record of my doings a safe disclosure for the delicate 
nerves of my lady-mother. In order to accomplish this latter task with 
success, I scribbled with some notes a sheet of paper that lay before me. 
“ Among other particularly nice people, my dear mother,” wrote I, 
** there are the Rooneys. Mr. Rooney— a member of the Irish bar, of 
high standing and great reputation — is a most agreeable and accomplished 
person. IIow much I should like to present him to you.” I had got 
thus far, when a husky, asthmatic cough, und a muttered curse on tho 
height of my domicile, apprised me that some one was at my door. At 

tho same moment a heavy single knock, that nearly stovo in the panel, 
left no doubt upon my mind, 

“ Are ye at home, or is it sleeping ye are ? May I nover, if it’s much 

else the half of yo’s fit for. Ugh, blessed hour 1 three flights of stairs, 

with a twist in them instead of a landing. Ye see lie’s not in the place. 

I tould you that before I came up. But it’s always the same thing. 

Corny, run here ; Corny, fly there ; get me this, take that. Bad luck to 

them! One would think they badgered me for bare diversion, tho 
haythins, the Turks ! ” 



V hat s the matter, Corny ? ” 

' Tko jnatter ?— ugh, ain’t I coughing my soul out with a wheezing 
tod whistling m my chest like a creel of chickens. Here’s Mr. Rooney 
anting to see ye ; and faith,” as he added in an undertone, “ it’s not 
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long you wor in making his acquaintance. That’s his room," added he, 
with a jerk of his thumb. “ Now Lave the way, if you plase, and let me 
get a howld of the banisters.” 

AVith these words Corny began his descent, while I, apologising to 
Mr. Rooney for not having sooner perceived him, bowed him into the 
room with all proper ceremony. 

“ A thousand apologies, Mr. Hinton, for the unseasonable hour of my 
visit, but business " 

“Pray, not a word," said I; “always delighted to see you. Mrs. 
Rooney is well, I hope ? ” 

“ Charming, upon my honour. But, as I was saying, I could not well 
come later ; there is a case in the King's Bench— Rex versm Ry ves— a 
heavy record, and I want to catch the counsel to assure him that all’s 
safe. God knows, it has cost mo an anxious night. Everything 
depended on ono witness, an obstinate beast that wouldn’t listen to 
reason. We got hold of him last night ; got three doctors to certify 
he was out of his mind; and at this moment, with his head shaved and a 
grey suit on him, he is the noisiest inmate in Glassncvin mad- 
house.” 

“Was not this a very bold, a very dangerous expedient?” 

“ So it was. He fought like a devil, and his outrageous conduct has 
its reward, for they put him on low diet and handcuffs the moment he 
went in. But excuse me, if I make a hurried visit. Mrs. Rooney re- 
quests that — that— but where the devil did I put it?” 

Here Mr. Rooney felt his coat-pockets, dived into those of his waist- 
coat, patted himself all over, then looked into his hat, then round the 
room, on the floor, and even outside the door upon tho lobby. 

“Sure it is not possible I’ve lost it." 

“Nothing of consequence, I hope? " said I. 

“ What a head I have ! " replied ho, with a knowing grin, while at tho 
same moment throwing up the sash of my window, ho thrust out tho head 
in question, and gave a loud shrill whistle. 

Scarcely was the casement closed when a ragged urchin appeared at 
the door, carrying on his back the ominous stuff-bag containing the 
record of Mr. Rooney’s rogueries. 

“ Give me the bag, 'Pirn," quoth he ; at tho same moment he plunged 
his hand deep among tho tape-tied parcels, and extricated a piece of 
square pasteboard, which, having straightened and flattened upon his 
knee, ho presented to me with a graceful bow, adding jocosely, “ An 
ambassador without his credentials would never do." 

It was an invitation to dinner at Mr. ltooney’s for the memorable 
Friday for which my friend O’Grady had already received his card. 

“Nothing will give mo more pleasure " 

“ No, will it though? how very good of you ! a small cosy party Harry 

Burgh, Bowes Daley, Barrington, the judges, and r» few more. ’There 
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now, no ceremony, I beg f't you. Come along, Joe. Good morning, Mr. 

and shuffled himself out of my room, 

another visitor, who, mounting four stops at a time, camo along chantm 0 , 

at the top of his voice, 


“ Sly two back teeth I will bequeath 
To the Reverend Michael Palmer 
His wife has a tongue that’ll match them well, 
She’s a devil of a scold — God d n her ! 


“How goes it, Jack, my hearty?” cried he, as he sprang into tho 
room, flinging his sabre into the corner, and hurling his foraging cap 

upon the sofa. . . , 

« You have been away, O’Grady ? What became of you for the last 

two days ? ” . 

“ Down at tho Curragh, taking a look at tho nags for the bpring 

Meeting. Dined with the bar at Naas; had a great night with them; 

made old Moore gloriously tipsy, and sent him into court tho next 

morning with the overture to Mother Goose in his bag instead of his 

brief. "since daybreak I have been trying a new horse in tho Park, 

screwing him over all the fences, and rushing him at the doublo rails in 

the pathway, to see if he can't cross tho country.” 

“Why, the hunting season is nearly over.” 

« Quite true ; but it is the Loughrea Steeple-chase I am thinking of. 

I have promised to name a horse, and I only remembered last night that 
1 had but twenty-four hours to do it. Tho time was short, but by good 
fortune I heard of this grey on my way up to town.” 

“ And you think he’ll do ? ” 

“ He has a gaud chance, if one can only keep on his back ; but what 
between bolting, plunging, and rushing through his fences, ho is not a 
beast for a timid elderly gentleman. After all, one must have something : 
the wholo world will be there ; the Rooneys are going, and that pretty 
little girl with them. By-the-bye, Jack, what do you think of Miss 
Bellew ? ” 

“ I can scarcely tell yon ; I only saw her for a moment, and then that 
Hibernian hippopotamus, Mrs. Paul, so completely overshadowed her, 
there was no getting a look at her.” 

“ Devilish pretty girl, that she is ; and one day or other, they say, 
will have an immense fortune. Old Rooney always shakes his head 
when the idea is thrown out, which only convinces me tho more of her 
chanco.” 
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quarter? **' then ’ MaSt * r Ph ' 1 ’ d »“'‘ y»« do something; in that 

, 8< t 1 ® h ? uld; bu * somehow, most unaccountably, you’ll say I 

don’t think I made any imDreqqinn u t } I 

rouelv to work . t ! i ■ f ,\ P n - To bo 6ur °. I never went vigo- 
7 k . I couidn t get over my scruples of making up to a trirl 

tt e,Zs 7h a \h ■ ge f0rtU ,“; C i,e 1 “ J - S0 “ “ » oonfotn/ed! . oufa 

‘““y the least of it; and so, 
f t , , ^ inaaing a tittle running, I only ‘hold in' th» 

cS!X-'" P th ° ™ ce - « th ° “*“*»• r*° 

li Ah, I don’t know,” 

Just at this moment the door opened, and Lord Dudley de Vere 
entered dressed m coloured clothes, cut in the most foppish style of tha 

He ’thr d "l* h ?, h; ‘° da 8tUCk ns « I « eDtl > r behind in his coat-pockets 
spL^r “ aff “ tCdly in ‘° a «**. “ d <7* us both “i 

“ I say messieurs, Rooney or not Roonoy ? that’s the question Do 
we accept this invitation for Friday ? ” 

I do, for one,” said I, somewhat haughtily 

b r ^ h ° y A M O' Grady; “the ‘thing i B ra03 t unlucky: 
j 1U '° a j nner at Court that same day ; our names are all on the list * 
and thus wo lose the Rooneys, which, from all I hear, is a very serious 

tlm first fedl ni "l™ 3 "" 1 ' IIalT >' Martin, and half-a-dozen others, 
the hist fellows of the day, are all to be there ” 

“ V X&t a deal th °y wm Wk 1 ” yawned out Lord Dudley. “ I f ee I 

beside vou P L 1 °!‘f aped lU Thero ’ H no saying a word to the woman 
f +r\t * ?“* 01030 confoundod Allows keep up a roaring fire of 

at they think wit. What an idea ! to be suro ; there is not a man 

among them that can toll you the odds upon the Derby, nor wbat year 
there was a dead heat for the St. Leger. That little girl the Rooney! 
have got is very pretty, I must confess; but I see what they aro at* 

WO oV d °;u th T ° Ugh ' HaI 0;Grady, you know what I mean?” * ’ 

(l w * * I Um l 617 8tUpld thlS morain S I can’t say that I do ” 

_ h Th 8eG lt * Tt ^ a , hoII ° W thins ’ but P erb “P 3 are in the scheme 

ha i i™r rr od ? 1 ook angry ; 1 ° niy meant ™ ? h a • 

a. I say, Hinton do you take care of yourself: Englishers have no 

in tmTnkg 0 ’’ ^ ^ “ W ° n,t d ° ^ me > the >’‘ U you 

Anything for a pi*- alter said O’Grady sarcastically* “hut lot 

“ °°ir!° rf r\ t,ier0 iS a 'r e ° t0 ' day ’ a0d U is ^ready past twelve o’clock » 

Ha ! to be sure, a horrid bore.” '*"■ 

h - ®°,f ayil ^’ L ° rd DudJ ° y lo ' ln g° d on c« nioro round the room looked at 
• elf in the glass, noddod familiarly to his own im... 

leave. O’Grady soon followed; while I S JZt Z t‘ , h *‘ 

with aU the speed tho time required. ° U ‘ “> Q ‘ dresa 
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CHAPTER IX. 


THE BALL. 


As the (lay of Mr. Rooney’s grand entertainment drew near, oar dis- 
appointment increased tenfold at our inability to be present. The only 
topic discussed in Dublin was thenumbor of the guests, the splendour and 
magnificence of the dinner, which was to bo followed by a ball, at which 
above eight hundred guests were expected. The band of the Fermanagh 
Militia, at that time the most celebrated in Ireland, was brought up 
expressly for the occasion. All that tho city could number of rank, 
wealth, and beauty had received invitations, and scarcely a single apology 
had been returned. 

“ Is there no possible way,” said I, as I chatted with O’ Grady on the 
morning of the event — “ is there no chance of our getting away in time 
to see something of the ball, at least ? ” 

“ None whatever,” replied he despondingly ; ” as ill luck will have it, 
it’s a command-night at the theatre. The Duke has disappointed so 
often, that he is sure to go now, and for the same reason he’ll sit the 
whole thing out. By that time it will be half-past twelve ; we sha’n’t get 

back here before one ; then comes supper; and in fact, you know 

enough of the habits of this placo now, to guess that after that there ia 
very little use of thinking of going anywhere.” 

“ It is devilish provoking,” said I. 

That it is: and you don t know the worst of it. I’ve got rather a 
heavy book on the Loughrea race, and shall want a few hundreds in a 
week or so ; and, as nothing renders my friend Paul so sulky as not 
eating his dinners, it is five-and-twenty per cent, at least out of my 
pocket, from this confounded disappointment. There goes Do Vere, I 
say, Dudley, who have we at dinner to-day ? ” 

. “ Har yi D e1on and tho Asgilla, and that set,” replied he, with an 
insolent shrug of hiB shoulder. 

* ° f }\ by Jove ! ” a*** 1 O’Grady, biting his lip. “ Ono must be 
_ particular before these people as a young sub at a regimental mess. 
There s not a button of your coat, not a loop of your aiguillette, not a 
twist of your sword*-knot, little Charley won’t note down ; and as thero 

ZZ °c r oS. ° k “ th0 . to’11 whisper « to hi. Grace 

“ What a bore ! ” 

“ Ay ; and to think that all that time wo might have bee n un tn 

tZ;Z VZ a The EOOn 7 8 ^ oaL zzc. 

• bishop ; ° Q trial: “ U the ) ud S° s 5 " live 

P , etter than all, every pretty woman in the capital. I’ve 
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a devil of a mind to get suddenly ill, and slip off to Paul’s for the 
dessert.” 

“Jso, no, that s out of the question; wo must only put up with our 
misfortunes as well as we can. As for me, the dinner here is, I think, 
the worst part of the matter.” 

“ I estimate my losses at a very different rate. First, there is the 
three hundred, which I should certainly have had from Paul, and which 
now becomes a very crooked contingency. Then there’s the dinner, and 
two bottles — I speak moderately — of such Burgundy as nobody has hut 
himself. These are the positive bond jide losses : then, what do you say 
to my chance of picking up some lovely girl, with a stray thirty 
thousand, and the good taste to look out for a proper fellow to spend it 
with? Seriously, Jack, I must think of something of that kind one of 
these days. It’s wrong to lose time; for, by waiting, one’s chances 
diminish, while becoming more difficult to please. So you see what a 
heavy blow this is to me : not to mention my little gains at short- 
whist, which in the half-hour before supper I may fairly set down as a 
fifty.” 

“ Yours is a very complicated calculation; for, except the dinner — and 
I suppose we shall have as good a one here — I have not been able to see 
anything but problematic loss or profit.” 

“ Of course you haven't : your English education is based upon 
grounds far too positive for that ; but we mere Irish get a habit of looking 
at the possible as probable, and the probable as most likely. I don’t think 
wo build castles more than our neighbours, but we certainly go to live 
in them earlier ; and if we do, now and then, get a chill for our pains, 
we generally have another building ready to receive us elsewhere for 
change of air.” 

“ This is, I confess, somewhat strange philosophy.” 

“ To be sure it is, my boy ; for it ia of pure native manufacture. 
Every other people I ever heard of deduce their happiness from their 
advantages and prosperity. As we have very little of the one or tho 
other, we extract some fun out of our misfortunes; and, what between 
laughing occasionally at ourselves, and sometimes at our neighbours, we 
push along through life right merrily, after all. So now, then, to apply 
my theory : let us see what we can do to make the best of this disappoint- 
ment. Shall I make love to Lady Asgill ? Shall I quiz Sir Charles about 
the review? Or can you suggest anything in the way of a littlo 
extemporaneous devilry, to console us for our disappointment. But 
corny along, my boy, we’ll bike a canter ; 1 want to show you Moddirid- 
deroo. He improves every day in his training; but they tell me there is 
only one man can sit him across a country — a fellow I don’t much fancy, 
by -th e-bye ; but the turf, like poverty, leads us to form somewhat strange 
acquaintances. Meanwhile, my boy, here come the nags, and now for 
tho Park till dinner.” 


MU. ULICK BURKE. 


r,o 


During our rid., O'Grady informed me that the indiridual to uhom he 
„ slifl-htly alluded rvas a Mr. Ulick Burke, a cousin of Mss Bellow 
. ? - v_ v v family and connections was a gentleman, ha 

contrived % hv*Ms We and" disgualify himself from any tiUe to the 

appellation in a very considerable degree. Having squandered the entire 
of his patrimony on the turf, he had followed the apparently unstable 
law on such occasions, and ended by becoming a hawk, where he had 
be-un as a pigeon. For many years past ho had lived by the exercise 
of “those most disreputable sources, his own wits. I resent at every 
race-course in the kingdom, and provided with that undcr-curren 
information obtainable from jockeys and stable-men, ho understood all 
the intrigue, all the low cunning of the course: he knew when to back 
the favourite, when to give— when to take the odds; and if, upon any 
occasion, he was seen to lay heavily against a well-known horse, the 

presumption became a strong one that he was either “wrong or with- 
drawn. But his qualifications ended not hero; for he was also that 
cir> ppilar anomaly in our social condition, a gentleman rider, ready on every 
occasion to get into the saddle for any one that engaged lus services , a 
flat race or a steeple-chase, all the same to him. His nock was his 
livelihood, and to support ho must risk it. A racing-jacket, a pair of 
leathers and tops, a heavy-handled whip and a shot-belt, were his stock 
in trade, and he travelled through the world a species of sporting 
Dalgetty, wiiiii/s the probity which made tne latter firm to his engage- 
ments, so long as they lasted: at least report denied this quality to Mr. 
Burke, and those who knew him well scrupled not to say that fifty pounds 
had exactly twice as many arguments in its favour as five-and-twenty. 

So much, then, in brief, concerning a character to whom I shall here- 
after have occasion to recur ; and now to my own narrative. 


0* Grady’s anticipations as to the Castle dinner were not in the least 
exaggerated : nothing could possibly be more stiff or tiresome ; the 
entertainment being given, as a kind of ex-officio civility, to the Commander 
of the Forces and his staff, the conversation was purely professional, and 
never ranged beyond the discussion of military topics, or such as boro in 
any way upon the army. Happily, however, its duration was short. We 
dined at six, and by half-past eight we found ourselves at the foot of tho 
grand staircase of the theatre in Crow-street, with Mr. Jones in tho full 
dignity of his managerial costume, waiting to receive us. 

“ A little late, I fear, Mr. Jones,” said his Grace, with a courteous 
smile. “ What have we got f ” 

“ Your Excellency selected the ‘ Inconstant,* ” said the obsequious 
manager ; while a lady of the party darted her eyes suddenly towards the 
Duke, and with a tone of marked sarcastic import, exclaimed, “ How 
characteristic ! ” 


“ And the after-piece, what is it? ” said the Duchess, as she fussed her 
way up -stairs. 
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“ ‘ Timour the Tartar,’ your Grace.” 

The next moment the thundering applause of the audience informed 

ua that their Excellencies had taken their places. Cheer after cheer 

resounded through the building, and the massive lustre itself shook under 

the deafening acclamations of tho audience. The scene was truly a 

brilliant one. The boxes presented a perfect blaze of wealth and beauty * 

nearly every person in the pit was in full dress ; to the very ceiling 

itself the house was crammed. Tho progress of the piece was interrupted 

while tho band struck up “ God save tho King/’ and, as I looked upon the 

brilliant dress-circle, I could not but think that O’Grady had been guilty 

of some exaggeration when he said that Mrs. Rooney’s ball was to 

monopolise that evening the youth and beauty of the capital. The 

national anthem over, “ Patrick’s Day ” was called for loudly from every 

side, and the whole house beat time to the strains of their native melody 

with an energy that showed it came as fully home to their hearts as the 

aLr that preceded it. For ten minutes at least tho noiso and uproar 

continued ; and, although his Graco bowed repeatedly, there seemed no 

prospect to an end of the tumult, when a voice from the gallery called 

out, “ Don’t make a stranger of yourself, my Lord ; take a chair, and sit 

down.” A roar of laughter, increased as the Dube accepted the suggestion, 

shook the house; and poor Talbot, who all this time was kneeling, beside 

Miss Walstein’s chair, was permitted to continue his ardent tale of love, 

arid take up the thread of his devotion where he had loft it twenty minutes 
before. 

. WhUo O’Grady, who eat in the back of the box, seemed absorbed in 
his chagrin and disappointment, I myself became interested in the play 
which was admirably performed; und Lord Dudley, leaning affectedly 
against a pillar, with his back towards the stage, scanned the house with 

his vapid, unmeaning look, as though to say they were unworthy of such 
attention at his hands. 

Tho comedy was at length over, and her Graco, with the ladies of her 
suite, retired, leaving only the Asgills and some members of the house- 
hold in the box with his Excellency. He apparently was much entertained 
by the performance, and seemed most resolutely bent on staying to the last 
Before tho first act, however, of the after-piece was over, many of the 
benches in the dress-circle became desorted, and the house altogether 
seemed considerably thinner. 

I say, O Grady," said he, “ what aro those good people about ? there 
seems to bo a general move amongst them. Is there any thing going on ? ” 

“ Yes » >’ our Grace,” said Phil, whoso impatience now could scarcely be 
restrained ; “ they are going to a great ball in Stephen’s- green : the most 
splendid thing Dublin has witnessed these fifty years.” 

“ Ah, indeed ! Where is it ? Who gives it ? ” 

" Mr. Kooney, a very well-known attorney, and n great character in 
the town. 


fil 


an uninvited quest. 

« How good ! And ho docs the thing well ? ” 

“ He flatters himself that he rivals your Grace.” 

“ Better still ! But who has ho ?— what are his peoplo P ” 

« Every one : there is nothing too high, nothing too handsome, nothing 
too distinguished for him; his house, like the Holyhead packet, is 
to all comers, and the consequence is, his parties are by far the pleasantest 
thing going. One has such strange rencontres, sees such odd people, 
hears such droll things; for, besides having everything like a character in 
the city, the very gravest of Mr. Rooney’s guests seems to feel his houso 
as a place to relax and unbend in ; thus, I should not he tho least surprised 
to see the Chief-Justice and the Attorney-General playing small plays, 
nor tho Bishop of Cork dancing Sir Roger do Coverloy.” 

“ Glorious fun, by Jove ! But why aro you not there, lads P Ah ! I 
see, on duty. I wish you had told me. But come, it’s not too late yet 

Has Hinton got a card ? ” 

** Yes, your Grace.” 

“ Well, then, don’t let me detain you any longer. I see you aro both 
impatient, and faith ! if I must confess it, I half envy you ; and mind you 
give me a full report of tho proceedings to-morrow morning.” 

41 How I wish your Grace could only witness it yoursolf.” 

“ Eh ? Is it so very good, then ? ” 

“ Nothing ever was like it ; for, although the company is admirable, 
the host and hostess are matchless,” 

“Egad! you've quito excited my curiosity. I say, O'Grady, would 
they know me, think ye ? Have you no uncle or country -cousin about my 
weight and build P ” 

“Ah, my Lord, that is out of the question ; you aro too well known 
to assume an incognito ; but still, if you wish to see it for a few minutes, 
nothing could bo easier than just to walk through the rooms and como 
away. The crowd will he such, tho thing is quite practicable, dono in 
that way.” 

“ By Jove ! I don’t know ; but if I thought To bo sure, as you say, 

for five minutes or so one might get through. Come, here goes ; order up 
the carriages. Now mind, O’Grady, I am under your management. Do 
the thing as quietly as you can.” 

Elated at the success of his scheme, Phil scarcely waited for his Giace 
to conclude, but sprang down the box-lobby to give tho necessary orders, 
and was back again in an instant. 

41 Don’t you think I had better take this star off ? ” 

44 Oh no, my Lord, it will not be necessary. By timing the thing well, 
we U contrive to get your Grace into tho midst of the crowd without 
attracting observation. Once there, tho rest is easy enough.” 

Many minutes had not elapsed ero wo reached tho corner of Grafton- 
street. Here we became entangled with the line of carriages, which 
extended more than half-way round Stephen ’s-greon, and, lato as was the 
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hour, were still thronging and pressing onwards towards the scene of 
festivity. O’Grady, who contrived entirely to engross his Grace’s 
attention by many bits of the gossip and small-talk of the day, did not 
permit him to remark that the viceregal liveries and the guard of honour 
that accompanied us enabled us to cut the line of carriages, and taking 
precedence of all others, arrive at the door at once. Indeed, so occupied 
was the Duke with some story at the moment, that he was h;ilf provoked as 
the door was flung open, and the clattering clash of the steps interrupted 
the conversation. 


“Here we are, my Lord,” said Phil. 

“ Well, get out, O'Grady. Lead on. Don’t forget it is my first visit 
here : and you, I fancy, know* the map of the country.” 

The hall in which we found ourselves, brilliantly lighted and thronged 
with servants, presented a scene of the most strange confusion and 
tumult ; for, such was the eagerness of the guests to get forward, many 
persons were separated from their friends; turbaned old ladies called in 
cracked voices for their sons to rescue them, and desolate daughters seized 
distractedly the arm nearest thorn, and implored succour with an accent 
as agonising as though on the eve of shipwreck. Mothers screamed, fathers 
swore, footmen laughed, and high above all came the measured tramp of 
the dancers overhead, while fiddles, French horns, and dulcimers scraped 
and blew their worst, as if purposely to increase the inextricable and 
maddening confusion that prevailed. 

“Sir Peter and Lady Macfarlanc ! ” screamed the servant at the top 
of the stairs. 

“ Counsellor and Mrs. Blake.” 

“ Captain O' Ryan of the Rifles.” 

“ Lord Dumboy ” 

“ Dunboync, you villain ! ” 

“ Ay, Lord Dunboync and five ladies.” 

Such were tho announcements that preceded us as we wended our way 
slowly on, while I could distinguish Mr. Rooney’s voico receiving and 
welcoming his guests, for which purpose ho used a formula, in part 
derived from the practice of an auction- room. 

“ Walk in, ladies and gentlemen, walk in. Whist, tea, dancing, negus 
and blind hookey — delighted to see you — walk in ; ” and so, da capo, only 
varying the ritual when a lord or a baronet necessitated a change of 
title. 


“ You’re quite right, O’Grady ; I wouldn’t have lost this for a great 
deal,” whispered the Duke. 

“ Now, my Lord, permit me,” said Phil. “ Hinton and I will engage 
Mr. Rooney in conversation, while your Grace can pass on and mix with 
tho crowd.” 


“ Walk in, walk in, ladies and Ah ! how are you, Captain ? This 

is kind of you. Sir. Hinton, your humblo servant. Whist, dancing, 


the duke is found out. 


blind-hookey, and nogns. Walk in. And Captain Phil," added he, in a 

whisper, “ a bit of supper by-and-bye below stairs „ . , 

“ I must tell you an excellent thing, Rooney, before I forget it, e nd 
O’Grady, turning the host’s attention away from the door as he spoke 
and inventing some imaginary secret for the occasion ; while I followed 
his Grace, who now was so inextricably jammed up m the dense mob that 
any recognition of him would have been very difficult, if not aetimlh 

''“Tor some time I could perceive that the Duke's attention was devoted 
to the conversation about him. Some half-dozen ladies were carrying on 
a very active and almost acrimonious controversy on tho subject of dress ; 
not, however, with any artistic pretension of regulating costume or 
colour, not discussing tho rejection of an old or the adoption of a now 
mode, but with a much more practical spirit of inquiry they were apprais- 
ing and valuing each other’s finery, in the most sincere and simple way 

imaginable . 

“Seven-and-sixpenco a yard, my dear; you’ll never get it less, I 
assure you.” “ That’s elegant laco, Mrs. Mahoney ; was it run, ma’am V ” 
Mrs. Mahoney bridled at the suggestion, and replied that, “ though neither 

her lace nor her diamonds were Irish ” “ Six breadths, ma’am, always 

in tho skirt,” said a fat little dumpy woman, holding np her satin petti- 


coat in evidence. 

*• 1 say, Hinton,” whispered the Duke, “ I hope they won't end by an 
examination of us. But what the deuce is going on hero ? ” 

This remark was caused by a very singular movement in the room : 
the crowd, which had succeeded to the dancers, and filled tho large draw- 
ing-room from end to end, now fell back to either wall, leaving a space 
of about a yard wide down the entire centre of tho room, as though somo 
performance was about to be enacted, or some procession to march there. 

“What can it be?” said the Duke: “some foolery of O’ Grady’ a, 
depend upon it; for look at him up there t hiking to the band.” 

As he spoke, tho musicians struck up the grand march in “ Bluo 
Beard,” and Mrs. Paul Rooney appear i_ l in the open space in all tho 
plenitude of her charms — a perfect blaze of rouge, red feathers, and 
rubies — marching in solemn stato. She moved along in time to the music, 
followed by Paul, whose cunning eyes twinkled with more than a common 
shrewdness as he peered here and there through the crowd. They carno 
straight towards where we were standing; and \vL.lo a whispered mur- 
mur ran through the room, the various persons around us drew back, 
leaving the Duke and myself completely isolated. Before his Grace could 
recover his concealment, Mrs. Rooney stood before him. Tho music sud- 
denly ceased ; while the lady, disposing her petticoats as though tho 

object were to conceal all the company behind her, curtseyed down to 
tho very floor. 

“ Ah, your Grace 1 ” uttered in an accent of the most melting tenderness, 
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wore the only words she could speak, as she bestowed a look of still 
more speaking softness. ** Ah ! did I over hope to see the day when your 
Highness would honour ” 

“ My dear madam," said the Duke, as, taking her hand with great 
courtesy, " pray don't overwhelm me with obligations. A very natural, 
I hope, a very pardonable desire to witnoss hospitality I have heard so 
much of, has lod mo to intrude thus uninvited upon you. Will you allow 
me to make Mr. Rooney's acquaintance ? ” 

Mrs. Rooney moved gracefully to one side, waving her hand with the 
air of a magician about to summon an attorney from the earth, when sud- 
denly a change came over his Grace’s features ; and, as he covered his 
mouth with his handkerchief, it was with the greatest difficulty he 
refrained from an open burst of laughter. The figure beforo him was 
certainly not calculated to suggest gravity. Mr. Paul Rooney, for the 
first time in hie life, found himsolf the host of a Viceroy, and amid the 
fumes of his wine and the excitement of the scene, entertained soroo very 
confused notion of certain ceremonies observable on such occasions. He 
had read of curious observances in the East, and strange forms of etiquette 
in China, and probably, had the Khan of Tartary dropped in on the even- 
ing in question, his memory would have supplied him with some hints for 
his reception ; but, with the representative of Britannic majesty beforo 
whom ho was so completely overpowered, he could not think of nor 
decide upon anything. A very misty impression flitted through his mind, 
that people occasionally knelt beforo a Lord-Lieutenant; but whether 
they did so at certain moments or as a general practice, for the life of him 
he could not tell. While, therefore, the dread of omitting a customary 
etiquette weighed with him on one hand, the fear of ridicule actuated him 
on tho other ; and thus he advanced into the presence with bent knees 
and a supplicating look eagerly turned towards the Duke, ready at any 
moment to drop down or stand upright before him, as the circumstances 
might warrant. 

Entering at once into tho spirit of the scene, tho Duko bowed with 
the most formal courtesy, whilo he vouchsafed to Mr. Rooney some few 
expressions of compliment. At the same time drawing Mrs. Rooney’s 
arm within his own, he led her down the room, with a grace and dignity 
of manner no one was more master of than himself. As for Paul, 
apparently unablo to stand upright under the increasing load of favours 
that fortune was showering upon hii head, he looked over hia shoulder at 
Mrs. Rooney, as she marched off cxultingly, with tho eamo exuberant 
triumph Young used to throw into Othello, as he passionately exclaims 

*' Excellent wench 1 perdition catch my soul, but I do love tlico ! " 

Not but that, at tho very moment in question, the object of it was most 
ungratefully oblivious of Mr. Rooney and liis n flection. 

Had Mrs. Paul Rooney been asked, on tho morning after her boll, 
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what was her most accurate notion of Etysian bliss, she probably would 
have answered— leaning upon a Viceroy’s arm in her own ball-room, 
under the envious stare and jealous gaze of oight hundred assembled 
guests. Her flushed look, her flashing eye, the trembling hand with 
which she waved her fan, and the proud imperious step, all spoke of 
triumph. In fact, such was the halo of reverence, such the reflected 
brightness the representative of monarchy then bore, she felt it a prouder 
honour to bo thus escorted, than if the Emperor of all the Kussias had 
deigned to grace her mansion with his presence. How she loved to run 
over every imaginable title she conceived applicable to his rank “ ^ our 
Royal Highness,’ * “Your Grace,” “Your noblo Lordship,” varying and 
combining them, like a child who runs his erring fingers over the keys of 
a pianoforte, and is delighted with the efforts of his skill. 

"While t his kingly scene was thus enacting, the ball-room resumed its 
former life and vivacity. This, indeed, was owing to O’Grady ; no sooner 
had his scheme succeeded of delivering up the Luke into the hands of tho 
Rooneys, than he set about restoring such a degree of turmoil, tumult, 
noise, and merriment, as, while it Ehould amuse his 'Grace, would rescue 
him from the annoyance of being stared at by many who never had 
walked the boards with a live Viceroy. 

“Isn’t it gloriously done, Hinton?” he whispered in my ear as ho 
passed. “ Now lend me your aid, my boy, to keep the whole thing 
moving. Get a partner as quick as you can, and let us try if wo can’t do 
the honours of the house, while tho master and mistress are basking in 
the sunshine of royal favour.” 

As he spoke, tho band struck up “ Haste to tho Wedding ! ” Tho 
dancers assumed their places. Phil himself flying hithor and thither, 
arranging, directing, ordering, countermanding, providing partners for 
persons he had never seen before, and introducing individuals of whoso 
very names he was ignorant. 

“ Push along, Hinton,” said he ; “ only set them going— speak to every 
one — half tho men in the room answer to the name of ‘ Bob,’ and all tho 

young ladies are * Hiss Magees.’ Go it, my boy ; this is a great night for 
Ireland ! ” 

This happy land, indeed, which, like a vast powder-magazine, only 
wants but tho smallest spark to ignite it, is always prepared for an explo- 
sion of fun. No sooner, then, did O’Grady, taking out the fattest woman 
in the room, proceed to lead her down tho middle to the liveliest imagin- 
able country-dance, than at once the contagious spirit flew through tho 
room, and dancers pressed in from every side. Champagne, served round 
m abundance, added to the excitement ; and, as eight-and-thirty couplo 
made the floor vibrate beneath them, such a scene of noise, laughter up. 
roar, and merriment ensued, as it were difficult to conceive or describe 


£ 
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CHAPTER X. 

A J" IN ALE TO AN EVENING. 

A ball, like a battle, has its critical moment : that one short and subtle 
point, on which its trembling fate would seem to hesitate, ere it incline to 
this eido or that. In both, such is the time for generalship to display 
itself : and of this my friend O’Grady seemed well aware ; for, calling up 
his reserve for an attack in force, he ordered strong negus for the band , 
and ero many minutes, the increased vigour of the instruments attested 

that the order had been attended to. 

“ Right and left ! ” “ Hands across ! ” *' Here we are 1 ” “ This way, 
Peter ! ” “ Ah ! Captain, you’re a droll Cray ture ! ” ” Move along, 

Alderman!” “That negus is mighty strong! ” “Tho Lord grant the 

house is ! ” 

Such and such like phrases broke around me, as, under the orders of 
the irresistible Phil, I shuffled down the middle with a dumpy little 
school-girl, with red hair and red shoes j which, added to her capering 
motion, gave her a most unhappy resemblance to a cork fairy, 

“ You are a trump, Jack,” said Phil. “ Never give in. I never was 
in such spirits in my life. Two bottles of champagne under my belt, and 
a cheque for three hundred Paul has just given me, without a scrape of 
my pen ; it might have been five, if I had only had presence of mind. 
“Where is Miss Bellew all this time?” inquired I, 

“ 1 only saw her for a moment i she looks saucy, and won t danco. 

My pride Bomewhat stimulated by a fact which I could not help inter- 
preting in Miss Bellew’s favour, I went through the rooms in search of 
her, and at length discovered her in a boudoir, where a whist-party wero 
assembled. She was sitting upon a sofa, beside a tall, venerablo-looking 
old man, to whom she was listening with a semblance of tho greatest 
attention as I entered. I had some time to observe her, and could not 
help feeling struck how much handsomer she was than I had formerly 
supposed. Her figure, slightly above the middle sue, and most graceful 
in all its proportions, was, perhaps, a littlo too much disposed to fulness ; 
tho character of her features, however, seemed to suit, if not actually to 
require as much. Her eyes of deep blue, set well beneath her brow, had a 
look of intensity in them that evidenced thought ; but the other features 
relieved by their graceful softness this strong expression, and a nose short 
<md slightly, very slightly, retroustc, with a mouth the very perfection of 
eloquent and winning softness, made ample amends to those who profer 
charms purely feminino to beauty of a soveror character. Her hair, too, 
was of that deep auburn, through which n golden light seems for ever 
playing ; and this, contrary to the tasto of tho day, sho wore simply 
braided upon hor temple and checks, marking tho oval contour of her 
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face «Dd displaying, by this graceful coquetry, the perfect chiselling of 
her features. ? Let mo add to this that her voice was low and soft in all 
its tones ; and, if the provincialism with which she spoke did at first offend 
my ear, I learned afterwards to think that the musical intonations of tho 
West lent a charm of their own to all she said, deepening the pathos of a 
simple story, or heightening tho drollery of a merry one. Y es, laugh if 
you will, ye high-bred and high-born denizens of a richer sphere, whose 
ears, attuned to the rhythm of Metastasio, softly borne on the strains of 
Donizetti, can scarce pardon the intrusion of your nativo tongue in the 
every-day concerns of life — smile, if it so please ye , but from the lips of 
a lovely 'woman, a Kttle, a very little , of tho brogue is most seductive. 
Whether tho subject be grave or gay, whether mirth or melancholy bo 
tho mood, like the varnish upon a picture, it brings out all the colour into 
strong effect, brightening the lights and deepening tho shadows; and 
then, somehow, there is an air of naivete, a tone of simplicity about it, 
that appeals equally to your heart as your hearing. 

Seeing that the conversation in which she was engaged seemed to 
engross her entire attention, I was about to retire without addressing hor, 
when suddenly she turned round, and her eyes mot mino ; I accordingly 
came forward, and after a few of the common -place civilities of the 
moment, asked her to dance. 

“ Pray excuso me, Mr. Hinton ; I have declined already several times. 

I have been fortunate enough to meet with a very old and dear friend of 
my father ” 

“ Who is much too attached to his daughter to permit her to waste an 
entire evening upon him. No, sir, if you will allow me, I will resign 
Miss Bellew to your euro.” 

She said something in a low voice, to which ho muttered in 
reply : the only words which I could catch — “ No, no ; very different 
indeed — this is a most proper person* 1 — seemed, as they were accompanied 
by a smile of much kindness, in some way to concern mo : and the noxt 
moment Miss Bellew to< k my arm and accompanied me to the ball-room. 

As I passed the sofa where the Duko and Mrs. Rooney were still 
seated, his Grace nodded familiarly to me, with a gesture of approval; 
while Mrs. Paul clasped both her hands beforo her with a movement of 
ecstasy, and seemed as if about to bestow upon us a matomal blessing. 
Fearful of incurring a scene, Mias Bellew hastened on, and, as her arm 
trembled within mine, I could perceivo how deeply tho ridicule of her 
friend’s position wounded her own pride. Meanwhile, I could lust 
catch tho tones of Mrs. Rooney’s voice, explaining to the Duko IVCiss 
Bellew $ pedigree. “ One of the oldest families of the land, your Grace ; 
came ever with Romulus and Remus; and, if it wero not for Olivor 
Cromwell and the Danes ” — the confounded fiddles lost me tho rest, and 
I was left in the dark to guess what theso strange allies had inflicted 

upon the Bellew family. Tho dancing now began, and only betweon tho 
e 2 
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intervals of the dance had I an opportunity of conversing with my 
partner. Few and brief as these occasions were, I was delighted to find 
in her a tone and manner quite different from anything I had ever met 
before. Although having seen scarcely anything of the world, her know* 
ledge of character seemed an instinct, and her quick appreciation of the 
ludicrous features of many of the company was accompanied by a sly 
expression, and at the same time a witty terseness of phrase, that showed 
me how much real intelligence lay beneath that laughing look. Unlike 
iny fair cousin, Lady Julia, her raillery never wounded; hers were the 
fanciful combinations which a vivid and sparkling imagination conjures 
up, but never the barbed and bitter arrows of sarcasm. Catching up in a 
second any passing absurdity, she could laugh at the scene, yet seem to 
spare the actor. Julia, on the contrary, never felt that her wit had hit 
its mark till she saw her victim writhing and quivering beneath 
her. 

There is always something in being the partner of the belle of a ball* 
room. The little bit of envy and jealousy whose limit is to be the dura- 
tion of a waltz or quadrille, has somehow its feeling of pleasure. There 
is a reflective flattery in the thought of a fancied preference that raises 
one in his own esteem ; and, as the muttered compliments and half- 
spoken praises of the bystanders fall upon your ears, you seem to fee 
that you are a kind of shareholder in the company, and ought to rctiii 
from business with your portion of the profits. Such, I know, were some 
of my feelings at the period in question ; and, as I pulled up mj stock and 
adjusted my sash, I looked upon the crowd about me witb a sense of con- 
siderable self-satisfaction, and began heartily to enjoy myself. 

Scarcely was the dance concluded, when a general movement was per- 
ceptible towards the door, and the word ‘‘Supper,” repeated from voice to 
voice, announced that the merriest hour in Irish life had sounded. 
Delighted to have Miss Belle w for my companion, I edged my way mto tho 
mass, and was borne along on the current. The view from tho top of tho 
staircase was sufficiently amusing : a waving mass of feathers of every 
shape and hue, a crowd of spangled turhans, bald and powdered heads, 
seemed wedged inextricably together, swaying backwards and forwards 
with one impulse, as the crowd at the door of tho euppeT-room advanced 
or .receded. The crash of plates and knives, the jingling of glasses, the 
popping 'of champagne corks, told that the attack had begun, had not 
even tho eager faces of those nearer tho door indicated as much. “ No 
look behind " seemed the motto of the day, save when some anxious 
mother would turn a backward and uneasy glance towards the staircaso, 
where her daughter, preferring a lieutenant to a lobster, was listening 
with elated look to his tale of love and glory. “ Eliza, my dear, sit next 
nic.” — 41 Anna, my love, come down her." These brief commands, signi- 
ficantly as they were uttered, would be lost to those for whom intended, 
and only servo to amuse tho bystanders, and awaken them to a quicker 
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perception of the passing flirtation. / Some philosopher has gravely 
remarked that the critical moments of our life are the transitions from 
one stage or state of our existence to another, and that our fate for the 
future depends in a great measure upon those hours in which we emerge 
from infancy to boyhood, from boyhood to manhood, from manhood to 
maturer yearsA Perhaps the arguments of time might bo applied to place, 
and we might flrns be enabled to show how a staircase is tho most dan* 
gerous portion of a building. I speak not here of the insecurity of the 
architecture, nor, indeed, of any staircase whoso well-tempered light 
shines down at noonday through the perfumed foliage of a conservatory ; 
but of the same place, a blaze of lamp-light, about two in tho morning, 
crowded, crammed, and creaking, by an anxious and elated throng press- 
ing towards a supper-room. ^Vhcther it is the supper or the squeeze, tho 
odour of balmy lips or the savoury smell of roast partridges— whether 
it ho the approach to silk tresses or Silkry tnousseux — whatever the provo- 
cation, I cannot explain it ; but the fact is so : one is tremendously given 
in such a place, at such a time, to the most bare- faced and palpable flirta- 
tion. So strongly do I feel this point, that, were I a lawgiver, I would 
never award damages for a breach of contract where the promise was 


made on a staircase. 

As for me, my acquaintance with Miss Bcllew was not of more than an 
hour’s standing ; during that time we had contrived to discuss the ball- 
room, its guests, its lights, its decorations, the music, the dancers — in a 
word, all the common-places of an evening party ; thence we wandered 
on to Dublin, society in general, to Ireland, and Irish habits, and Irish 
tastes; quizzed each other a little about our respective peculiarities, and 
had just begun to discuss the distinctive features which characterise the 
softer emotions in the two nations, when the announcement of supper 
brought us on the staircase. A propos, or mal a propos, this turn of our 
conversation, let the reader decide by what I have already stated ; so it 
was, however, and, in a little nook of the landing, I found myself with 
my fair companion’s arm pressed closely to my side, engaged in a warm 
controversy on the trite subject of English coldness of manner. 
Advocating my country, I deemed that no more fitting defence could 
be entered than by evidencing in myself tho utter absence of the frigidity 
imputed. Champagne did something for me ; Louisa’s bright eyes 
assisted; but the staircase, the confounded staircase, crowned all. In 
fact, tho undisguised openness of Miss Bellew’s manner, the fearless sim- 
plicity with which she had ventured upon topics a hardened coquette 
would not dare to touch upon, led me into the common error of imputing 

to flirtation tha t which was only due to the untarnished freshness of 
happy girlhood? 

Finding my advances well received, I began to feel not a little proud 
o my success, and disposed to plume myself upon tho charm of my 
eloquence, when, as I concluded a high-flown and inflated phrase of 
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sentimental absurdity, she suddenly turned round, fixed her bright eye* 
upon me, and burst out into a fit of laughter. 

“ There, there, pray don’t try that; no one but an Irishman ever 
succeeds in blarney. It is our national dish, and can never bo seasoned 
by a stranger." 

This pull up, for such it most effectually was, completely unmanned 
me. I tried to stammer out an explanation, endeavoured to laugh, 
coughed, blundered, and broke down ; while, merciless in her triumph, 
she only laughed the more, and seemed to enjoy my confusion. 

With such a failure hanging over me, I felt happy when we reached the 
supper-room ; and the crash, din, and confusion about us once more broke 
in upon our conversation. It requires far less nerve for the dismounted 
jockey, whose gay jacket has been rolled in the mud of a race-course, 
resuming his saddle, to ride in amid the jeers and scoffs of ten thousand 
spectators, than for the gallant "who has blundered in the full tide of a 
flirtation to recover his lost position, and sustain the current of his court- 
ship. VThe sarcasm of our sex is severe enough, Heaven knows; but no 
raillery, no ridictile, cuts half so sharp or half so deep as the bright twinkle 
of a pretty girl’s eye, when, detecting some exhibition of dramatised 
passioD, some false glitter of pinchbeck sentiment, she exchanges her look 
of gratified attention for the merry mockery of a hearty laugh ; no tact, 
no not 'oif J'oirf, no knowledge of the world, no old soldicrism, that ever I 
heard of, was proof against this. To go back is bad ; to stand still, worse * 
to go on, impossible. The best — for I believe it is the only thing to do ■ 
is to turn approver on your own misdeeds, and join in the laughter 
against yourself. Now this requires no common self-mastery, and a 
readiness few young gentlemen under twenty possess ; hence both my 
failure and its punishment, y 

That staircase which, but a moment before, I wished might bo as long 
as a journey to Jerusalem, I now escaped from with thankfulness. Con- 
cealing my discomfiture as well as I was able, I bustled about, and finally 
secured a place for my companion at one of the side tables. We were too 
far from the head of the table, but tho clear ringing of his Grace's 
laughter informed me of his vicinity, and, as I saw Miss Bellew shrank 
from approaching that part of the room, I surrendered my curiosity to the 
far more grateful task of cultivating her acquaintance. 

All the ardour of my attentions— and I had resumed them with 
nearly as much warmth, although less risk of discomfiture, for I began to 
feel what before I had only professed— all the pre-occupation of my mind 
could not prevent my hearing, high above the crash and clatter of the 
tables, tho rich roundness of Mrs. Rooney’s brogue, as she recounted to 
the Duke somo interesting trait of tho O’Toolo family, or adverted to some 
classical era in Irish history, when, possibly, Mecoums was mayor of Cork, 
or Diogenes an alderman of Skinner’s-alley. 

“Ah / my dear ! — the Lord forgive me, I mean your Grace.” 
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t * -\f r o Roonev if you change the epithet. 

•*I shall never forgive you Mrs. Roonj. y husband 

- Ah! your Grace's ^orsh.p, them «u .to. ^ the coan . 

of an O'Toole, in them days, spm mor an old gj g full of 

try with his troops at his bach, than armng * „ 

writs and latitats, with a process-server beads jam. t 
Had Mr. Booney, who at that moment ^ “Tchf the chance, are 
ignorance of his wile’s sarcasm, only st ^ te d an iron head- 

ten to one he would have figured in a atoel moro of th . 

piece before the week was over. movement of 

conversation, notwithstanding my great wish to do so, as a mo 

those next th. door assent of * 

Rooney caUe d^ forcible X » a 'summary process, and eject the tenant 

“ P \Ve C acMrdingly roso, and aU (save the party round the Viceroy) along 
with us, once more to visit the ball-room, where already dancing had 
begun. While I was eagerly endeavouring to persuade Miss Bellow that 
there was no cause or just impediment to prevent her dancing the next 
set with me, Lord Dudley de Vere lounged affectedly forward, and m • 
bled out some broken, indistinct phrases, in which the word da ante 
was alone audible. Miss BeUew coloured slightly, turned her e\es 
towards me, curtseyed, took his arm, and the next moment was lost amid 

the crowd ‘ nQt aware o{ &ny rea dier method of forming a notion of tho 

perpetual motion than watching the performance of Sir Roger de Coverley 
at an evening party in Dublin. It seems to be a point of honour never to 
give in ; and thus the same complicated figures, the same mystic movements 
that you see in the beginning, continue to succeed each other in a never- 
ending series. You endeavour in vain to detect the plan, to unravel the 
tangled web of this strange ceremony ; but somehow it would seem as if 
the wholo thing was completely discretionary with tho dancers, there 
being only ono point of agreement among them, which is, whenever 
blown and out of breath, to join in a vigorous hands-round ; and, tho 
motion being confined to a shuflling of the feet and a shaking of the 
elbows, little fatigue is incurred. To this succeeds a capering, forward 
movement of a gentleman, which seemingly magnetises an opposite lady 
to a similar exhibition. Then, after seizing each other rapturously by 
the hands, they separate to T im the gauntlet in and out down the wholo 
line of dancers, to meet at the bottom, when, apparently reconciled, they 
once more embrace. What follows, the devil himself may toll. As for 
me, I heard only laughing, tittering, now and then a slight scream, and 
a cry of “Behave, Mr. Murphy!” &c. ; but the movements themselves 
were conic sections to me, and I closed my eyes as I eat alone in my 
corner, and courted sleep as a short oblivion to the scene. Unfortunately, 
I succeeded ; for, wild and singular as the gestures, the looks, and the 
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™'7 be T f0 '“' the >- no "’ bera me to my dreaming senses somethin- 
ye. I thought myself m the centre of some hobgoblin orgie 
where demons, male and female, were performing their fantastic ontici 

~°" nd !!T r“’” 8 - hld<ousl >'' and ul,eri "e cries of menacing import. 
Xam-o -Mianter 8 vision was a respectable tea-party of Glasgow matrons, 

compared to mv imaginings; for, so distorted were the pictures of my 
brain, that thedoader of the band, a peaceable looking old man in shorts 
n spec ac es, seemed to me like a grim-visaged imp, who flourished his 
tail across the strings of his instrument in lieu of a bow. 

1 “™st confess that the dancers, without any wish on my part to 
detract from their efforts, had not the entire merit of this transmutation. 

* fiTf 6 ’ fv r h0l f WaS late ’ cha S™ at being robbed of my partner, 
added to the heat and the crowd, had all their share in the mystification, 

esn es if I must confess it, Mr. Rooney’s champagne was strong. My 
fnend O Grady, however, seemed but little of my opinion ; for, like the 
master-spirit of the scene, he seemed to direct every movement and dictate 
every change-no touch of fatigue, no semblance of exhaustion about 
him. . On the contrary, as the hour grew later, and the pale grey of 
morning began to mingle with the glare of wax-lights, the vigour of his 
performance only increased, and several new steps were displayed, which, 
like a prudent general, he seemed to have kept in reserve for the end of 
the engagement. And what a sad thing is a ball as it draws towards the 
close ! What an emblem of life at a similar period ! How much of 
eshness has faded ! how much of beauty has passed away ! how many 
illusions are dissipated, I how many dreams the lamp-light and chalked 
floors have called into life, fly like spirits with the first beam of sunlight I 
The eye of proud bearing is humbled now I the cheek, whose downy soft 
ness no painter could have copied, has grown pale, and wan, and haggard! 
the beaming looks, the graceful bearing, the elastic step, where are they ? 

Only to be found where youth— bright, joyous, and elastic youth— unites 
itself to beauty. 

Such were my thoughts as the dancers flew past— and many whom I 
had remarked at the beginning of the evening as handsome and attrac- 
tive, seemed now without a trace of either— when suddenly Louisa liellew 
came by, her step as light, her every gesture as graceful, her cheek as 
blooming, and her liquid eye as deeply beaming as when first I saw her. 

Hie excitement of the danco had slightly flushed her face, and heightened 
the expression its ever-varying emotions lent it. 

Handsome as I before had thought her, there was a look of pride about 
her now that made her lovely to my eyes. As I continued to gaze after 
her, I did not perceive for some time that the guests were rapidly taking 
their leavo, and already the rooms were greatly thinned. Even' moment 
now however boro evidence of the fact; the unceasing roll of carriages 

° \ h . e d ° 0T ’ l , he C }™ k 0f th0 st *P 9 ' the ^iterated cry to drive on, followed 
by the call for tho next carnage, all betokened departure. Now and 
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then, too, some cloaked and hooded figure would appear at the door of the 
drawing-room, peering anxiously about for a daughter, a sister, or a friend 
who still lingered in the dance, averring it “ was impossible to go ; that 
ehe was engaged for another set” The disconsolate gestures, the im- 
patient menaces of the shawled spectres— for, m truth, they scome i ^ 
creatures of another world come back to look upon the life they left— are 
of no avaiL The seductions of the “ major” are stronger than the frowns 
of mamma, and though a scolding may come in the morning, she is 

resolved to have a waltz at night. 

An increased noise and tumult below stairs at the same moment 
informed me that the supper-party were at length about to separate. I 
started up at once, wishing to Bee Miss Bellew again ere I took my lea\ o, 
when O’ Grady Beized me by the arm, and hurried me away. “ Come 
along, Hinton ! Not a moment to lose ; the Duke is going.” 

“ Wait an instant,” said I j “ I wish to speak to ” 

“ Another time, my dear fellow ; another time. The Duke is delighted 
with the Rooneys, and we are going to have Paul knighted.” 

With these words he dragged me along, dashing down the stairs like 
a madman. As we reached the door of the dining-room we found his 
Grace, who, with one hand on Lord Dudley’s shoulder, was endeavouring 
to steady himself by the other. 

“ I say, O'Grady, is that you ? Very powerful Burgundy this. It’s 
not possible it can be morning ! ” 

“Yes, your Grace, half-past seven o'clock.” 

“ Indeed, upon my word, your friends are very charming peoplo. 
What did you say about knighting some one ? Oh ! I remember. Mr. 
Rooney, wasn’t it ? Of course, nothing could be better ! ” 

“ Come, Hinton, havo you got a sword?” said O’ Grady. “I've mis- 
laid mine somehow. There, that’ll do. Let us try and find Paul 
now.”. 

Into the supper-room we rushed ; but what a change was there ! The 
brilliant tables, resplendent with gold plate, candelabras, and flowers, 
were now despoiled and dismantled. On the floor, among broken glasses, 
cracked decanters, pyramids of jelly, and pagodas of blanc mange, lay 
6cattered in every attitude the sleeping figures of the late guests. Mrs. 
Rooney alone maintained her position ; seated in a large chair, her eyes 
closed, a smile of Elysian happiness playing upon her lips, her right arm 
hung gracefully over the side of the chair, where lately his Grace had 
kissed her hand at parting. Overcome, in all probability, by the more 
than human happiness of such a moment, sho had sunk into slumber, and 
was murmuring in her dreams such short and broken phrases as the 
following: “Ah! happy day— What will Mrs. Tait say?— Tho Lord 
Mayor, indeed ! — Oh, my poor head ! — I hope it won’t be turned Holy 

Agatha, pray for us ! your Grace pray for us ! — Isn’t he a beautiful ? 
hasn’t he the darling white teeth? ” 
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“ here’s Paul?” said O’Grady; 41 where’s Paul, Mrs. Rooney P” as 
ho jogged her Hither rudely by the arm. 

“ Ah I who cares for Paul?” said ehe, still sleeping. 44 Don’t be 
bothering me about tho like of him.” 

44 Egad 1 this is conjugal, at any rate,” said Phil. 

44 1 have him ! ” cried I ; “ here he is !” as I stumbled over a short 


thick figure, who was propped up in a corner of the room. There he sat, 
his head sunk upon his bosom, his hands listlessly resting on tho floor. A 
largo jug stood beside him, in the concoction of whose contents he appeared 
to have spent the last momenta of his waking state. We shook him, and 
called him by his name, but to no purpose : and as we lifted up his head, 
we burst out a-laughing at the droll expression of his face, for he had 
gone asleep in the act of squeezing a lemon in his teeth, the half of which 
not only remained there still, but imparted to his features the twisted and 
contorted expression that act suggests. 

44 Are you coming, O'Grady ?” cried the Duke impatiently. 

44 Yes, my Lord,” cried Phil, as ho rushed towards the door. “This 
is too bad, Iiinton. That confounded fellow could not possibly be moved ; 
I’ll try and carry him.” As he spoke, he hurried back towards tho sleep- 
ing figure of Mr. Rooney, while I made towards the Duke. 

As Lord Dudley had gone to order up the carriages, his Grace was 
standing alone at the foot of the stairs, leaning his back against the 
banisters, his eyes opening and shutting alternately as his head nodded 
every now and then forward, overcome by sleep and the wine he had 
drunk. Exactly in front of him, but crouching in the attitudo of an 
Indian monster, sat Corny Delany. To keep himself from the cold, he 
had wrapped himself up in his master’s cloak, and the only part of his 
face perceptible was tho little wrinkled forehead, and the malicious- 
looking fiery eyes beneath it, firmly fixed on the Duke’s countenance. 

“ Give me your sword,” said his Grace, turning to me, in a tone half 
■leeping, half commanding ; 44 give me your sword, sir.” 

Drawing it from the scabbard, I presented it respectfully. 

44 Stand a little on ono side, Iiinton. Where is ho? Ah ! quite right. 
Kneel down, sir ; kneel down, I say 1 ” These words, addressed to 
Corny, produced no other movement in him than a slight change in his 
attitude, to enable him to extend his expanded hand above his eyes, and 
take a clearer view of the Duke. 

44 Does he hear me, Hinton ? Do you hear me, sir ? ” 

44 Do you hear his Graco ? ” said I, endeavouring with a sharp kick of 
my foot to assist his perceptions. 

“ To bo sure I hear him," said Corny : 44 why wouldn’t I hear him ? ” 

44 Kneel down, then,” said I. 

11 Devil a bit of mo’ll kneel down. Don’t I know what bo’s after well 
enough ? Ach ma bocklish } Sorrow else he evor does nor make fun o/ 
people.” 
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to obey. “ What is your name ? ” , . . 

“Omurtber! 0 heavenly Joseph ! ” cried Corny, as I hurled him 

down upon his knees, «' that I’d ever lived to see the day 1 ” 

« ^ a t i fl his d— d name ? ” said tho Duko passionately. 


“ Corny, your Grace — Corny Delany.” 

“There, that’ll do,” as with a hearty slap of the sword, not on hie 
Bhoulder, but on his bullet head, ho cried out, “Rise, Sir Corny 


Delany ! ” 

“ Och ! the devil a ' one of me will ever get up out of this same 
spot. 0 wirra ! wirra ! how will I ever show myself again after this 

disgrace ? ” 

Leaving Corny to his lamentations, the Duke walked towards the 
door. Here above a hundred people were now assembled, their curiosity 
excited in no small degree by a picket of light dragoons, who occupied 
the middle of tho street, and were lying upon tho ground, or leaning on 
their saddles, in all the wearied attitudes of a night-watch. In fact, tho 
Duke had forgotten to dismiss his guard of honour who had accompanied 
him to the theatre, and thus had they spent tho dark hours of the night 
keeping watch and ward over the proud dwelling of the Rooneys. A 
dark frown settled on tho Duke's features as he perceived the mistake, 
and muttered between his teeth, “ How they will talk of this in 
England ! ” The next moment, bursting into a hearty fit of laughter, he 
stepped into the carriage, and, amid a loud cheer from the mob, by whom 
he was recognised, drove rapidly away. 

Seated beside his Grace, I saw nothing more of O'Grady, whose efforts 
to ennoble the worthy attorney only exposed him to the risk of a black 
eye: for no sooner did Paul perceive that he was undergoing rough 
treatment than he immediately resisted, and gave open battle. 

O’Grady accordingly left him, to seek his home on foot, followed by 
Corny, whose cries and heartrending exclamations induced a considerable 
crowd of well-disposed citizens to accompany them to the Castle gato. 
And thus ended the great Rooney ball. 


X CHAPTER XI. 

A NEGOTIATION. 

From what I have already stated, it may bo inferred that my acquaintance 
with the Rooneys was begun under favourable auspices ; indeed, from the 
evening of the ball, the house was open to mo at all hours, and, as the 
hour of luncheon was known to every lounger about town, by dropping in 
about three o’clock one was sure to hear all the chit-chat and gossip of 
tho day. All the dinners and duels of the capital, all its rows and 
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runaway matches, were there discussed, while future parties of pleasure 
were planned and decided on, the Rooney equipages, horses, servants, and 
cellar being looked upon as common property, the appropriation of which 
was to be determined on by a vote of the majority. At all these domestic 
parliaments 0 Grady played a prominent part. He was the speaker and 

e w ipper-m , he led for both the Government and the Opposition * in 
fact, since the ever- memorable visit of the Viceroy, his power in the 
house was absolute. How completely they obeyed, and how implicitly 
they followed him, may be guessed, when I say that he even persuaded 
Mrs. Rooney herself not only to abstain from all triumph on the subject of 
their illustrious guest, but actually to maintain a kind of diplomatic silence 
on the subject ; so that many simple-minded people began to suspect his 
Grace had never been there at all, and that poor Mrs. Rooney, having 

detected the imposition, prudently held her tongue, and said nothing 
about the matter. & 

As this influence might strike my reader as somewhat difficult in its 
exercise, and also as it presents a fair specimen of my friend’s ingenuity 
I cannot forbear mentioning the secret of its success. * 

V hen the Duke awoke late in the afternoon that followed Mrs, 
Rooney’s ball, his first impression was one bordering on irritation with 
O’Grady. His quick-sightedncss enabled him at once to see how com- 
pletely he had fallen into the trap of his worthy aide-de-camp ; and 
although he had confessedly spent a very pleasant evening, and laughed a 
great deal, now that all was over he would have preferred if the whole 
affair could be quietly consigned to oblivion, or only remembered as a good 
joke for after dinner. The scandal and the eclat it must cause in the 
capital annoyed him considerably, and he knew that before a day passed 
over, the incident of the guard of honour, lying in bivouac around their 
horses, would furnish matter for every caricature-shop in tho capital 
Ordering O’Grady to his presence, and with a severity of manner in a 
great degree assumed, ho. directed him to remedy, as far as might he, the 
consequences of this blunder, and either contrive to give a totally different 
version of the occurrence, or else, by originating some new subject of 
scandal, to eclipse the memory of this unfortunate evening. 

O’Grady promised and pledged himself to everything'* vowed that he 
would give such a turn to the affair that nobody would ever believe a 
word of the story ; assured the Duke (God forgive him !) that, however 
ridiculous the Rooneys at night, by day they were models of dis- 
cretion ; and at length took his leave to put his scheme into execution 
heartily glad to discover that his Grace had forgotten all about Corny and 

the knighthood, the recollection of which might have been attended 
with very grave results to himself. 

Ho much for his interview with the Duke. Now for his dinlomncv 
with ilrs. Rooney. It was about five o’clock on tho;f„il 0 wi„g £y whe£ 

0 Grady cantered up to tho door: giving his horse to his groom, ho 
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dashed boldly up-stairs, passed through the ante-chamber and the drawing- 
room, and, tapping gently at the door of a little boudoir, opened it at tho 
name moment, and presented himself before Mrs. Paul, 

That amiable lady, reclining d la Princess O’Toole, was gracefully dis- 
posed on a small sofa, regarding with fixed attention a little plaster bust 
of his Grace, which, with considerable taste and propriety, was dressed in 
a blue coat and bright buttons, with a star on the breast, a bit of sky-blue 
satin representing the ribbon of the Bath ; nothing was forgotten ; and a 
faint attempt was even made to represent tho colouring of the viceregal 
nose, which, I am bound to confess, was not flattered in the model. 

“ Ah, Captain ! is it you ? ” said Mrs. Paul, with a kind of languish- 
ing condescension, very different from her ordinary reception of a Castle 
aide-de-camp. “ How is his Grace this morning ? ” 

Drawing his chair beside her, Phil proceeded to reply to her questions, 
and assured her that, whatever her admiration for tho Duke, the feeling 
was perfectly mutual. “ Egad,” said he, “ the thing may turn out" very 
ill for me, when the Duchess finds out that it was all my doing. 
Speaking in confidence to you, my dear Mrs. Paul, I may confess that, 
although without exception she is the most kind, amiable, excellent soul 

breathing, yet she has one fault We all have our faults.” 

"Ah ! ” sighed Mrs. Rooney, as she threw down her eyes, as though 

to say, “ That’s very true, but you will not catch me telling what mine 
is.” 


1 As I was observing, there never was a more estimable being, save in 

this one respect You guess it; I see you do.” 

H Ah ! the creature, she drinks ! ”, 

The Captain found it not a little difficult to repress a burst of laughter 

fiu o£ es tion. He did so, however, and proceeded. 
( ^o, my dear madam, you mistake : jealousy is her failing ; and whon I 
tcU you this, and whoa I add that, unhappily for her, the events of last 

night may only afford but too much cause, you will comprehend the tm- 
bamtssment of my present position.” 

if fr? 8 6a 'l th . US mU t’, hC Walked the room lor minutes, as 

ff sunk m meditation, while he left Mrs. Rooney to ruminate over an 

announeement, thebare possibility of which was ccstacy itself. To bo tho 

u,?v- “TL 1 Peere5S a D “ ches s; that Duchess the Lady 

Itulj, ^y Towf H M W8r ° ,a S V h0UKM3 ' ! “ deaJ - “ What wouId Mrs 
Civ™ i* H ° W 1ROul<i tllQ Maloneys look? Wouldn’t Father 

pontificiib P irshe°d meCt bCr ^ the d °° r ° f Luff f> r * street Chapel, in full 
beside her ” 1? U ?’ Wb ° * mo ’ vvs but with a guard of honour 

discussing withTere^tf ^h^^ way, she had actually got so far as to be 
allegiance was shaken h i Tv 3 t0 b ° done Paul ! n °t that her 
worthy thought crossed TTr ^ e ^ cellent individual— not a single un- 

purity itself - she mereA a mm * ^ ^ xom poor Mrs, Rooney was 
P 1 itself , she merely dreamt of those outward manifestations of the 
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Viceroy's preference, which were to procure for her consideration in the 
world, a position in society, and those attentioDS from the hands of the 
great and the titled, which she esteemed at higher price than the real gifts 
of health, wealth, and beauty, so bounteously bestowed upon her by 
Providence. 

She had come, then, to that difficult point in her mind as to what was 
to be done with Paul; what peculiar course of training could he be sub- 
mitted to, to make him more presentable in the world ; how were they to 
break him off whisky-and- water and email jokes ? “ Ah ! ” thought she, 
“ it’s very hard to make a real gentleman out of such materials as grog 
and drab gaiters;” when suddenly O’ Grady, wiping his forehead with 
his handkerchief, and then flourishing it theatrically in the air, ex- 
claimed : 

” Yes, Mrs. Rooney, everything depends on you. His Grace’s visit — 
I have just been with him talking the whole thing over — must be kept a 
profound secret. If it ever reach the ears of the Duchess we are ruined 
and undone.” 

Here was a total overthrow to all Mrs. Paul’s speculations. Here was 
a beautiful castle uprooted from its very foundation ; all her triumph, all 
her vaunted superiority over her city acquaintance, was vanishing like a 
mirage before her. What was the use of his coming, after all ; what was 
the good of it, if not to be spoken of, if not talked over at tea, written of 
in notes, discussed at dinner, and displayed in the morning papers ? 
Already washer brow contracted, and a slight flush of her cheek showed 
the wily captain that resistance was in preparation. 

“ I know, my dear Mrs. Paul, how gratifying it would be for even 
the highest in the land to speak of his Grace’s condescension in such 
terms as you might speak ; but then, after all, how very fleeting such 
a triumph! Many would shrug their shoulders, and not believe the 
story. Some of those who believed would endeavour to account for it 
as a joke: one of those odd, wild fancies the Duke is ever so fond of.” 
Hero she reddened deeply. “ In fact, tko malevolence and the envy 
of the world will give a thousand turns to the circumstance. Besides that, 
after all, they would seem to have some reason on their side; for tho 
publicity of the affair must for ever prevent a repetition of the visit ; 
whereas, on the other side, by a little discretion, by guarding our own 
secret” — here Phil looked knowingly in her eyeB, as though to say they 
had one — “not only will tho Duko be delighted to continue his intimacy, 
but from tho absence of all mention of tho matter, all display on the 
subject, the world will be ten times more disposed to give credence 
to the fact than if it were paragraphed in every newspaper in the 
kingdom.” 

This was hitting the nail on the head with a vengeance. Hero 
was a picture— hero a vision of happiness! Only to think of tho 
Duke dropping in, .as a body might say, to take his bit of dinner, or his 
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,. . { . * iu Gveninfr just in a quiet, homely, fatnil} way. fehe 

>* h r tbe t-s/sts tt 

the line: and the Queen, and the « rest of the royal familj pist ae ho 
would of herself and Paul, and her eyes involuntarily turned toward* the 
little bust, and two round, full tears of pure joy trickled slowly dow 

h6r Yielding at length to these and similar arguments, Mrs. Rooney gavo 
in her adhesion, and a treaty was arranged and agreed upon between t io 
H ifch Contracting Parties, which ran somewhat to this effect . 

“In the first place, for the enjoyment of certain advantages to 
be hereafter more fully set forth, the lady was bound to maintain 
In all large companies— balls, dinners, drums, and dcjuner* a.ngi 
silence regarding the Duke’s visit to her house ; never speaking of, nor 
alluding to it, in any manner whatever ; and, in fact, conducting herself 

in all respects as if such a thing had never taken place. 

*< Secondly, she was forbid from making any direct inquiries in publio 
respecting the health of the Duke or Duchess, or exercising any overt 
act of personal interest in these exalted individuals. 

“ Thirdly, so long as IDs. Rooney strictly .maintained the terms of 
the covenant, nothing in the foregoing was to precludo her from certain 
other privileges — viz., blushing deeply when the Duke s name was 
mentioned, throwing down her eyes, gently clasping her hands, and even 
occasionally proceeding to a sigh ; noither was she interdicted from 
regarding any portion of her domicile as particularly sacred in conse- 
quence of its viceregal associations. A certain arm-chair might be 
selected for peculiar honours, and preserved inviolate, &c. 

“ And lastly, nevertheless notwithstanding that in all largo assem- 
blies Sirs. Rooney was to conduct herself with the reserve and restric- 
tions aforesaid, yet in small reunions de famille ” — this O’Grady purposely 
inserted in French, for, as IDs. Paul could not confess her ignorance 
of that language, the interpretation must rest with himself — “ eho was 
to enjoy a perfect liberty of detailing his Grace’s advent, entering into all 
its details, discussing, explaining, expatiating, inquiring with a most 
minute particularity concerning his health and habits, and, in, a word, 
conduct hersolf in all respects, to use her own expressivo phrase, ‘ as if 
they were thick since they were babies.’ ” 


Armed with this precious document, formally signed and sealed by 

both parties, O’ Grady took his leave of Mrs. Booney — not, indeed, in 

his usual free-and-easy manner, but with tho respectful and decorous 

reserve of one addressing a favourite near tho throne. Nothing could 

be more perfect than Phil’s profound obeisance, excopt perhaps tho 

queenly demeanour of Mrs, Rooney herself ; for, with tho ready tact of a 

woman, she caught up in a moment the altered phaso of her position, and 

in the reflective light of O’ Grady’s manner she learned to appreciate her 
own brilliancy. 
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“From this day forward,” muttered O’ Grady, aa he closed the door 
behind him and hurried down* stairs — “ from this day forward sho’ll be 
greater than ever. Heaven help the lady mayoress that ventures to 
shako hands with her ; and the attorney’s wife will be a bold woman that 
asks her to a tea-party henceforth.” 

With these words he threw himself upon his horse and cantered 
off towards the Park, to inform the Duke that all was happily con- 
cluded, and amuse him with a sight of the great Rooney treaty, 
which he well knew would throw the Viceroy into convulsions of 
laughter. 


CHAPTER XII. 

A WAGER. 

In a few weeks after the events I have mentioned, the Duke left 
Ireland to resume his I ’arliamentary duties in the House of Lords, where 
some measure of considerable importance was at that time under discus- 
sion. Into the hands of the Lords Justices, therefore, the government ad 
interim was delivered ; while upon Sirs. Paul Rooney devolved the more 
pleasing task of becoming the leader of fashion, the head and fountain 
of all the gaieties and amusements of the capital. Indeed, O’Grady half 
hinted that his Grace relied upon her to supply his loss, which manifes- 
tation of his esteem, so perfectly in accordance with her own wishes, sho 
did not long hesitate to profit by. 

Had a stranger on his first arrival in Dublin passed along that part of 
Stephen's- green in which the “ Hotel Roonoy,” as it was familiarly 
called, was situated, he could not have avoided being struck, not only 
with the appearance of the houso itself, but with that of tho strange and 
incongruous assembly of all ranks and conditions of men that lounged 
about its door. The house, large and spacious, with its windows of plato 
glass, its Venetian blinds, its gaudily gilt and painted balcony, and its 
massive brass knocker, betrayed a certain air of pretension, standing as 
it did among the more sombre- looking mansions, where tho real rank of 
the country resided. Clean windows and a bright knocker, however — 
distinctive features as thoy were in the metropolis in those days — would 
not have arrested tho attention of the passing traveller to the extent 
I have supposed, but that there were other signs and sights than these. 
At the open hall-door, to which you ascended by a flight of granite steps, 
lounged some half-dozen servants in powdered heads and gaudy liveries — 
the venerable porter in his leather chair, the ruddy coachman in his full- 
bottomed wig, tall footmen with bouquets in their button-holes were here 
to be seen reading the morning papers, or leisurely strolling to the steps 
to take a look at the weather, and cast a supercilious glance at tho 
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insignificant tide of population that flowed on beneath them ; a lazy and 
an idle race, they toiled not, neither did they spin, and I sincerely trust 
that Solomon’s costume bore no resemblance to theirs. More immediately 
in front of the house stood a mixed society of idlers, beggars, horse-boys, 
and grooms, assembled there from motives of curiosity or gain. Indeed, 
the rich odour of savoury viands that issued from the open kitchen- 
windows and ascended through the area to the nostrils of those without, 
might, in its appetising steam, have brought tho dew upon tho lips of 
greater gourmands than they were. All that French cookery could sug- 
gest to impart variety to the separate meals of breakfast, luncheon, 
dinner, and supper, here went forward unceasingly ; and tho beggars 
who thronged around the bars, and were fed with the crumbs from the 


rich man’s table, became by degrees so habituated to the delicacies and 
refinements of good living, that they would have turned up their noses 
wdth contempt at the humble and more homely fare of tho respcctablo 
shopkeeper. Truly, it was a strange picture to seo these poor and 
ragged men as they sat in groups upon the steps and on the bare flagway 
exposed to every wind of heaven, the drifting rain soaking through their 
frail and threadbare garments, yet criticising, with practised acumen, the 
savoury food before them. Consommes, ragouts, pates, potages, jellies, 
w-ith an infinity of that smaller grape-shot of epicurism with which fino 
tables are tilled, all here met a fair and a candid appreciation. A little 
further off, and towards the middle of the street, stood another order 
of beings, who, with separate and peculiar privileges, maintained them- 
selves as a class apart ; these were the horse-boys : half-naked urchins 
whose ages varied from eight to fourteen— but whose looks of mingled 
cunning and drollery would defy any guess as to their time of life— here 
sported in all the wild untrammelled liberty of African savages : the only 
art they practised was to lead up and down the horses of tho various 
viators whom the many attractions of the Hotel Rooney brought daily 
o the house ; and here you saw the proud and pampered steed, with fiery 
eye and swelling nostrils, led about by this ambulating mass of rags and 
poverty, whose bright eye wandered ever from his own tattered habili- 

hS!t! V G tra PP in S s and gold embroidery of tho sleek charger 

“ AL 1 : th \ m,d5t ° £ th -' - were not yet employed 

“ e h A m r y 8Ummeret!ts . Ending on their heads, 

V ^ TV- " nd 0thcr cl “ sical Performances, which form 11, o 
little distractions of life for this strange sect. 

en,a. aUnt , in ?" C ? re tller8 were ’ ‘0°. whose numerous fastenings of rono and 

p uMoge /her In V?*- ™ **» «<* P-cos «™y njt £d 

thronic loolri™ K “ 0rmn g I while tho horse, a careworn and mi sen- 

a cHnee f ’ W 8id8 ™y 8 over the shaft 

of a world he« **%*%£?£ f” ^ f ° Uie8 and 
and fullv as *' Not 80 tho dnvcr: equally low in condition, 

full, as ragged in coat, the droU spirit that made his birthright 
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was, with him, a lamp that neither poverty nor penury could quench. 
Ever ready with his joke, never backward with his repartee, prepared 
to comfort you with assurances of the strength of his car and the 
goodness of his horse, while his own laughing look gave the lie to 
his very words, ho would persuade you that with him alone there 
was safety, while it was a risk of life and limb to travel with his rivals. 
O The se formed the ordinary dramatis persona, while every now and then 
some flashy equipage, with armorial bearings and showy liveries, would 
scatter the crowd right and left, set the led horses lashing among the 
bystanders, and even break up the decorous conviviality of a dinner-party 
gracefully disposed upon the flags. Curricles, tandems, tilburies, and 
dennets were constantly arriving and departing. Members of Daly’s, 
with their green coats and buff waistcoats, whiskered dragoons, and 
plumed aides-de-camp, were all mixed up together, while on the open 
balcony an indiscriminate herd of loungers telegraphed the conversation 
from the drawing-room to the street, and thus all the bons mots , all the 
jests, all the witticisms that went forward within doors found also a 
laughing auditory without ; for it is a remarkable feature of this singular 
country, that there is no turn of expression whose raillery is too delicate, 
no repartee whose keenness is too fine, for the appreciation of the poorest 
and meanest creature that walks the street. Poor Paddy, if the more 
substantial favours of fortune be not your lot, nature has linked you by a 
strong sympathy with tastes, habits, and usages which, by some singu- 
lar intuition, you 6eem thoroughly to comprehend. One cannot dwell 
long among them without feeling this, and witnessing how generally, how 
almost universally, poverty of condition and wealth of intellect go hand 
in hand together; and as it is only over the bleak and barren surface of 
some fern -clad heath the wildfire flashes through the gloom of night, so it 
would seem the more brilliant firework of fancy would need a soil of 
poverty and privation to produce it. 

Put at length, to come back, the Rooneys now were installed as the 
great people of the capital ; many of the ancien regime, who held out 
sturdily before, and who looked upon the worthy attorney in tho light of 
an usurper, now gave in their allegiance, and regarded him as tho true 
monarch : what his great prototype effected by terror, he brought about 
by turtle; and, if Napoleon consolidated his empire and propped his 
throne by the bayonets of the grand army, so did Mr. Rooney establish 
This claims to power by tho more satisfactory arguments which, 
appealing not only to the head but to the stomach, convince while 
they conciliate. You might criticise his courtesy, but you could not con- 
demn his claret. You might dislike his manners, but you could not deny 
his mutton. Besides, after all, matters took pretty much tho same turn 
in Paris as in Dublin ; public opinion ran strong in both cases ; tho mass 
of tho world consists of thoso who receive benefits, and ho who confers 
them deserves to he respected, We certainly thought so ; and among 
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those of darker hue who frequented Mr. Rooney’s table, three red* coats 
might daily be seen, whose unchanged places, added to their indescribable 
air of at-homeishness, bespoko them as the friends of the family, 

O 1 Grady, at Mrs. Rooney’s right hand, did tho honours of tho soup ; 
Lord Dudley, at the other end of the table, supported Mr. Rooney, whilo 
to my lot Miss BeUew fell ; but as our places at table nevor changed, 
there was nothing marked in my thus every day finding myself besido 
her, and resuming my place on our return to tho drawing-room. To me, 
I confess, she formed the great attraction of the houso : less imbued than 
my friend O’Grady with the spirit of fun, I could not have gono on from 
day to day to amuse myself with tho eccentricities of tho Rooneys, whilo 
I could not, on the other hand, have followed Lord Dudley’s lead, and 
continued to receive the hospitalities of a house that I might sneer at 
the pretensions of its owner. 


Under any circumstances Louisa Bellew might bo considered a very 
charming person ; but, contrasted with those by whom she was sur- 
rounded, her attractions were very great ; indeed, her youth, her light- 
heartedness, and the buoyancy of her Bpirit, concealed to a great dogree 
the sorrow it cost her to bo associated with her present hosts ; for al- 
though they were kind to her, and she felt and acknowledged their kind- 
ness, yet tho humiliating sense of a position which exposed her to tho 
insolent familiarity of the idle, the dissipated, or tho underbred visitors of 
the house, gradually impressed itself upon her manuer, and tempered her 
mild and graceful nature with a certain air of pride and distance. A cir- 
cumstance, slight in itself, but sufficiently indicative of this, took placo 
some weeks after what I have mentioned. Lord Dudley do Vero, who, 
from hi3 rank and condition, was looked upon as a kind of privileged por- 
son in the Rooney family, sitting rather Later than usual after dinner 
and having drunk a great deal of wino, offered a wager that on his 
appearance m tho drawing-room, not only would ho propose for, but bo 
accepted by, any unmarried lady in the room. The puppyism and cox- 

Z'nctelfrt 3 ,T a °f haT0 be ™ P^onod, wore it not that tho 

‘ ho “drodual, When sober, was in perfect accordant with 

his drunken boast. Tho bet, winch was for three hundred Ruinous was 

room'ohtA' 6n ,l > n,’ °° e ° £ tho party runnin e hastily up to tho drawing, 
room, obtained the names of tho ladies there, which, being written on elina 

stand you n «“ < ‘ 0<i ^ of “*> room ; « we under- 

words M he opeaedTlm^mcm “ U L 1 !“ V0 b °° ked il " With these 

paragraph : “ Three hundred °srith Upton” that I "if *“**1 th ° foUowin * 
f 2 P n that I ask and be accepted by 
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P T } , m I r f. ul s wing-room this evening after tea. The choice to be 
decided by lottery.” « Isn’t that it ? ” 

*V yj*' T;, qUHe right> perfectl >’ correct,” said several persons round 
the table. Come, my Lord, here is the hat,” 

“ Shako them up well, Upton.” 

So here goes,” said Do Vere, as, affectedly tucking up the sleeve of 
his coat, he inserted two fingers, and drew forth a small piece of paper 
carefully folded m two. “I say, gentlemen, this is your affair; it don’t 
concern me.’ With these words he threw it carelessly on the table, and 
resuming his seat, leisurely filled his glass, and sipped his wine. 

Come, read it, Blake; read it up; who is she? ,f 
Gently , lads, gently ; patience for one moment. How are wo to 
know if the wager be lost or won ? Is the lady herself to declare it ? ” 

“ Why, if you like it, it is perfectly the same to me.” 

“ Well, then,” rejoined Blake, “it is— Miss Bellow.” 

Xo sooner was the name read aloud, than, instead of the roar of 
ghter which it was expected would follow the announcement, a 
kind of awkward and constrained silence settled on the party. Mr. 
Rooney himself— who felt shocked beyond measure at this result, had 
been so long habituated to regard himself as nothing at the head of his 
own table, accepting, not dictating, its laws— would, had ho dared, have 
at once interfered to stay any further proceedings. Many of those, too, 
around the table, who knew Sir Simon Bellow, and felt how unsuitable 
and inadmissible such a jest as this would be, if practised upon his 
daughter, whispered among themselves a hope that tho wager would be 
abandoned, and never thought of more by either party. 

“ Yes, yes,” said Upton, who was an officer in a dragoon regiment, 
and although of a high family and well connected, was yet very limited 
in his means. “Yes, yes, I quite agree. This foolery might be very 
good fun with some young ladies we know, but with Miss Bellew the cir- 
cumstances aro quite different ; and, for part, I withdraw from tho bet.” 

“ Eh— aw ! Pass down the claret, if you please. You withdraw from 
tho bet, then : that means, you pay mo three hundred guineas; for d— n 
me ir I do ! No, no; lam not so young as that. I haven’t lost fifteen 
thousand on the Derby without gaining somo littlo insight into these 
matters— every bet is a p. p., if not stated to be the reverse. I leave it 
to any gentleman in tho room.” 

“ Come, come, Do Vere,” said one, “ listen to reason, my boy.” 

“Yes, Dudley,” cried another; “only think over tho thing. You 
must sec ” 

“I only wish to see a cbequo for three hundred. And I’ll not ba 
done.” 

“ Sir ! ” said Upton, springing from his chair, as his blood mounted to 
his face and temples, “ did you mean that expression to apply to mo ? ” 

“Sit down, Mr. Upton, for tho lovo of Heaven! Sit down: do sir: 
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his Lordship never meant it at all. See. now. I’ll pay the money myself. 
Give me a pen and ink. m give you a cheque on the hank this- minute. 
What the devil signifies a trifle like that? ” stammered out poor Paul, aa 
he wiped his forehead with his napkin, and looked the very picture of 
terror, “ Yes, my Lord and gentlemen of the jury, we agree to pay the 
whole costs of this suit.” 


A perfect roar of laughter interrupted the worthy attorney, and as it 
ran from one end of the table to the other, seemed to promise a happier 
issue to this unpleasant discussion. 

“ There, now,” said honest Paul, “ the Lord he praised, it is all 
settled ! so let us have another cooper up, and then we‘11 join the ladies.” 

,L Then I understand it thus,” said Lord Dudley: “you pay the money 
for Mr. Upton, and 1 may erase the bet from my book.” 

“ No, sir l ” cried Upton, passionately. “ I pay my own wagers — and 
if you still insist ” 

“No, no, no,” cried several voices ; while, at the same time, to put an 

end at once to any further dispute, the party suddenly rose to repair to 
the drawing-room. 

On passing through the hall, chance, or perhaps design, on Lord 
Dudley s part, brought him beside Upton. “ 1 wish you to understand 
once more,” said he, in a low whisper, “ that I consider this bet to hold.” 
“ Be it so,” was the brief reply, and they separated. 

O’Grady and myself, having dined that day in the country, only 
arrived in the Rooneys’ drawing-room as the dinner-party was entering it. 
Contrary to their wont, there was less of loud talking, less of uproarious 
and boisterous mirth, as they came up the stairs, than usual. O'Grady 
remarked this to me afterwards. At the time, however, I paid but little 
attention to it. The fact was, my thoughts were principally running in 
another channel. Certain inuendoes of Lord Dudley de Verc, certain 
broad hints he had ventured upon even before Mrs. Rooney, had left upon 
my mind a kind of vague, undecided impression that, somehow or other 
I was regarded as their dupe. Miss Bollew’s manner was certainly more 
cordial, more kind to me than to any of the others who visited the house 
The Rooneys themselves omitted nothing to humour my caprices and 

alone^rith^T afforJm g ®e, at all times, opportunities of being 

back Could tiT* J °^ mne m ^ er walks > and accompanying her on horse, 
whtk Gre 6 anythin S “ this? Was this the quarter in 

han&i " 

an It! e?r^e P coTf 3 ' P ' eCn ' f ^ t^” afforded me 

mixture of Ldl JX! confu61on of ranks and classes ; its 

versation ^ and clt Y Canties ; the discordant tone of con- 

blooming dathtefofaZ ^ ™ 5 ' he of ; the 

glassea:” whi ! the wifi • m nyores8 talking “ fashion and the musical 

1 ess Bclon °t a n ®ble house was endeavouring 
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to pass himself off aa a aayer of good things— these now, however, 

afforded me neither interest nor pleasure : bent solely upon one thought, 

eager alone to ascertain how far Louisa Bellew’a manner towards me 

was the fruit of artifice, or the offspring of an artless and unsuspecting 

mind, I left O'Grady to entertain a whole circle of turbaned ladies, 

while I directed my course towards the little boudoir where Louisa 
usually sat. 

In a house where laxity of etiquette and a freedom of manner pre- 
vailed to the extent I have mentioned, Miss Belle w’s more cautious and 
reserved demeanour was anything but popular ; and as there was no lack 
of beauty, men found it more suitable to their lounging and indolent 
habits to engage those in conversation who were less exacting in their 
demands for respect, and were equally merry themselves as mercifully 
disposed when the mirth became not only easy but free. 

Miss Bellew, therefore, was permitted to indulge many of her tastes 
unmolested ; and, as one of these wa3 to work at embroidery in the small 
room in question, few persons intruded themselves upon her ; and even 
they hut for a short time, as if merely paying their required homage to 
a member of the family. 

As I approached the door of the boudoir, my surprise was not a little 
to hear Lord Dudley de Vere’s voice, the tones of which, though 
evidently subdued by design, had a clear distinctness that made them 
perfectly audible where I stood. 

“ Eh I you can’t mean it, though ’( ’Pon my soul it is too had ! You 
know I shall lose my money if yon persist.” 

“ I trust Lord Dudley de Vere is too much of a gentleman to make 
my unprotected position in this house the subject of an insolent wager; 
I’m sure nothing in my manner could ever have given encouragement to 
such a liberty'.” 

“ There now ; I knew you didn’t understand it. Tho whole thing 

was a chance; the odds were at least eighteen to ono against you hal 

ha ! I mean in your favour. Devilish good mistake that of mine. They 
were all shaken up in a hat. You sec there was no collusion — could be 
none.” 

“ My Lord, this impertinence becomes past enduring ; and if you 
persist ” 

“ Well, then, why not enter into the joke ? It’ll be a devilish 
expensive one to me if you don’t, that I promise you. What a con- 
founded fool I was not to draw out when Upton wished it I D n it ! I 

ought to have known there is no trusting to a woman.” As he said this, 
he walked twice or thrice hurriedly to and fro, muttering as he went, 
with ill-suppressed passion, “ Laughed at, d— n me ! that I shall be all 
over the kingdom. To lose the money is had enough ; but tho ridicule 
of the thing, that’s tho devil ! Stay, Miss Bellew, stop one minute; I 
have another proposition to make. Begad I I see nothing else for it. 


from jest to earnest. h ' 

This, you know, was all a humbug ; mere joke, nothing more. Now, I 
can’t stand the way I shall be quizzed about it at all. So, here goes . 
han" me if I don’t make the proposition in real earnest ! There now, 
say yes at once, and we’ll see if I can’t turn the Laugh against them 
There was a pause for an instant, and then Miss Bellew spoke. I would 
have given worlds to have seen her at that moment ; hut thr* tone of her 

voice, firm and unshaken, sank deep into my heart. 

“My Lord,” Baid she, “this must now cease; but, as your Lordship 
is fond of a wager, I have one for your acceptance. The sum shall bo 
your own choosing. Whatever it be, I stake it freely,- that, as I walk 
from this room, the first gentleman I meet — you like a chance, my Lord, 
and you Bhall have one— will chastise you before the world for your un- 
worthy, unmanly insult to a weak and unoffending girl. 

As she spoke, she sprang from the room, her eyes flashing with indignant 
fire ; while her cheeks, pale as death, and her heaving throat attested how 
deep was her passion. As she turned the corner of the door her eyes met 
mine. In an instant the truth flashed upon her mind. She knew I had 
overheard all that passed ; she gasped painfully for breath, her lips moved 
with scarce a sound, a violent trembling shook hor from head to foot, and 
Bhe fell fainting to the ground. 

I followed her with my eyes aa they bore her from the room ; and 
then, without a thought for anything around me, I hurriedly left the 
room, dashed downstairs, and hastened to my quarters in the Castle. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

A NIGHT OF TROUBLE, 

Until the moment when I reached the room and threw mvself into a 

* 

chair, my course respecting Lord Dudley de Yere seemed to present not a 
single difficulty. The appeal so unconsciously made to me by Misa Bellew-, 
not less than my own ardent inclination, decided me on calling him out. 
No sooner, however, did calm reflection succeed to the passionate excite- 
ment of the moment, than at once I perceived the nicety of my position. 
Under what possible pretext could I avow myself as her champion : not aa 
of her own choosing? for I knew perfectly w-ell that the words she 
uttered were merely intended as a menace, without the slightest idea of 
being acted on. To suffer her name, therefore, to transpire in the affair 
would be to compromise her in the face of the world. Again, the con- 
fusion and terror she evinced when she beheld ine at the door proved to 
me that, perhaps of all others, I was the last person she would havo 
wished to have been a witness to the interview. What was to bo done P 
The very difficulty of the affair only made my determinat ion to go through 
with it the stronger. I have already said my inclination also prompted 
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me to <h, 8 course. Lord Dudley’s manner to me. without being such as 

a . d ™" k „ e s pl< * ,or r es?”ting, had ever been of a superciliou. 
and almost offensive character. (.1/ there he anything which more deeply 

than another wounds our self-esteem, it is the assumed superiority of 

hose whom we heartily despise/) More than once he ventured upon 

mting at the plans of the Rodneys respecting me, suggesting that 

their civilities only concealed a deeper object ; and all this he did with a 

tone of half-msolence, that irritated mo ton times more than an open 
aliront. r 


Often and often had I promised myself that a day of retribution must 

come. Agam and again did I lay this comfort to my heart : that one 

ime or other hie habitual prudence would desert him; that his 

trangression would exceed the narrow line that separates an impertinent 

freedom from an insult; and then Now, this time had come at last. 

Such a chance might not again present itself, and must not be thrown 
away. 

M> reasonings had come to this point, when a tremendous knocking 
at my door, and a loud shout of “ Jack I Jack Hinton ! ” announced 
O’Grady. This was fortunate. He was the only man whom I knew well 
enough to consult in such a matter; and, of all others, he was the one on 
whose advice and counsel I could place implicit reliance. 

“ What the deuce is all this, my dear Hinton ? ” said he, as he grasped 
my hand in both his, “ I was playing whist with the tabbies when it 
occurred, and saw nothing of the whole matter. She fainted, didn’t she ? 
What the deuce could you have said or done?” 

“ Could I have said or done ? What do you mean, O'Grady ? ” 
“Come, come, be frank with me; what was it? If you are in a 
scrape, I am not the man to leave you in it.” 

“ First of all,” said I, assuming with all my might a forced and 

simulated composure—" first of all, tell me what you heard in the drawing- 
room.” 

“ What I heard ? Egad, it was plain enough. In the beginning, a 
young lady came souse down upon tho floor— screams and smelling- 
bottles followed— a general running hither and thither ; in which con- 
fusion, by-the-by, our adversaries contrived to manage a new deal, though 
I had four by honours in my hand. Old Miss Macan upset my markers, 

drank my negus, and then fainted off herself, with a face like an apothe- 
cary’s rose.” 

“Yes, yes; but,” said I, impatiently, “what of Miss Bellew?” 

“ What of her ? That you must know beat. You know, of course, 
what occurred between you.” 

"My dear O’Grady,” said I, with passionate eagerness, "do be 

explicit. What did they say in the drawing-room P What turn has been 
given to this affair ? ” 

“ Faith ! I can’t tell you ; I am as much in the durk 


ns my neighbours. 
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After the lady was carried out and you ran away, they all began talking 
it over. Some said you had been proposing an elopement ; others said you 
hadn’t. The Rileys swore you had asked to have your picture back again ; 
and old Sirs. Ram, who had planted herself behind a curtain to overhoar 
all, forgot, it seems, that the window was open, and caught such a cold in 
her head, and such a deafness, that she heard nothing. She says, how- 
ever, that your conduct was abominable j and, in fact, my dear Hinton, 
the whole thing is a puzzle to us all.” 

And Lord Dudley de Vcre,” said I, “ did he offer no explanation ? ” 

“Oh, yes — something pretty much in his usual stylo: pulled up his 
stock, ran his fingers through his hair, and muttered some indistinct 
phrases about lovers’ quarrels.” 

“ Capital I ” exclaimed I, with delight ; “ nothing could be better — 
nothing more fortunate than this I Now, O’Grady, listen to my version 
of the matter, and then tell me how to proceed in it.” I here detailed to 
my friend every circumstance that hud occurred, from the moment of my 
entering to my departure from the drawing-room. 

“ As to the wager,” said I, “ what it was, when made, and with whom, 
I know not.” 

“ Yes, yes ; I know all that,” interrupted O’ Grady ; “I have the whole 
thing perfectly before me. Now, let us see what is to be done ; and first 
of all, allow me to ring the bell for some sherry and water — that’s the 
head and front of a consultation.” 


When O’Grady had mixed his glass, sipped, corrected, and sipped 
again, he heat the bars of the grate a few momenta contemplatively with 
the poker, and then turning to me, gravely said, “ We must parade him, 
Jack, that’s certain. Now for the how. Our friend Dudley is not much 
given to fighting, and it will be rather difficult to obtain his consent. Indeed, 
if it had not been for the insinuation ho threw out, after you had left the 
room, I don’t well see how you could push him to it.” 

“Why, my dear O’Grady, wasn’t there quite cause enough? ” 

Plenty, no doubt, my dear Jack, as far as feeling goes ; but there are 
innumerable cases in this life which, like breaches of trust in law, escape 
with slight punishment.!; Not, but that, when you owe a man a grudge, 
5 ou have it always in your power to make him sensible of it ; and among 
gentlemen there is the same intuitive perception of a contemplated 
collision as you see at a dinner-party, when one fellow puts hiB hand on 
a decanter his friend at the end of the table smiles, and cries, ‘ With 

p _e> my y . There is one thing, however, in your favour.” 

“ is that ? ” said I, eagerly. 

^ l0St Ms wa S er: tha t’s pretty clear ; and, as that won’t 
improve his temper, it’s possible— mind, I don’t say more— but it’g 

posable ho may fool bettor disposed to turn his irritation into viar 

wots of prMCSS in meta P h ys;<*l chomistry than the world 

wots of. undor tho circumstances, tho host thing to do, a. it strike, mo. 
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ie to try the cause, a* our friend Paul would say, on the general issue 
That is to wait on De Vore ; tell him we wish to have a meeting- that 
after what has passed-that's a sweet phrase, isn’t it? and has got more 

&r P a3 e 2r° n " d0 ° r , tl l an an ? other 1 know-that after 

better He > i '*? 18unavoidable » and the sooner it comes off the 
better. He can t help referring me to a friend, and he can scarcely find 

nj one a wont see the thing with our eyes. It’s quite clear Miss 
e lew s name must be kept out of the matter. And now, my boy if you 

me f ’ ‘ eave the " hole <•*>* in my hands, tumble into bed, and 
go to sleep as fast as you can/* ^ 

“I leave it all to you, Phil,” said I, shaking his hand warmly; “and, 
to prove my obedience. I'll bo in bed in ten minutes ” ^ 

.uZ Gt *t-' f ni !‘ K ' d ‘I* deCan ‘ er of sherrv - up his coat, and, 

apping his boot with his cane, sauntered downstairs, whistling an Irish 
quick step as he went. 6 

When I had half accomplished my undressing, I sat down before the 
fire, and, unconsciously to myself, fell into a train of musing about my 
present condition I was very young ; knew little of the world : the 
very character of my education had been so much under the eye and 
direction of my mother that my knowledge was even less than that of 
the generality ot young men of my own time of life. It is not surprising, 
then if the events which my new career hurried so rapidly one upon 
another, in some measure confused me. Of duelling I hud,' of course 
heard repeatedly, and had learnt to look upon the necessity of it as more 
or less imperative upon every man in the outset of his career. Such was 
m a great measure, the tone of the day; and the man who attained a 
certain period of life without having had at least one affair of honour 
was rather suspected of using a degree of prudent caution in his conduct 
w ith the world than of following the popular maxim of the period, which 
said, “ Be always ready with the pistol.” 

The affair with Lord George, therefore, I looked upon rather as a 
lucky hit ; I might as well make my debut with him as with any other. 
So much, then, for the prejudices of the period. Now for my private 
feelings on the subject ; they were, I confess, anything but satisfactory. 
Without at all entering into any anticipation I might have felt as to 
the final result, I could not avoid feeling ashamed of myself for my total 
ignorance about the whole matter ; not only, as I have said, had I never 
seen a duel, hut I never had fired a pistol twice in my life. I was 
naturally a nervous fellow, and the very idea of firing, at a word, would 
I knew, render me more so. My dread that the peculiarity* of my 
constitution might be construed into want of courage increased my 
irritability ; while I felt that my endeavour to acquit myself with all the 
etiquette and punctilio of the occasion would inevitably lead me to the 
commission of some mistake or blunder. 

And then, as to my friends at home: what would my father say? 
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His notions on the subject I knew wero very rigid, and only admitted tho 
necessity of an appeal to arms as the very last resort. What account 
could I give him sufficiently satisfactory of nty reasons for going out ? How 
would ray mother feel, with all her aristocratic prejudices, when she heard 
of the society where the affair originated — when some glowing description 
of the Rooneys should reach her r — and this, some kind friend or other 
was certain to undertake — and, worse than all, Lady Julia, my high-born 
cousin, whose beauty and sarcasm had inspired me with a mixture of 
admiration and dread. How should I ever bear the satirical turn she 
would give the whole affair P her malice increased, as it would be, by 
the fact that a young and pretty girl was mixed up in it ; for somehow, 
I must confess, a kind of half -flirtation had always subsisted between my 
cousin and me ; her beauty, her wit, her fascinating manner, rendering 
me ut times over head and ears in love with her: while at others, the 
indifference of her manner towards me, or, still worse, tho ridicule to 
which she exposed me, would break the spell and dissipate the enchant- 
ment, Thoughts like these were far from assuring me, and contributed 
but little towards that confidence in myself I stood so much in need of. 
And, again, what if I were to fall P As this thought settled on my mind, 
I resolved to write home— not to my father, however. I felt a kind of 
constraint about unburdening myself to him at such a moment. My 
mother was equally out of the question ; in fact, a letter to her could only 
be an apologetic narrative of my life in Ireland; softening down what 
she would call the atrocities of my associates, and giving a kind of 
Rembrandt tint to the Rooneys, which might conceal tho more vivid 
colouring of their vulgarity. At such a moment I had no heart for this * 
such tnllmg would ill suit me now. To Lady Julia, then, I determined to 
wnte , she knew me well. Besides, I felt that, when I was no more, the 
hndhness of her nature would prevail, and sho would remember me hut 
as the btUe lover that brought her flowers from the conservatory • that 
wote letters to her from Eton ; that wore her picture round his n« k at 

t his was tho Hml ♦ y \ T picture 1 M »» my possession: 
thotime to restore it. I opened my writing desk and took it out 

I was a Stonge love-gift, painted when she was barely ten years old 

0 XTSLYr ""I 5 ' f““* WU1 ‘ ** W straight regularity 

developed' m e futo £* “T* '°° k ^ 

incinient sniHt d ^ bght curl of the H P that betrayed the 

1 placed [he miniature^ before mf ‘a ** '" ,8 VCry 

carried away bv tho illusion of th ’ * ° yCS '‘I ,nc >*• while, 

proffered affection while T j- 1 turst luto a rhapsody of 

my intimacy with Miss Bellow might pvf^TtWs" I impu,<,t . io " 

ids 

before the lire. * d 7 * and once raore mt down moodily 
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The Castle clock struck two • t t a + , 
myself at not having complied ' wfth Xj, P ’ "T What ° l 

threw myself on my bod, and feU sornda^o t ° nd •» »“« 

upon my mind of a threatened calamitv P ' f° m ° confus e<l impression 
dreams ; and more than once gl °° my * >U my 

about me. The flickering and nncer^n m “ * start - «"d looked 
atrange and goblin shapes upon "he taU Sf "' A* 16 d J*W ^bers threw 
window curtains waved mournfullv to « ! t J ° n th ° o!d oak floor - The 
pierced the openings of the worn casements’ ”1 i- h ° “ Shing ni S ht “ind 
sympathy, to my gloom and depression ■ ami ’ A',. somo “"known 
myself from these foolish fancies and 'am ^ " th .°“? h 1 quickly rallied 
always again to wake with the sam^, ° , Sank Into slumle >'. it was 
the same sighs and sounds about me TownT Unpre8sio " 3 ’ and "‘h 
fell into a deep, unbroken sleep from which r ^ mom,n S’ at length, I 
Of some one rudely drawing my curtains T lIT I, . Wr ‘ , '' 0,led lj y ‘he "oise 
ejes; it was Corny Delanv who with" 0 'ed up, as I rubbed my 
and a little bag in his hand stood evil “ m ® h °® an y box “"der his arm 
habitual ill temper was 

pity. n ft s,1 ght mixture of scorn and 

“ sSo you are awake at last ! ” said he * « f .ith , 
and —this he muttered between his Wh ( f h ’ and >’ ou sIec P sound 
you’IJ sleep to-morrow nirht Thn -T* ™ yhe iVa soun der 

o'clock, and it’s near eight now bld ™ call you at seven 

wouldn’t get up t 0 ope f the door b a ”J Ufird of a servant of yours 

puffed a few mouthfuls of smoke through ^*1° V7 ° f ** oufside > and 
« Well don* rva . r! trough the keyhole !” 

« Whe^s ho ? BUt Where ’ S tbe Captain ? ” 

maybe in £££%%££ t 'T*'' *** «» watehhouse, 

troth ; there’s ^y . phTS a'". ° f"*’ “»*— Oeh,’ 

them. Them’s the tools, well oiled^ I nut ^ h ' m aay ol 

.. jAvhl v r 70,1 S °‘ m the hag, Corny f ■’ 
aybe joull gee time cnounh Tt’s ff, 0 r 

and the bandages, and the tum-an’-twist.” Thi's be ft ^ ckin «-P la8ter . 
Ueluny for M tourniquet. 1 ' “And faith it’ ' ‘ * known . was the 

hag to ; his honour the judge had ft made" toZZ Z *° /”“• ' h ° ““ e 
"gli, ugh ! a bloody little bag it always was 1 Mama’s 1 *?’ Ugh> 

poor creatures in the dock have to hold on tk the t,mo 1 see tho 

him put hia hands in it ! It’s not luckv th ^ ° nben tho y’d see 

T hrandy-and-water, and a Wt o, L TP® \ 7 ° U 

always gives them the first time they no out tin 11 " tho Ca P (ai " 

» cup of chocolate with a spoonful of whisky is » o„ ‘ hcy “ re u3 °d to it, 

1 could scarce restrain a smile at the notion fl ."® ’ * he ’ ,<lnd -” 
duel, though, I confess, there seemed somethit Iet, ng a man for a 

about it. However, resolved to give Cornv Tf 8 ei “ s3,ve l}' bloodthirsty 
coolness, I said, ” Let me have the chocolate at^pllTg^." ^ “ 7 
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He gave a grin a demon might have envied, as he mutterod to himself, 
“He wants to try and die game, ugh, ugh!” With theso words he 
waddled out of the room to prepare my breakfast ; his alacrity certainly 
increased by the circumstance in which ho was employed, 

No sooner I was alone than I opened tho pistol-case to examine the 
weapons ; they were, doubtless, good ones ; but a ruder, more ill- fashioned, 
clumsy pair it would be impossible to conceive. The stock, which 
extended nearly to tho end of the barrel, was notched with grooves for 
the fingers to fit in; the whole terminating in an uncouth knob, inlaid 
with small pieces of silver, which at first I imagined were purely orna- 
mental. On looking closer, however, I perceived that each of them con- 
tained a name and a date, with an ominous phrase beneath, which ran 
thus : “ Hilled ! ” or thus : “ Wounded ! ” 


“ Egad,” thought I, “they are certainly the coolest peoplo in tho 
world in this island, and havo the strangest notions withal of cheering a 
man’s courage ! ” It wa3 growing late, meanwhile ; so that, without fur- 
ther loss of time, I sprang out of bed, and set about dressing, huddling 
my papers and Julia’s portrait into my writing-desk. I threw into tho 
fire a few letters, and was looking about my room lest anything should 
have escaped me, when suddenly the quick movement of horses’ feet on 
t e pavement beneath drew me to the window. As I looked out, I could 
.lust catch a glimpse of O’Grady’s figure as he sprang from a high tandem ; 

I then beard his foot as he mounted the stairs, and the next moment he 
was knocking at my door. 

! cned y Jove » 1 have had a night of it! Help 

me off with the coat, Jack, and order breakfast, with any number of 

mutton chops you please ; I nover felt so voracious in my life Early 

r 0 s ;iTi‘ bo a bad tbins for tb ° hKath > a 

While I was giving my necessary directions, O’Gradv stirred .re th„ 

*’ d T W C . hal a Cl w 10 it ’ anJ Panting his feet upon tho fended and 
expanding his hands before tho blaze, called out— * ’ “ 

“Tcs, yes, quite right: cold ham and a devilled dr,, re .Hal, v „ 

means: tho mulled claret must havo nothinehnf ala , .. ^ a “ 

apple in it ; and, mind, don’t let ZS “ d “ 8bco of P™’ 

are fifty times better in Moselle: we’ll havo ,, “ ej [ s m cham P“e ne 1 tllo y 
there, now, shut the door • there’s a , Q champagne au tiaturcl: 

cold stairekse. 1, cote’ oreTmy bov I °* U C0 "“ «P tb “‘ 

to begin; After I parted with vou T » } aU tho news » a ^d 

and heard that he had just channel’ b !° Voro ’ 8 quarters, 

etreet; I followed immediately but aainlwv ? ver to Clare- 

just five minutes before, with Watson of "tH V tn, that 

the hotels near: this von i__. . . e n ^th, who lives in one of 

told mo they were to hk hack te hllf ! ! r® i^ 0038 ’ “ nd > “ ‘toy 
with Darcy and tho rest of there i” ho r ’ 1 cut mto * rubber of whist 

0f them ’ "tore, what between losing heavily, 
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and waiting for those fellows, [ never got up till half-past four ; which I 
did, minus Paul’s cheque, all the loose cash about me, and a hill for one 
hundred and thirty to Vaughan. Pleasant, all that, wasn’t it ? Monk, 
who took my place, told mo that De Verc and Watson were gone out to- 
gether to the Park, where I should certainly find them. Off then I set 
for the Phoenix, and just as I was entering the gate of the lodge, a chaise, 
covered with portmanteaus and hat-boxes, drovo past me ; I had just time 
to catch a glimpse of De Vere’s face, as the light fell suddenly upon it ; I 
turned as quickly as possible, and gave chase down Barrack-street ; wo 
flew, he leading, and I endeavouring to keep up ; but my poor hack was 
bo done up, between waiting at the dub and the sharp drive, that I found 
we couldn’t keep up the pace ; fortunately, however, a string of coal cars 
blocked up Esscx-bridge, upon which my friend carno to a check, and I 
also. I jumped out immediately, and running forward, just got up in the 
nick, as they were once more about to move forward. ‘ Ah ! Dudley,’ 
cried I, * I’ve had a sharp run for it, but by good fortune have found you 
at last-.’ I wish you had seen his face as I said these words ; he leaned 
forward in the carriage, so as completely to prevent Watson, who was 
w'ith him, overhearing w r hat passed. 

“ ‘ May I ask,’ said he, endeavouring to get up a little of his habitual 
coolness — ‘may I ask, what so very pressing has sent you in pursuit of 
mei’ 

“ ‘Nothing which should cause your present uneasiness,’ replied I, in 
a tone and a look he could not mistake. 

** ‘ Eh— aw ! don’t take you exactly ; anything gone wrong ? ’ 

“ ‘ You’ve a capital memory, my Lord, when it suits you: pray call it 
to your aid for a few moments, and it will save us both a deal of trouble. 
My business with you is on the part of Air. Hinton, and I have to request 
you will at once refer me to a friend.’ 

“ ‘ Eh ! you want to fight ? is that it ? I Bay, Watson, they want to 
make a quarrel out of that foolish affair I told you of.’ 

“ ‘ Is Major Watson your friend on this occasion, my Lord ? * 

“‘No; oh no, that is, I didn’t say — I told Watson how they walked 
into me for three hundred at Hooney’s — must confess I deserved it richly 
for dining among such a set of fellows ; and, as I’vo paid the money and 
cut the whole concern, I don’t see what more’s expected of me.’ 

“ ‘ We have very little expectation, my Lord, but a slight hope that 
you’ll not disgrace the cloth you wear, and the profession you follow.* 

“*I say, Watson, do you think I ought to take notice of these 
words ? ’ 

“ ‘ Would your Lordship like them stronger ? ’ 

“‘One moment, if you please, Captain O’Grady,’ said Major Watson, 
as, opening the door of tho chaise, ho sprang out. 1 Lord Dudley de Vero 
has detailed to me, and of course correctly, tho whole of his hist night’s 
proceedings. Ho has expressed himself as ready and anxious to apologise 
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to your friend for any offence he may have given him : in fact, that thoir 
families are in some way connected, and any falling out would bo a very 
unhappy thing between them. ; and, last of all, Lord Dudley has resignod 
his appointment as aide-de-camp, and resolved on leaving Ireland. In two 
Hours more he will sail from this; so I trust that, under every circum- 
stance, you will see the propriety of not pressing the affair any further.* 

“ * With the apology ’ 

“ 1 That, of course,* said Watson. 

<<f I say,’ cried De Vere, ‘we shall bo late at the Pigeon- house : it’s 
half-past seven.* 

“Watson whispered a few words into his ear; he was silent for a 
second, and a slight crimson flush settled on his cheek. 

“ ‘ It won’t do for me if they talk of this afterwards ; but tell him— I 
mean Hinton — that I am sorry ; that is, I wish him to forgive ’ 

“‘There, there,’ said I, impatiently, ‘drive on; that is quite 
enough.’ 


“The next moment the chaise was out of sight, and I leaned against 
the balustrade of the bridge, with a sick feeling at my heart 1 nevor felt 
before. Vaughan came by at the moment with his tandem ; so I made 
him turn about and set me down ; and here I am, my boy, now that my 

qualmishness has passed off, ready to oat you out of house and home if the 
means would only present themselves.” 


Here ended OGrady's narrative, and, as breakfast very shortly after 
made its appearance, our conversation dropped into broken, disjointed 
sen cnees ; the burden of which, on his part, was, that although no man 

relh thanT 77 r WU< l e b ° m thC h0Useh0lJ the garrison gene- 
rally than myself for being the means of exporting Lord George yet that 

fctty and" rton The o' 7%"“ 77 6 ' JOuld bc “lade to prevont’puh- 
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and yourself; and now that I am giving advice, just give me another 
cutlet. I say, Corny, any hot potatoes ? ” 

“Thioi was hot a while ago,” said Corny, without taking his hands 
from his pockets. 

\\ ell, it is pleasant to know even that. Put that pistol-case back 
again. Ah ! there goes Vaughan ; I want a word with him.” 

So saying, he sprang up and hastened downstairs. 

did ho say I was to do with the pistols P ” said Corny, as he 
polished the case with the ample cuff of his coat. 

“ You to put them by— wo shan’t want them this morning.” 

“ there is to be no dowil, after all,” said he, with a most fiendish 
grin. “ Ugh, ugh ! didn t I know it ? Ye’a come from the wrong side of 
the water for that. Its little powder ye blaze, for all your talking.” 

Taking out one of the pistols as ho spoke, ho examined the lock for a 
few minutes patiently, and then muttered to himself — “ Wasn’t I right to 
put in the ould flints ? The devil a more ye’d be doing, I guessed, nor 
making a flash in the pan ! ” 

It was rather difficult, even with every allowance for Mr. DeLmy's 
temper, to submit to his insolence patiently. After all, there was nothing 

, r ^ r ^ was even greater in reply than attack, and 
any rejoinder on my part would unquestionably have made me fare the 
worse. Endeavouring, therefore, to hum a tune, I strolled to the window 
and looked out; while the imperturbable Corny, opening the opposite? 
sash, squibbed off both pistols previous to replacing them in the box. 

I cannot say what it was in the gesture and the action of tins little 
fiend, but, somehow, the air of absurdity thus thrown over our quarrel by 
this ludicrous termination hurt me deeply ; and Corny’s face, as ho 
snapped the trigger, was a direct insult. All my self-respect, all my self- 
approval, gave way in a moment, and I could think of nothing but Cross 
Corny’s commentary on my courage. 

“ Yes,” said I, half aloud, “ it is a confounded country ! If for no- 
thing else, that every class and condition of man thinks himself capable 
to pronounce upon his neighbour. Hard drink and duelling are the 
national penates ; and Heaven help him who does not adopt the religion 
of the land ! My English servant would as soon have thought of criti- 
cising a chorus of Euripides as my conduct ; and yet this little wretch 
not only does so, but does it to my face, superadding a sneer upon my 
country.’’ 

This, like many other of my earlj* reflections on Ireland, had its grain 
of truth and its bushel of fallacy ; and before I quitted the land I learned 
to make the distinction. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


THE PARTING. 


From motives of delicacy towards Miss Bellow, I did not call that day at 
the Rooneys’. For many months such an omission on my part had never 
occurred. Accordingly, when O’Grudy returned at night to the Castle, 
he laughingly told me that the house was in half-mourning. Paul sat 
moodily over his wine, scarce lifting his head, and looking what he lam- 
self called nonsuited. Mrs. Paul, whose grief was always in the active 
mood, sobbed, hiccupped, gulped, and waved her anns as if she had lost a 
near relative. Miss Bellow did not appear at all ; and Phil discovered 
that she had written home that morning, requesting her father to send 
for her without loss of time. “ The affair, ns you see,’’ continued 
O’Grady, “ has turned out ill for all parties. Dudley has lost his post, you 
your mistress, and I my money : a pretty good illustration how much 
mischief a mere fool can at any moment make in society.” 

It was about four o’clock in the afternoon when I mounted my horse 
to ride over to Stephen’s -green. As I passed slowly along Dame-street, 
my attention was called to a Largo placard, which, in front of a house 
opposite the lower Castle gate, had attracted a considerable crowd around 
it. I was spared the necessity of stopping to read by the hoarse shout of 
a mffian, who elbowed his way through the mob, carrying on one 

arm a mass of printed handbills; the other hand he held beside his mouth, 
to aid the cncigj of his declamation. " Hero s tho full and true account,” 
cried he, “ of tho bloody and mo-lan-cho-ly duel that tuk place 
yesterday morning in the Phaynix Park between Lord Dudley do Vcro 

and Mr. Hinton, two edge-du-congs to his Grace tho Lord-Liftinint, wid 
all the particulars, for one ha’penny.” 

."Here’s the whole correspondence between the Castle bucks,” shouted 

a nval publisher,— the Colburn to this Bentley,— “ wid a beautiful now 
song to an old tune : 

* Bang it up, bang it up 
To the lady in the Green.’ ” 


' e me one, if you please, said a motherly-looking woman in a 
grey cloak. ' ° 

- .* ‘*f°» ma ’ am ; » P enn y>” responded the vendor. "The bloody fight 
r a in penny . \ hat! ” said he, “ would you have an Irish melody and 
the picture of an illigant female for a copper ? ” 

“ us the son S> Peter,” called out another. 

horefi T ^ *i “ ! P as sionatcly, as, driving tho spurs into my 

b to m t No t' ,S th °, ? SSed m01 ’’ gating Ld overturning “u 
otforo me. Not, however, before I was recognised ; and, as I cantered 
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down the street, a shout of derision, and a hailstorm of offensive epithet! 
followed mo as I went. 

It was, I confess, some time before I recovered my equanimity enough 
to think of my visit. For myself, individually, I cared little or nothing; 
but who could tell in what form these things might reach my friends in 
England ? How garbled ! how exaggerated ! how totally perverted I — and 
then, too, Miss Bellew ! It was evident that she was alluded to. I trembled 
to think that her name, polluted by the lips of such wretches as these, 
should be cried through the dark alleys and purlieus of the capital — u 
scoff and a mockery among the very outcasts of vice ! 

As I turned the comer of Grafton -street a showy carriage with four 
grey horses passed me by. I knew it was the Rooney equipage, and, 
although for a moment I was chagrined that tho object of my visit was 
defeated, on second thoughts I satisfied myself that, perhaps, it was 
quite as well ; so I rode on to leave my card. On reaching the door, 
from which already some visitors were turning away, I discovered 
that I had forgotten my ticket -case ; so I dismounted to write my namo 
in the visiting-book : for this observance among great people Mrs. 
Rooney had borrowed, to the manifest horror and dismay of many respect- 
able citizens. 

“ A note for you, sir,” said the butler, in his most silvery accent, as 
he placed a small sealed billet in my hand. I opened it hastily. It 
contained hut two lines: “ Miss Bellew requests Mr. Hinton will kindly 
favour her with a few moments’ conversation at an early opportunity.” 

“ Is Mi&s Bellew at home ’( ” 

“Yes, sir,” said the servant, who stood waiting to precede mo up. 
stairs, and announce me. 

“Mr. Hinton,” said the man ; and the words echoed in the empty 
drawing-room as lie closed the door behind me : the next moment 1 heard 
the rustle of a silk dress, and Miss Bellew came out of the boudoir and 
walked towards me. Contrary to her usual habit — which was to hold 
out her hand to me— she now came timidly, hesitatingly forward, her 
eyes downcast, and her whole air and appearance indicating not only the 
traces of sorrow, but of physical suffering. 

“ Mr. Hinton,” said she, in a voice every accent of which vibrated in 
my heart, “ 1 have taken the liberty to usk a few moments’ interview with 
you, for, although it is not only probable, but almost certain, we shall not 
meet again, yet I wish to explain certain portions of my conduct, and, 
indeed, to make them the reason of a favour I have to ask at your hand.” 

“ Permit me to interrupt you for a moment,” said I. “It is evident 
how painful the matter you would speak of is to you : you have no need 
of explanation, least of all to me. By accident, I overheard that which, 
however high my esteem for Miss Bellew before, could but elevate her in 
my eyes. Puss then at once, I beseech you, to what you call a favour : 
there is no service you can seek for ” 


“ VALE! VALE!" 
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“ I thank you,” replied she, in a voice scarcely articulate ; “ you have, 
indeed, spared me much, in not asking mo to speak of what it vs misery 
enough to remember; hut it is not the first time my unprotected position 
in this house has exposed me to outrage, though assuredly it shall ho 
the last.” The tone of indignation she spoko in supplied her with 
energy as she hurriedly continued : “Already, Mr. Hinton, persons have 
dared to build a scandal upon the frail foundation of this insolent wager. 
Your name has been mixed up with it in such a way that no possible 
intercourse could exist between us without being construed into evidence 
of a falsehood ; therefore, I have made up my mind to ask you to dis- 
continue your visits here for the few days I may yet remain. I have 
already written home — the answer may arrive the day after to-morrow ; 
and, while I feel that I but ill repay the hospitality and kindness I have 
received and have met with, in closing the door to a most valued guest, 
a am assured you will understand and approve iny motives, and not refuse 
me my request.” 


Delighted at the prospect of being in some way engaged in her 
service, I had listened with a throbbing heart up to the moment she con- 
cluded. Nothing could so completely overthrow all my hopes as these 
last few T words. Seeing my silence and my confusion — for I knew nut 
what to say — she added, in a slightly tremulous voice : 

“ 1 am sorry, Mr. Hinton, that my little knowledge of the world should 
have led mo into this indiscretion. I perceive from your manner that 1 
have asked a sacrifice you are unwilling to make : I ought to have known 
that habit 3 have their influence as well as inclinations, and that this 
house being the resort of your friends ” 


“ Oh, how much— how cruelly you have mistaken me ! Not on this 
account— not for such reasons as you suppose— did I hesitate in my 
reply ; far from it ; indeed, the very cause which made me a frequent 
visitor of this house is tliat which now renders me unable to answer you.” 
A slight flush upon her cheek and a tremulous motion of her lip pre- 
vented my adding more. “Fear not, Miss Bellow,” said I— “fear not 
from me ; however different the feeling that would prompt it, no speech 
of mine shall cause you pain to listen to, however the buried thought 
may rack m y own bosom. You shall have your request : good-byo.” ° ' 

” Aay, nay, not so,” said she, as she raised her handkerchief to her 
eyes, and gave a soft, but sickly smile ; “ you mustn’t go without my 
Umvkmg you for all your kindneas. It may so chauco that ono day or 

ol whomvn, h' 1 S, V hf! 7 Ud wc8t : i£ so > l >rn y don’t forgot that my father, 
of * ho,u you have heard me speak so much, u-ould be but too happy to 

eon“ ”“ nC h,: > :^u“, S ° his daughter; and if that day should 

“ >' 0 7 0t t0 £ «-m ,-hat you may see of mo therc'That l hare 

m aLem“ though 7 sfl up 7" *»* ^on 

Q o b ^ n0lther m dress nor deportment will 
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testify in my favour; and so good-bye.” She drew her glove from he* 
hand as she spoke. I raised the taper fingers respectfully to my lips, 
and, without venturing another look, muttered “ Good-bye,” and left the 
room. 

As step by step I loitered on the stairs, I struggled with myself against 
the rising temptation to hurry back to her presence, and tell her that, 
although hitherto the fancied security of meeting her every day had 
made me a stranger to my own emotions, the hour of parting had 
dispelled the illusion — the thought of separation had unveiled the 
depths of my heart, and told me that I loved her. Was this true ? It 
was. 


CHAPTER XV. 

THE I.ETTEK THOM HOME. 

Feionino illness to O’ Grady as the reason of my not going to the 
Rooneys', I kept my quarters for several days; during which time it 
required all my resolution to enable me to keep my promise; and scarcely 
an hour of the day went over without my feeling tempted to mount my 
horse, and try if, perchance, I could not catch even a passing look at her 
once more. iliss Belle w was the first woman who had ever treated me as 
a man: this, in itself, had a strong hold on my feelings ; for, after all, 
what flattery is there so artful as that which invests us with a character 
to which we feel in our hearts our pretension is doubtful ? Why has 
college life— why has the army— such a claim upon our gratitude at our 
outset in the world? Is it not tho acknowledgment of our manhood? 
And for the same reason the man who first discounts our bill, and tho 
woman who first receives our addresses, have an unqualified right to our 
regard for evermore. 

It is the sense of what we seem to others that moulds and fashions us 
through life ; and how many a character that seems graven in letters of 
adamant took its type, after all, from some chance or casual circum- 
stance, somo passing remark, some hazarded expression ! We begin by 
simulating a part, and we end by dovetailing it into our nature; thence 
the chango which a first passion works in every young mind. Tho 
ambition to be loved, the desire to win affection, teach us those ways of 
pleasing which, whether real or affected, become part and parcel of 
ourselves. Little know we that in the passion we believe to be tho 
most disinterested, how much of pure egotism is mixed up : and well 
is it for us such is tho case. The imaginary standard we set up before 
ourselves is a goal to strive for, an object of high hope before us ; and 
few, if any, of our bolder enterprises in after lifo have not their birth in 
tho cradle of f’.vst love. 
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Tho accolade, that in olden days by its magic touch converted the 
humble squire into the spurred and belted knight, had no such charm as 
the first beam from a bright eye when, falling upon the hidden depths of 
our heart, it has shown us a mine of rich thoughts, of dazzling hopes, of 
bright desires. This, indeed, is a change ; and who is there, having felt 
it, has not walked forth a prouder and a nobler spirit ? 

Thoughts like these came rushing on my mind as I reflected on my 
passion for Louisa Bellew ; and as I walked my room my heart bounded 
with elation, and my step grew firm in its tread; for I felt that already a 
new influence was beaming on me, a new light was shining upon my path 
in life. Musing thus, I paid but little attention to my servant, who had 
just left a letter upon my table ; my eye, at length, glanced at the address, 
which I perceived was in my mother’s handwriting ; I opened it somewhat 
carelessly, for somehow my dear mother's letters had gradually decreased 
in their interest as my anti-Irish prejudices grew weaker by time; her 
exclusively English notions I could no longer respond to so freely as 
before ; and as I knew tho injustice of some of her opinions, I felt propor- 
tionably disposed to mistrust the truth of many others. The letter, as 
usual, was crossed and re-crossed : for nothing, after all, was so thorough 
a criterion of fashion as a penurious avoidance of postage, and, in conso- 


quence scarcely a portion of the paper was uncovered by ink. The detail 
of balls and dinners, the on dils of the town, tho rumoured changes in tho 
ministry, who was to come in and who to go out, whether Lord Arthur 
got a regiment, or Lady Mary a son, had all become comparatively unin- 
teresting to me. What wo know and what we live in is the world to us ; 
and the arrival of a new bear is as much a matter of interest in tho prairies 
of the Far West as the first night of a new ballet in the circles of PariB. 
In all probability, therefore, after satisfying myself that my friends wero 
well, I should have been undutiful enough to put my mother’s letter to 
bed in a card-rack without any very immediate intention of disturbing its 
slumbers, when suddenly the word Rooney attracted my eyes, and at 
once awakened my curiosity. How the name of these people should have 
come to my mother’s aristocratic ears I could not conceive ; for, although 
I had myself begim a letter about them, yet, on second thoughts, I 

deemed it better to consign it to the fire than risk a discovery by ’no 
means necessary. J J 


I " ow “ t patiently down before the fire, resolved to spell over the 
letter from beginning to end, and sutler nothing to escape me. All her 
letters, like tho preamble of a deed, began with a certain formula- a 
species of lamentation over her wretched health; tho difficulty of her 

fncnltv f C ’ conslsline m 016 absence of all symptoms, had puzzled tho 

ataWi- of I * * * S ~ tU indemcnc ? tho weather, which by some 
fataht, of fortune was sure to he rainy when Dr. V said it ought to 

be fine and oppressively hot when he assured her sho required a bracing 

element ; besides, it was evident the medical men mistook her ease, and 
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what chance had she, with Providence and the College of Physicians 
against her ! Then every one was unkind — nobody believed her sick, or 
thought her valuable life in danger, although from four o'clock in the 
afternoon to the same hour the next morning she was continually before 
their eyes, driving in the Park, visiting, dining, and oven dancing; in 
fact, exerting herself in every imaginable shape and form for the sako of 
an ungrateful world, that had nothing but hollow civilities to show her, 
instead of tears for her sufferings. Skimming my eye rapidly over this, 
I came at length to the well-known paragraph which always concluded 
this exordium, and which I could have repeated by heart, the purport 


of it being simply a prophetic menace of what would be the state, and 
what the feelings, of various persons unknown, when at her demise they 
discovered how unjustly, how ungenerously, how cruelly they had once 
or twice complimented her upon her health and looks during her lifetime. 
The undying remorse of those unfeeling wretches, among whom it was 
very plain my father was numbered, was expatiated upon with much 
force and Christian charity; for as certain joint-stock companies contrive 
in their advertisements to give an apparent stability to their firm by 
quoting some well-known Coutts or Drummond as their hanker, so my 
poor mother, by simply introducing the word “ Providence ” into all 
hor worldly transactions, thought she was discharging tho most rigid of 
Christian duties, and securing a happy retreat for her when that day 
should arrive when neither rouge nor false hair would supply the 
deficiencies of youth, and death should unlock the jaw the dentist had 


furnished. 

After this came the column of Court gossip, the last pun of the Fi'ince, 
and a «j not" of Mr. Canning. “We hope,” continued she, “poor 
Somerset wall go to Madrid as ambassador ; to refuse him would be a 
great cruelty, as bo bas been ordered by his medical men to tr^ a southerly 
climate — hum — ah — Lady Jane to replace Miss Barclay with tho 
Landgravine." Very stupid all this; but come, here we have it, tho 
writing too changes, as if a different spirit had dictated it. “ Two o’clock. 
I’ve just returned from the Grevillcs', seriously ill from the effects of tho 
news that has reached inc. Wretched hoy ! what have you done? What 
frightful career of imprudence have you entered upon? Write to me at 
once; for although I shall take immediate steps for your recall, I shall 
he in' a fever of impatience till you tell mo all about it. 1’oor dear Lord 
Dudley de Vero, how I lovo him for the way he speaks of you ; for 
although, evidently, your conduct to him has been very gross, yet his 
language respecting you is marked, not only by forbearance, but by kind- 
ness. Indeed, lie attributes the spirit you havo manifested to the 
instigation of another member of the staff, whose name, with his habitual 
delicacy, we could not prevail upon him to disclose. >tia account of that 
wretched country is distressing indeed ; the frightful state of society, tho 
barbarism of Die natives, and the frequency of bloodshed. I shall not 
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closo my eyes tonight thinking of you ; though he has endeavoured to 
reassure me by telling us that as the Castle is a strong place, and a con- 
siderable military force always there, you are in comparative safety. 
But, my dear child, who are these frightful Rooneys, with the odious 
house where all this gambling and ruin goes forward ? How feelingl y 
poor Lord Dudley spoke of the trials young men aro exposed to! 1 1 is 
parents have indeed a treasure in him. Rooney appears to be a money- 
lender, a usurer — most probably a Jew. His wretched wife, what can 
she be? and that designing minx, niece, daughter, or whatever this Miss 
Belloo— what a shocking name !— may be ? To think you should havo 
fallen among such people. Lord George’s debts are, they say, very con- 
siderable, all owing, as he assures me, to his 'unfortunate acquaintance 
with this Roonoy, with whom he appears to havo had bill transactions 
for eome time past. If your difficulties were only on the score of money, 
I should think little of it; but a quarrelsome, rancorous spirit, a tasto 
for low company and vulgar associates, and a tendency to drink — these, 
indeed, are very shocking features, and calculated to indict much misery 


on your parents. 

“ However, let us, as far as possible, endeavour to repair the mishap. 

I writo by this post to this Mr. Rooney, requesting him to send in his 
account to your father, and that in future any dinners, or wine, you may 
have at his house, will not be paid for, as you are under age. I shall also 
let him know that the obscurity of his rank in life, and the benighted 
state of the country he lives in, shall prove no safeguard to him from our- 
vigilance ; and as the Chancellor dines with us to-morrow, I think 
of asking him if he couldn’t be punished some way. Transportation, they 
tell mo, has already nearly got rid of the gipsies. As for yourself, make 
your arrangements to return immediately ; for, although your father 
knows nothing about it, I intend to ask Sir Henry Gordon to call on tho 
Duke of York, and contrive an exchange for you. How I hato this 
secret advisor of yours ! — how I detest the Rooneys ! — how I abhor the 
Irish ! You have only to come back with long hair, and the frightful 
accent, to break tho heart of your affectionate, but afflicted mother. 

“Your cousin Julia desirc3 her regards. I must say, she has not 
shown a due respect to my feelings sinco the arrival of this sad 
intelligence; it is only this minute she has finished a caricature of 
you, making love to a wild Irish girl with wings. This is not only cruel 
towards me, but an unbecoming sarcasm towards a wretched people, 

to whom the visitations of Providence should not be made matters of 
reproach.’* 

Tims concluded this famous epistle, at which, notwithstanding that 
every line offended me deeply, I could not refrain from bursting into 
laughter. My opinion of Lord Dudley had certainly not been of tho 
highest; but yet was I totally unprepared for the apparent depth of 
villainy his character possessed. But I knew net then how stroc- an 
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alloy of cunning exists in every fool ; and how, almost invariably, a 

narrow intellect and a malevolent disposition are associated in the samo 

in 



tTbcre is no prejudice more popular, nor is there any whieh is better 
'worth refuting 1 , than that which attributes to folly certain good qualities 
of heart, as a kind of compensation for the deficiency in those of the 
head. Now, although there are, of course, instances to the contrary, yet 
will tbe fact be found generally true, that inferiority of mind has its 
influenco in producing a mischievous disposition. Unable to carry on 
any lengthened chain of reasoning, tho man of narrow intellect looks for 
some immediate result, and in his anxiety to attain his object, forgetful 
of tho value of both character and credit, he is prepared to sacrifice tho 
whole game of life, provided he secure but the odd trick. Besides, tho 
very insufficiency of his resources leads him out of himself for his enjoy- 
ments and his occupations. Watching, therefore, the game of life, he 
gradually acquires a certain low and underhand cunning, which being 
mistaken by himself for ability, he omits no occasion to display it ; and 
hence begins the petty warfare of malice he wages against tho world with 
all the spiteful ingenuity and malevolence of a monkey. 


I could trace through all my mother's letter the dexterity with which 
Lord 1 >udlcy avoided committing himself respecting me, while his delicacy 
regarding O' Grady’s name was equally conspicuous to a certain extent, 
lie might have been excused if ho bore no good-will to ono or other of 
us; but what could palliate his ingratitude to the Kooneys? what could 
gloss over the base return he made them for all their hospitalities and 
attention ? For nothing was more clear than that the light in which ho 
represented them to my mother made them appear as low and intriguing 
adventurers. 

This was all bad enough ; but what should I say of the threatened 
letter to them? In what a position would it place me before those who 
had been uniformly kind and good-natured towards me ? the very thought 
of this nearly drove me to distraction ; and I confess it was in no dutiful 
mood I crushed up the epistle in my hand, and walked my room in an 
agony of shame and vexation. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


A MORNING IN TO W N . 

The morning after the receipt of the letter the contents of which I have in 
part made known to the reader, O’Grady called on me to accompany him 
into the city. 


“lam on a borrowing expedition, Jack,” cried he, “and there’s 
nothing like having a new face with one. Cavendish, Iiopeton, and tho 
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rost of them, are 90 well known, it’s of no use having them. But you, my 
boy, you’re fresh, your smooth chin docs not look like a protested bill, ana 
you* have got an easy, careless manner, a kind of unsuspicious lo<-k about 
you a man never has after a bailiil has given him an epaulette of fnc 

dirty fingers.” 

“ But, Phil,” said I, “ if you really want money ” 

“ jjy very excellent young friend,” interrupted ho, in a kind of s*t- 
mon voice, “don’t finish it, I beseech you; that is the vciy last thing in 
tho way of exchequer a gentleman is ever driven to— borrowing from 
a friend. Heaven forbid ! But even supposing the case that one’s 
friend has money, why, tho presumption is ho must have borrowed 
it himself ;/so that you are sponging upon his ingenuity, not his income : 
besides, why riddle one’s own ships whilo thcro is an enemy before us to 
fight. \ Please to remember the money-lenders, the usurers, the stork- 
broking knaves at fifty per cent, that the world is glutted with ; these arc 
the true game for a sporting gentleman, who would rather harpoon a 
shark any day than spear a salmon.” 

“But what’s become of Paul ? Is ho not available f ” 

“ Don’t you know what has happened thcro ? But I was forgetting 
you’ve kept the house this week past. In the first place, La Bello Louise has 
gone home ; Paul has taken his departure for the circuit ; and Mrs. Paul, 
after three days’ sharp hysterics, has left town for her villa near Bray — 
old Harvey finding it, doubtless, moro convenient to visit hor there, with 
twenty guineas for his fee, than to receive one for his call at Stephen’s- 
gTeon.” 

“ And what is supposed to be the cause of all this f ” said I, scarce able 
to conceal my agitation. 

“ The report goes,” replied he, “ that some bank lias broko in Calcutta 
or the Caucasus, or somewhere; or that some gold mine in Peru, in which 
Paul had a share, has all turned out to be only plated goods ; for it was 
on tho receipt of a letter, on the very morning of Paul’s departure, that 
Bho took so dangerously ill ; and as Paul, in his confusion, brought the 
attorney- instead of the surgeon-general, tho case became alarming ; and 
they gave her so much ether and sal volatile that it required tho united 
strength of the family to keep her from ascending like a balloon. How- 
ever, the worst of it all is, tho house is shut, tho windows closed, and 
where lately on the door-steps a pair of yellow-plashed breeches figured 
bright and splendent as the glorious sun, a dusky-looking planet in 
threadbare black now informs you that the family aro from home, and not 
expected back for the summer.” 

“ Perhaps I can explain the mystery ” said I, as a blush of shame 
burnt on ray cheek; “read this.” So saying, I handed O’Grady the 
letter, doubled down at the part where Lord Dudley’s mention of the 
Rooneys began. Grieved as I felt thus to expose the absurd folly of my 
mother s conduct, yet I felt the necessity of having at least ono friend to 
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advise with, and that, to render ilia counsel of any value, a perfect 
candour on my part was equally imperative. 

While his eye glanced over the linos I walked towards the window, 
expecting at each moment some open burst of indignation would escape 
him— some outbreak of passionate warmth— at the cold-blooded ingrati- 
tude and malevolence of one whom previously wo had regarded but as a 
fool. Not so ; on the contrary, he read the letter to the end with an un- 
changed countenance, folded it up with great composure, and then, 
turning his back to the fire, ho burst out into a fit of the most immoderate 
laughter. 

“ Look you, Jack,” cried ho, in a voice almost sutfocated with the 
emotion, ** I am a poor man, liavo scarcely a guinea I can call my own, 
yet I'd have given the best hack in my stable to have seen the Rooneys 
reading that letter. There, there ; don't talk to me, boy, about villainy, 
ingratitude, and so forth. The fun of it, man, covers all the rest. Only 
to think of Mr. Paul Rooney, the Amphitryon of viceroys, chancellors, 
bishops, major-generals, and lord mayors, asked for his bill ; to score up 
all your champagne and cura^oa — vour turtle, your devilled kidneys — 
all the heavy brigade of your grand dinners, and all the light infantry of 
luncheons, breakfasts, grilled bones, and sandwiches ! The Lord forgivo 
your mother for putting it in his head ! My chalk would be a fearful 
one — not to speak of the ugly item of ‘ cash advanced.’ Oh ! it’ll kill 
ino — I know that. Don't look so serious, man ; you may live fifty years, 
and never have so good a joke to laugh at. Tell me, Jack, do you think 
your mother has kept a copy of the letter? I would give my right eye 
for it. What a fearful temper Paul will bo in on circuit; and as to Mrs, 
Rooney, it will go hard with her but she cuts the whole aristocracy for at 
least a week. There never was anything like it,— to hint at transporting 
the Princess O’Toole, whoso ancestor was here in the time of Moses. 
Ah, Jack, how little respect your mother appears to have for an old 
family ! She evidently has no classical associations to hallow her memory 
withal.” 

“ I confess,” said I, somewhat tartly, “had I anticipated the spirit 
with which you have taken up this matter, I doubt whether I should 
have shown you the letter.” 

“ And if you had not,” replied lie, “ I'd not have forgiven you till the 
day of my death. Next to a legacy, a good laugh is the best thing I 
know ; indeed, sometimes it is better, for you can’t be choused out of it 
by your lawyer.” 

“ Laughing is a very excellent practice, no doubt ; but I looked for 
some advice.” 

“Advice! to be sure, my boy ; and so you shall have it. Only give 
me n good training-canter of a hearty laugh, and you’ll sea what running 
I’ll make when it comes to sound discretion afterwards. '‘The fun of a 
man’s temperament is like the froth on your champagne while it gives 
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a zest to the liquor of life by its lightness and its sparkle, it neither 
detracts from the flavour nor the strength of the beverage. At the 
same time, when I begin to froth up, don’t expect mo to sober down 
before twenty-four hours. So tako your hat, come along into town, 
and thank your stars that you have been able to delight tho heart 
of a man who’s trying to get a bill discounted. Now hear me, Jack,” 
said he, ns we descended the stairs, “ if you expect me to conduct 
myself with becoming gravity and decorum, you had better avoid 
any mention of tho Rooneys for the rest of tho day ; and now d rou> ragt." 

As we proceeded down I3ame-street, my friend scientifically ex- 
plained to me the various modes there were of obtaining monoy on 
loan. 

“ I don’t speak,’ ’ said he, “of those cases where a man has landed 
security, or property of one kind or other, or even expectations, because 
all these are easy — the mere rule of three in financial arithmetic. What 
I moan are the decimal fractions of a man’s difficulties : when, with as 
many writs against him as would make a carpet for his bedroom, ho can 
still go out with an empty pocket in the morning, and come back with it 
furnished at night. And now to begin. The maxims of tho sporting 
world are singularly applicable to the practice before us. You’re told 
that, before you enter a preserve, your first duty is to see that your gun 
is properly loaded — all the better if it he a double-barrelled one. Now 
look here,” — as he spoke, he drew from his sabretache five bills 
for one hundred pounds each, — “ you see I am similarly prepared. The 
game may get up at any moment, and not find me at half-cock ; and 
although I only go out for a single bird— that is, but ono hundred — 
yet, if by good luck I flush a covey, you seo I am ready for them 
all. The doctrine of chances shows us that five to ono is better than 
an even bet , so, by scattering those five bills in different directions, 

the odds ar^e£actly so many in my favour that I raise a hundred 6omo* 
where.”*' 

“ And now,” said I, “ where does the game lie ? ” 

“ I m coming to that, Jack. Your rich preserves are all about tho 
neighbourhood of Glare-street, Park-street, Merrion- street, and that 
direction. With them, alas ! I have nothing to do. My broad acres 
have long since taken wings to themselves ; and I fear a mortgage upon 
Mount 0 Grady, as it at present exists, would ho a poor remedy for an 
empty pocket. The rich money-lenders despise poor dovils like me ; 
they love not contingencies ; and, as Macbeth says, ‘ They have no 
speculation in their eyes.’ For them, my dear Jack, you must havo 
messuages, and tenements, and out-houses, town-lands, and turbaries ; 
corn, cattle, and cottages ; pigs, potatoes, and peasantry. They love to 
let their eye range over a rich and swelling scene of woodland and prnirio ; 

for they are all the landscape gardoners of usury— they are tho Hobbimae 
and Berghems of the Law. 
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Others, again, of smaller range and humbler practice, there are, to 
whom, upon occasion, you assign your grandfather’s plato and the pic- 
tures of your grand-aunts for certain moneyed conveniences you stand in 
need of. These are a kind of Brobdingnag pawnbrokers, who have fino 
houses, the furniture of which is everlastingly changing, each creditor 
sending Ins representative, like a minister to a foreign court : with them, 
also, I have nothing to do. The family have had so little to eat for the 
last two generations that they trouble themselves but slightly on the 
score of silver dishes; and as to pictures, I possess but one in tho world 
—a portrait of my father, in his wig and robes. 'This, independent of 
other reasons, I couldn t ]■ a it with, as it is one of the only means I pos- 
sess of controlling Corny, when his temper becomes more than usually un- 
tractable. Upon these occasions, I hang up the ‘jidge’ over the chimney- 
piece ; and the talisman has never failed yet. 

“ Now, Jack, my constituency live about Fleet-street, and those small, 
obscure, dingy-looking passages that branch from it on either side. Kero 
live a class of men who, having begun life as our servants or valets, arc 
in perfect possession of all our habits of life, our wants, and our necessi- 
ties. Having amassed enough by retail robbery of us, while in our 
service, to establish some petty tavern, or some low livery-stable, they 
end by cheating us wholesale, for the loan of our own money, at their 
rate of interest. Well aware that, however deferred, we must pay even- 
tually, they arc satisfied, good, easy souls, to renew and renew bills, 
whose current percentage varies from five-and- twenty to forty. And 
even, notwithstanding all this, Jack, they are difficult devils to deal 
with, any appearance of being hard up, any show at being out at elbows, 
rendering a negotiation as difficult as the assurance of a condemned ship 
fora China voyage. No, my boy; though your house be besieged by 
duns, though in every passenger you see a bailiff, and never nap after 
dinner without dreaming of the Marshalsea, yet still, the very moment 
you cross the precincts of their dwelling, you must put your care where 
your cash ought to be — in your pocket. You must wear tho easy smilo 
of a happy conscience, and talk of your want of a few hundreds as though 
it were a question of a pinch of snuff or a glass of brandy-and- water, 
while you agree to the exorbitant demands they exact with the careless 
indifference of one to whom money is no object, rather than with the 
despair of a wretch who looks for no benefit in life save in tho Act for 
insolvent debtors. This, you’ll say, is a great bore : and so I once 
thought too ; now, however, I have got somewhat used to it, and some- 
times don’t actually dislike the fun. Why, man, I have been at it for 
three months at a time. I remember when I never blew mv nose without 
pulling out a writ along with my pocket-handkerchief, and I never was 
in better spirits in all my life. But here we are. This is Billy Fagan’s, 
a well-known drysulter ; you'll have to wait for me in the front parlour 
for a moment, while I negotiate with Billy.” 


AT THE M ONE Y- LEND Ell'S, 
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Elbowing our way through a squalid and miserable- looking throng 
of people that filled the narrow hall of a house in Fleet-street, we forced 
on till we reached an inner door, in which a sliding panel permitted those 
within to communicate with others on the outside. Tapping at this 
with his cane, O’Grady called out something which I could not catch ; 
the panel at once flew hack, a red carbuncled face appeared at the 
opening, the owner of which, with a grin of very peculiar signification, 
exclaimed, 

“ Ah ! is’t yourself, Captain ? Walk in, sir.” 

With these words the door was opened, and we wore admitted into 
the inner hall. This was also crowded, hut with a different class from 


what I had seen without. These were apparently men in business, shop- 
keepers and traders, who, reduced by some momentary pressure to effect 
a loan, were content to prop up their tottering credit by sapping 
the very core of their prosperity. Unliko the others, on whom habitual 
poverty and daily misery had stamped its heavy impress, and whoso 
faces, too, inured to suffering, betrayed no shamo at being seen, these, 
on the contrary, looked downward or aside, seemed impatient, fretful, 
and peevish, and indicated in a hundred ways how unused they were to 
exigencies of this nature, muttering to themselves, in angry mood, at 
bring detained, and feigning a resolution to depart at every moment. 
O’Grady, after a conference of a few moments with the rubicund 
Cerberus I have mentioned, beckoned to mo to follow him. We 
proceeded accordingly up a narrow, creaking stair, into a kind of 
front drawing-room, in which about a dozen persons were seated, 
or listlessly lounging in every imaginable attitude, some on chairs’ 
some on the window-sills, some on the tables, and one even on the 
mantelpiece, with his legs gracefully dangling in front of the fire. 
Perfectly distinct from the other two classes I have mentioned, these were 
a young men, whose dress, look, and hearing bespoke them of rank and 
condition. Chatting away gaily, laughing, joking, and telling good 
stones, they seemed but little to care for circumstances which brought 

deb^ anTd’fl an h- W hllG T' Zed cach otilor about *hcir various 
debts and difficulties, seemed to think want of money as about the very 

best joke a gentleman could laugh at. By all of these O’Grady was 

sstrisi. "■ p— ■».- 

‘a say, O’Grady” cried one, « we muster strong this morning 

8 ’7 k Y 11 ' skm ' 1 thc ran on it. What's your figuro ? ». ®' 
0h ’, a C9 “P’“ of hundreds,” said Phil, carelessly; ‘‘I have o-ol 

ratlim a heavy book on the steeple-chase." > . 1 naio got 

Sa ‘' 1 another : “ an< l they say TJlick Bnrko won’t ridn 

for you, ho knows no one can sit tl.o horse but himself - and M,hl 

the story goes, lias given him a hundred and fiftv r' T ' 1 . hcr> 

lurch.” uieu anu hU > to leave you in the 
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“How good!” said Phil, smiling; for although this intelligence 
came upon him thus suddenly, he never evinced the slightest surprise nor 
the most trifling irritation, 

\ ou 11 pay forfeit, of course, Phil,” said the gentleman on the 
chimney. 

'* I fancy not.” 

“ Then will you take two fifties to one against your horse P ” 

” Will you give it? ” was the cool reply. 

“ Yes.” 

“ And I — and J also,” said different voices round the room. 

“ Agreed, gentlemen, with all of you. So, if you please, we'll book 
this. Jack, have you got a pencil ? ” 

A3 I drew forth my pocket-book, I could not help whispering to 
O’Grady that there seemed something like a coalition among his oppo- 
nents. Before I could conclude, the red face appeared at the door. 
O’ Grady hastily muttered, “ Wait for me here,” and left the room. 

During his absence, I had abundant time to study those about me ; 
indeed, a perfect sameness in their characters, as in their pursuits, 
rendered it an easy process ; for, ns with unguarded frankness they spoke 

of their several difficulties, their stories presented one uniform feature 

reckless expenditure and wasteful extravagance, with limited means aiul 
encumbered fortunes ; they had passed through every phase of borrowing, 
every inode of raising money, and were now reduced to the last rung of 
the ladder of expediency, to become tho proy of the usurer, who meted 
out to them a few more months of extravagance at the cost of many a 
future year of sorrow and repining. 

1 was beginning to grow impatient, as the door gently opened, and I 
saw my friend, as ho emerged from the buck drawing-room. Without 
losing a moment's time, I joined him. We descended tho stairs together 
and walked out into the street. 

“Are you fond of pickled herrings, Jack? ” said O’Grady, as he took 
my arm. 

“ Pickled herrings ! Why, what do you moan ? ” 

“ Probably,” resumed he, in the same dry tone of voice, “ you prefer 
ash bark or asafoetida ? ” 

“ Why, I can’t say.” 

“ Ah, my boy ! you’re difficult to please. Then, what do you say to 
whale oil and Welsh wigs r ” 

“ Confound me if 1 understand you ! ” 

“ Nothing more easy, alter all, for of each of these commodities I’m 
now a possessor to the amount of some two hundred and twenty pounds. 
You look surprised, but such is tho nature of our transactions heie; and 
for my bill of five hundred, payable in six months, I hnvo become a 
general merchant to the extent I’ve told you, not to mention paying 
eighty more for a certain gig and horse, popularly known in this city as 
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the 1 discount dennet.' This,” continued he, with a sigh, M is about the 
tenth time I've been the owner of that vile conveyance ; for you must 
know, whenever Fagun advances a good round smn, ho always insists 
upon something of this kind forming part of it ; and thus, according to 
the figure of your loan, you may drive from his door in anything, from a 
wheelbarrow to a stage-coach. As for the discount dervnet, it is as well 
known as the black-cart that conveys the prisoners to Newgate ; and tho 
reputation of him who travels in either is pretty much on a par. From 
the crank of the rusty springs to the limping amblo of the malicious 
old black beast in the shafts, the whole thing has a look of beggary 
about it. Every jingle of the ragged harness seems to whisper in your 
ear fifty per cent. ; and drive which way you will, it is impossible to 
get free of the notion that you’re trotting along the road to ruin. To 
have been seen in it once is as though you had figured in tho pillory ; 

and the very fact of its being in your possession is a blow of a battering- 
ram to your credit for ever! ” 

“ But venture into it ? If you must have it, let it be like the 
pickled herrings and tho paving-stones—so much of pure loss.” 

“ * act is > Jack, it is generally passed off on a young hand tho first 
timo he raises money ;~he knows little of the town, less of its secret 
practices, and not until he has furnished a hearty laugh to all his 
acquaintances does ho discover the blunder he has committed besides 
sometimes you're hard up for something to bring you about l , 
member once keeping it an entire winter; and as I painted Latitat 
a good piebald, and had his legs whitewashed every moraine few 
recogmsed him, except such as had paid for their acquaintance. After 
this account, probably, you'll not like to drive with me; but as I'm goin- 
to Lougbrea for the race, I've determined to take tho dennet down 
and trj if I can t find a purchaser among the country gentlemen’ 

Clutr t hink ° f dinUOr - do >■““ to a Uefat ttm 

evening/^ P P ’ 5trike ° Ut a0mcthul S there to finish our 


CHAPTER XVII, 
an evening IN town, 

Wk dined at the club-house, and sat chatting over our win« «n « 
ten o clock. The event* m tr .. • s our wine “11 near 

for although I longed mvself to t m °™“8 were our principal topics, 
was deterred from Tig sj b ‘?h„7 to the Hooneys, i 

mirih. Meanwhile, the timo Jelled “ 

~d, detaUed to ^r^m 
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these I could glean that while O’ Grady suffered himself to he borne 
along the current of dissipation and excess, yet in his heart he repudiated 
the life he led, and, when a moment of reflection came, felt sorrow for tho 
past, and hut little hope for the future. 

“ Yes, Jack,” said he, on concluding a narrative of continual family 
misfortune, “ there would seem a destiny in these things; and if we look 
about us in the world, we cannot fail to see that families, like individuals, 
have their budding spring of youth and hope, their manhood of pride and 
power, and their old age of feebleness and decay. As for myself, I am 
about the last branch of an old tree, and all my ondcavour has been to 
seem green and cheerful to the last. 

“ My debts have hung about my neck all through life ; the ex- 
travagances of my early years have sat like a millstone upon me, and I, 
who began the world with a heart brimful of hope, and a soul bounding 
with ambition, have lingered on my path like a truant schoolboy ; and 
here I am, at the age of threc-and-thirty, without having realised a single 
promise of my boyhood, the poorest of all imaginable things — a gentleman, 
without fortune— a soldier, without service — a man of energy, without 
hope.” 

“ But why, Phil?” said I ; “ how comes it that you never went out to 
the Peninsula ? ” 

“ Alas, my boy I from year to year I have gone on expecting my 
gazette to a regiment on service. Too poor to purchase, too proud to solicit, 
I have waited in anxious expectancy, from some of those with whom, high 
as was their station, I’ve lived on terms of intimacy and friendship, that 
notice they extended to others less known than I was ; but somehow the 
temperament that would seem to constitute my happiness has proved my 
bane, and those qualities which have mado me a boon companion have 
left me a beggar. Handed over from one Viceroy to another, like a state 
trumpeter or a butt of sherry, I have been left to linger out my host 
years a kind of court jester ; my only reward being, tho hour of merri- 
ment over, that they who laughed with, should laugh at, me.” 

There was a tone of almost ferocity in the way ho spoke these words ; 
while the trembling lip, the flashing eye, and the swollen veins of his 
temples, betrayed that the very bitterest of all emotions — self-scorn — was 
racking his heart within him. 

For some time wo were both silent ; had I even known what to say at 
such a moment, there was that comfortless expression about his face, that 
look of ri vetted despair, which would have rendered any effort on my part 
to console him a vain and presumptuous folly. 

“ But come, Jack,” said lie, filling Ids glass and pushing over the de- 
canter to me “ 1 have learned to put little faith in patrons ; and although 
tin* information has been long in acquiring, still it has come at last, and I 
um determined to profit by it. 1 am now endeavouring to raise a liltlo 
money to pay off the most pressing of my creditors, and liavo made an 
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application, to the Horse Guards to be appointed to any regiment on. 
service, wherever it may be. I£ both these succeed, and it is necessary 
both should, then, Jack, I’ll try a new path, and even though it lead to 
nothing, yet, at least, it will bo a more manly one to follow ; and if I am 
to linger onto that period of life when to look back is nearly all that's 
left us — why then the retrospect will be less dashed with shame than 
6uch a career as this is. Meanwhile, my boy, the decanter is with you, 
so fill your glass ; I’ll join you presently.” 

— As he spoke, he spuing up and walked to the other end of the room, 
where a party of some half-dozen persons were engaged in putting on 
great-coats and buttoning up previous to departure. In an instant I 
could hear his voice high above the rest, that cheerful, ringing tone that 
seemed the very tocsin ol a happy heart, while, at some observation lie 
made, the whole party around him were convulsed with laughter. In the 
midst of all this, he drew one of them aside, and conversing eagerly with 
him for a few seconds, pointed to me as he spoke. 

Thank you, my Lord, thank you,” said he, as ho turned away. il I’ll 
be answerable for my friend. Now, Hinton,” whispered he, as he leaned 
his hand upon my shoulder and leant over me, “ we’re in luck to-night, 
at all events, for I have just got permission to bring you with me where 
I am to spend the evening— it’s no small favour if you knew but all ; so 
finish your wine, for my friends there are moving already.” 

All my endeavours to ascertain where wo were going or to whoso 
house, were in vain ; tho only thing 1 could learn was, that mv admission 
was a prodigious favour-while, to satisfy my scruples about dress, he 
i ormed me that no change of costume was necessary* 

“ I perceive,” said O’Grady, as he drew the curtain und looked out 
into the street, « the night is fine and starlight, so what say you if wo 

distlt " mUSt tCU y ° U> however ’ our l )kco of rendezvous is somewhat 

JSPJ t0 ?° P r °P° sition with Picture, I took his arm, and wo 
sallied forth together. Our way led at first through a most crowded and 

cX an/ ! h ? «»"• Wo tmvorsed ^me Street, passed by tho 

tu™ L T£ l / Steep 8treot be r° nd ifc ; after this, we took a 
tumm 0 to the left, and entered a part of the city to me at least uttm-W 

rmM 0 '™ 1 Lalf an h0Ur W0 contin «ed to wander on, now to the 

fluent and loLl'^ T*’ bec0,nin S 8™*““% narrower, less fre- 

."it r^ofott-gh^ '"° rC aU Cl ° Sed > “ 4 fCW ~ 

to tike a'^Uort cut 1 * m '' Stak<> " °' Grad >’- “ endeavouring 

Street f ” * Ut h comcs a watchman. I say, is this Kevin 

“ KCTifstrlrf “T Cndt r inS t0 y0Ur ri S ht brings you into it.” 

“ Yes Jact so ■ f Sai d ’ rc P™ting tho name half aloud to myself 
Yes, Jack, eo.tr, called; l ttt uU y our ingenuity will p™. 


too 
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little in discovering whither you are going ; so come along— leave time to 
tell you what guessing never will.” 

By this time we arrived at the street in question, when very soon after 
O' Grady called out — 

“ All right — here we are ! ” 

With these words he knocked three times in a peculiar manner at the 
door of a large and gloomy- looking house. Ari ill-trimmed lamp threw a 
faint and flickering light upon the old and ruined building, and I could 
tr ace here and there, through all the wreck of time, some remnants of a 
better day. The windows now, however, were broken in several places, 
those on the lower storey being defended on the outside by a strong iron 
railing. Not a gleam of light shone through anyone of them; but a 
darkness unredeemed, save by the yellow gleam of the street lamp, 
enveloped the entire building. O’ Grady’s summons was twice repeated 
ero there seemed any chance of its being replied to, when, at last, the 
step of a heavy foot descending the stairs announced the approach of 
someone. While I continued my survey of the house, O'Grady never 


spoke, and, perceiving that he made a mystery of our visit, I resolved to 
ask no further questions, but patiently await the result; my impression, 
however, was that the place was the resort either of thieves or of some 
illegal association, of which more than one, at that time, were known to 
have their meetings in the capital. While I was thus occupied in my 
conjectures, and wondering within myself how O’Grady had become 
acquainted with his friends, the door opened, and a diminutive, 
mean-looking old man, shading the candle with his hand, stood at the 


entrance. 

“ Good evening, Hickey,” cried O'Grady, as he brushed by him into 
the hall. “ Are they come? ’ 

“ Yes, Captain,” said the little man, as, snuffing the long wick with his 
fingers, he kc-ld the light up to O’Grady’s face. “ Yes, Captain, about 
fifteen.” 

“This gentleman’s with me— -come along, Jack — he is my friend, 
Mickey.” 

“ Oh, I can’t do it by no means, Mister Phil," said the dwarf, opposing 
himself as a barrier to my entrance — ' “ you know what they said the last 
nb'ht • ” here he strained himself on his toes, and, as O’Grady stooped 
down, whispered some words I couldu t catch, while he continued aloud, 
“and you know after that, Captain, I daren’t do it.” 

“1 tell you, you old fool, I’ve arranged it all; so get along there, and 
show us the light up these confounded stairs, 1 suppose they never 
mended the hole on the lobby c ” 

“ Troth, they didn’t,” growled the dwarf; “and it would be diaper 
for them nor breaking their shins every night.” 

I followed O’Grady up the stairs, which creaked and bent beneath us 
at every step ; the handrail, broken in many places, swung to and fro 


1 


more mystery. 
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with every motion of the Btair, and the walls, covered with gTeen and 
damp mould, looked the very picture of misery and decay. Still 
grumbling at the breach of order incurred by my admission, tho old 
man snuffled along, wheezing, coughing, and cursing hot ween times, 
till at length we reached tho landing-place, where the hole of which 
I heard them speak permitted a view of the hall beneath. Stepping 
across this, we entered a large room, lighted by a lamp upon the chimney- 
piece ; around the walls were hung a variety of what appeared to be 
cloaks of a lightish drab colour, while over each hung a small skull-cup 
of yellow leather. 

“ you hear the knocking below, Mickey ? There’s some one at 

the door,” said O'Grady. 

The little man left the room, and as we were now alone, I expected 
some explanation from my friend as to the place we were in, and tho 


people who frequented it. Not so, however ; Phil merely detached one 
of the cloaks from its peg, and proceeded to invest himself in its folds ; 
ho placed the skull-cap on his head, after which, covering the whole with 
a hood, he fastened the garment around his waist with a girdle of rope, 
and stood before me the perfect picture of a monk of St. Benedict, as wo 
see them represented in old pictures ; the only irregularity of costume 
being, that, instead of a rosary, the string from his girdle supported a 
corkscrew and a horn spoon of most portentous proportions. 

“Come, my son,” said he, reverently, “indue thy garment;” so 
saying, he proceeded to clothe me in a similar manner, after which ho 
took a patient survey of me for a few seconds. “ You'll do very well : 
wear the hood well forward; and mark me, Jack, I’ve but one direction 
to give you never speak a word— not a syllable, so long as you remain 
in the house; if spoken to, cross your arms thus upon your breast, and 

bow your head in this manner. Try that— perfectly— you have your 
lesson ; now don’t forget it.” 

“ O’ Grady now, with his arms crossed upon his bosom, and his head 
bent shghtly forward, walked slowly forth, with a solemn gravity well 
, e ttin S *us costume. Imitating him as well as I was able, I followed 
him up the stairs. On reaching the second landing, he tapped twice with 

is muckles at a low door, whose pointed arch and iron grating were 
made to represent the postern of a convent • 

“ Bencdicite” said Phil, in a low tone. 

responded some one from within, and the door 
J"“ ? ^ ed ‘ t l g a ™»rable.lookmg figure, who, with n long erev 
sudden "^tl, 6 T° Utly as " c I>»Ssed, we entered an apartment, where so 

J ha ‘ 1 h “ d Wlhert0 1 -Id scarcely 
V‘ r J f portable, weU-earpeted room, with curtained win 

dows, cushioned clums, and, not least inviting of all, I blazing fire of Z 

fcaT to^oto^hem^ 1 ’” 8 littlc P re P ar8d for; hut I lmd little 
t0 H n ° 2 te them - "T att »‘™ being directed with more curiosity 
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to* the living occupants of this strange dwelling. Some fifteen 
or sixteen persons, costumed like ourselves, either walked up and down 
engaged in conversation, or sat in little groups around the fire. Card- 
tables there were in different parts of the room, but one only was 
occupied. At this a party of reverend fathers were busily occupied at 

Wb ll* the corner next the fire, seated in a Large chair of carved oak, was 
a figure whose air and hearing bespoke authority; the only difference in 
his costume from the others being a large embroidered corkscrew, which 

he wore on his left shoulder* * , v 

« Holy prior, your blessing ,” said Phil, bowing obsequiously before 

1Um « You have it, my son ; much good may it do you,’* responded the 
Superior, in a voice which, somehow or other, seemed not perfectly new 
tome. While O’ Grady engaged in a whispered conversation ^ 

Prior* I turned my eyes towards a large-framed paper winch hung a ove 
!he chimne^ It wn thus: ’‘Rules and Regulations to be observed m 
the Monastery of the Venerable and Pious Brothers, the Monks of the 
Screw ” Conceiving it scarcely delicate in a stranger to read over the 
«^'tionsofa of which he was not a member, I - — 

a wav when O’Grady, seizing ine by the ann, v Inspire , 
vour lesson ; ” then added aloud, “ Holy father, this ia the lay brother of 
'whom I spoke.” The Prior bowed formally, and extended his an 

towards me us a gesture of benediction. 

■‘Suppw^the W Harry ! ” cried a jolly voice behind me, and at 

the same moment a general movement was made by the whole P* >■ 

The Prior now didn’t wait to conclude hre oratron ; but tucking up 

hie garment, put bimselfaUhe head of ^ 

two-and-two m order of march- A anthem of the 

SOT'S — — - 

having Sunerior seating himself at the head in a chair of 

assumed our places, the Superior scaling wa9 

^te, slightly ^ t“^tin g began; 

unfortunate enough ^ “‘^vo been the feat, of the friars of old 
and certainly, whate S refectory their humble followers, 

when the bell “ f A profusion of dishes 

the on IS o il ■- though the entire service was of wood, and the 
covered the table, and . S description, yet the 

whole u equips go of the m ^ ion it „ lf . While the supper 

A word was spoken. By the skilful excise of sign,, 
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with which they all seemed familiar, roast ducks, lobsters, veal-pics, and 
jellies flew from hand to hand ; the decanters also paraded up and down 
the table with an alacrity and despatch I had seldom seen equalled. 
Still, the pious brethren maintained a taciturn demeanour that would 
have done credit to La Trappe itself. As for me, my astonishment and 
curiosity increased every moment. What could they be ? hat could 
they mean? There was something too farcical about it all to suppose 
that any political society or any dangerous association could be concealed 
under such a garb ; and if mere conviviality and good-fellowship were 
meant, their unbroken silence and grave demeanour struck me as a most 
singular mode of promoting either. 

Supper at length concluded, the dishes were removed by two humble 
brethren of the Order, dressed in a species of grey serge; after which, 
marching to a solemn tune, another monk appeared, bearing a huge 
earthenware bowl brimful of steaming punch — at least, so the o lour ami 
the floating lemons bespoke it. Each brother was now provided with a 
email, quaint-looking pipkin; after which the domestics withdrew, leaving 
us in silence as before. For about a second or two this continued, when 
suddenly the fiddles gave a loud twang, and each monk, springing to his 
legs, threw back liis cowl, and, bowing to tho Superior, reseated himself. 
.So sudden was the action, so unexpected the effect, for a moment or two 
I believed it a dream. What was my surprise, what my amazement, that 
this den of thieves, thif. hoard of burglars, this secret council of rebels 
was nothing more nor less than an assemblage of nearly all the first men 
of the day in Ireland ! And as my eye ran rapidly over the party, hero I 
could see the Chief Baron, with a venerable dignitary of St. Patrick’s 
on his right; there was the Attorney-General; there tho Provost of 
Trinity College ; lower down, with his skull-cap set jauntily on one side, 
was Wellesley Pole, the Secretary of State — Yelverton, Day, Plunket, 
Parsons, Toler : in a word, all those whose names were a guarantee for 
everything that was brilliant, witty, and amusing were thero ; while, 
conspicuous among the rest, the Prior himself wag no other than John 
Philpot Curran! Scarcely was my rapid survey of the party completed, 
when the Superior, filling his pipkin from the ample howl before him. 
roso to givo the health of the Order, Alas mo ! that time should 

have so sapped my memory : I can but give my impression of what 1 
heard, 

I he speech, which lasted about ten minutes, was a kind of burlesque 
on speeches from the throne, describing in formal phrase tho prosperous 
state of their institution, its amicable foreign relations, the flourishing 
condition of its finances — brother Yelverton having paid in tho two-and- 
sixpence he owed for above two years ; concluding all with the hope that, 
by a rigid economy part of which consisted in limiting John Toler to 
ten pipkins they would soon be enabled to carry into effect tho proposed 
tvoi ks on the frontier, and expend the sum of four shillings and nincpence 
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in the repair of the lobby : winding up all with a glowing eulogium on 
monastic institutions in general, he concluded with recommending to 
their special devotion and unanimous cheers “ the Monks of tho Screw. 
Never certainly, did men compensate for their previous silence better 
than the worthy brethren in question. Cheering with an energy I never 
heard the like of, each man finished his pipkin with just voice enough 

left to call for the song of the Order. . 

Motioning with his hand to the fiddlers to begin, the Prior _ c | cn ^, 

his throat, and, to the same simple but touching melody they 

marched in to supper, sang the following chant : 


GOOD LUCK TO THE FRIARS OF OLD. 

“Of all trades that flourished of old. 

Before men knew reading and writing, 

The friars’ was best, I am told, 

If one wasn’t much given to fighting ; 


For, rent free, you lived at your ease 
You had neither to work nor to labour— 

You might eat of whatever you please, 

For the prog was supplied by your neighbour. 

Oh, good luck to the friars of old 1 


• » Your dress was convenient and cheap 
A loose robe like this I am wearing : 

It was pleasant to eat in or sleep, 

And never much given to tearing. 

Not tightened nor squeezed in the least— 

How* of modern days you might shame tia i 
With a small bit of cord round your waist— 

With what vigour you’d chant the o ramus . 

Oh, good luck to the friars of old ' 


*» What miracles then, too, you made, 

The fame to this hour is lasting ; 

But the strangest of all, it is said, 

You grew mighty fat upon fasting ! 

And though strictly forbid to touch wine, 

How the fact all your glory enhances ! 

You well knew the taste of the vino - . 

Some miraculous gift of Saint I rancis ! . 

Oh, good luck to the fuars of old i 


>< To trace an example so meek, 

And repress all our carnal desires, 

We mount two pair stall's every week, 

And put on the garment of friars ; 

And our Order itself it is old — 

The oldest between rnc and you, sir ; 

For King David, they say, was enrolled, 

And a capital Monk of the Screw, sii. 

So, good luck to the friars of old 


1 * 



** A FLOW OF SOUL.** 



Tho song over, and another cheer given to the Brethren of the* Screw, 
tho pipkins were replenished, and the conversation, eo long pent up, 
burst forth in all its plenitude. Nothing but fun, nothing but wit, 
nothing but 'merriment, was heard on either side. Here were not only all 
the bright spirits of the day, but they were met by appointment ; they 
came prepared for the combat, armed for the fight ; and certainly never 
was such a joust of wit and brilliancy. Good stories rained around , 
jests, repartees, and epigrams flew like lightning; and one had but time 
to catch some sparkling gem as it glittered, cro another and another 

succeeded. 

But even already I grow impatient with myself while I speak of theso 
things. How poor, how vapid, and how meagre is the effort to recall tho 
wit that set the table in a roar ! Not only is the memory wanting, hut 
how can one convey the incessant roll of fun, tho hailstorm of pleasantry, 
that rattled about our ears? each good thing that was uttered ever 
suggesting something still better ; the brightest fancy and tho most 
glowing imagination stimulated to their utmost exercise; while powers 
of voice, of look, and of mimicry unequalled, lent all their aid to tho 
scene. 

While I sat entranced and delighted with all I saw and all I heard, 

I had not remarked that O’Grady had been addressing tho chair for somo 
time previous. 

“ Reverend brother,” replied the Trior, “the prayer of thy petition 
is inadmissible. The fourth rule of our faith says, tie cotifessione. No 
subject, mirthful, witty, or jocose, known to, or by, any member of the 
order, shall bo withheld from the brotherhood, under a penalty of tho 
heaviest kind. And it goes on to say, that whether the jest involves 
your father or your mother, your wife, your sister, or tho aunt from 
whom you expect a legacy, no exception can bo made. What you 
then look for is clearly impossible ; make a clean breast of it, and 
begin.” 

This being a question of order, a silence was soon established, when, 
what was my horror to find that Phil ! i Grady began the whole narrative 

my mother’s letter on the subject of the Rooneys! not limiting 
himself, however, to tho meagre document in question, but colouring the 
story with all the force of his imagination, he displayed to tho brethren 
the ludicrous extremes of character personated by the London fine lady 
and the Dublin attorney’s wife ! Shocked as I was at first, ho had not 
proceeded far when I was forced to join the laughter ; the whole table 
pounced upon the story ; the Rooneys were well known to them all ; and 
the idea of poor Paul, who dispensed his hospitalities with a princely 
hand, haring his mansion degraded to the character of a chop-house, 
almost convulsed them with laughter. 

I am going over to London next week,” said Parsons, 4 ‘ with, old 
Lambert ; and if I thought I should meet this Lady Charlotte Hinton, 
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I'd certainly contrive to have him presented to her as 3Ir. Paul 
Rooney.” 

w 

This observation created a diversion in favour of my lady-mother, 
to which I had the satisfaction of listening, without the power to 
check. 

” She has, said Dawson, " most admirable and original views about 
Ireland ; and were it only for the fact of calling the Rooneys for their 
bill, deserves our gratitude. I humbly move, therefore, that wo drink 
to tho health of our worthy sister, Lady Charlotte Ilinton.” 

The next moment found me hip, hipping, in derision, to my mother's 
health, the only consolation being that I was escaping unnoticed and 
unknown. 

” ell, Barrington, the Duke was delighted with your corps; nothing 
Could he more soldier-likc than their appearance as they inarched past.” 

"Ah, the attorneys’, isn’t it? the Devil’s Own, as Curran calls 
them.” 

"Yes, and remarkably well they looked. I say, Parsons, you heard 
what poor Rooney said when Sir Charles Asgill read aloud tho general 
order, complimenting them. ‘ May I beg, Sir Charles,’ said ho, ( to ask if 
the document in your hand be an attested copy ? ’ ” 

“ Capital, faith ! By-tho-bye, what's the reason, can any one tell me, 
Paul has never invited me to dine for the last two years? ” 

"Indeed;” said Curran; "then your chance is a bad for the 
statute of limitations is clearly against you.” 

v O if 

" Ah, Kellar, the Rooneys have cut all their low acquaintances, and 
your prospects look very gloomy. You know what took place between 
Taul and Lord Manners ? ” 

"No, Barrington; lot’s hear it, by all means.” 

"Paul had met him at Kinnegad, whore both had stopped to chan go 
horses. ‘ A glass of sherry, my Lord?’ quoth Paul, with a most insinua- 
ting look. 

" * No, sir, thank you,’ was the distant reply. 

" 1 A bowl of gravy, then, my Lord ? ’ rejoined he. 

" * Pray excuse me,’ more coldly than before. 

" ‘ Maybe a chop and a crisped potato would tempt your Lordship?” 

" ‘ Neither, sir, I assure you.’ 

“ ‘ Nor a glass of egg-ilip ?' repeated Paul, in an accent bordering on 
despair. 

" 1 Nor even the egg-flip,' rejoined his Lordship, in the most pompous 
manner. 

" 1 Then, my Lord,’ said Paul, drawing himself up to his full height, 
and looking him firmly in the face, 1 I’ve only to say, t lie "onus” is now 
on you.’ With which he stalked out of the room, leaving tho Chancellor 
to his own reflections.” 

" Brethren, the Saint! ” cried out tho Prior, as he rose from the chair. 
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“ The Saint! the Saint! ” re-echoed from lip to lip ; and at the same 
moment the door opened, and a monk appeared, bearing a silver image of 
St. Patrick, about a foot and a half high, which he deposited in tho 
middle of the table with tho utmost reverence. All tho monks rose, tilling 
their pipkins, while tho junior of tho Order, a fat littlo monk with 
spectacles, began the following ditty, in which all the rest joined, with 
every energy of voice and manner: — 


“ When St. Patrick our Order created, 

And called us the Monks of the Screw, 
Good rules he revealed to our abbot 
To guide us in what we should do, 

“ But first he replenished his fountain 
With liquor the best in the sky, 

And he swore by the word of his saint ship 
That fountain should never run dry. 

“ My children, be chaste, till you’re tempted ; 
While sober, be wise and discreet ; 

Anti humble your bodies with fasting 
Whene'er you’ve nothing to eat-. 

“ Then be not- a glass in the convent, 

Except on a festival, found ; 

And this rule to enforce, I ordain it 
A festival all the year round.’’ 


A hip, hip, hurrah ! that made the very saint totter on his legs, shook 

the room ; and once moro tho reverend fathers reseated themselves to 
resume their labours. 

Again tho conversation flowed on in its broader channel, and scarcely 
was tho laughter caused by one anecdote at an end when another suc- 
ceeded; the strangest feature of all this being, that ho who related the 
story was, in almost every instance, less the sourco of amusement to the 
party than they who, listening to tho recital, threw a hundred varied 
lights upon it, making even the tamest imaginable adventure the origin 
of innumerable ludicrous situations and absurd fancies. Besides all this 
there were characteristic differences in the powers of the party, which 
epnv the display of any trace or appearance of sameness: tho cpi- 
grammatic terseness and nicety of Curran— tho jovial good humour and 

rttLT” f Laurence Tarsons-tho happy facility of converting 
bcfoio hmi into a punur aJCCpartee so eminently possessed by Toler-^ 
and, perhaps, more striking than all, the caustic irony and piercin- 
jarcasm of 1 clvcrton's wit, relieved and displayed each other ; each sms'! 

° n,y 1° m,,ch * rivalry as to excite opposition and give 

of nrl °. ' C ' 3 0t nover !>y any accident originating a particle 

Of ammostty, or even eliciting a shade of passing irritation. ’ 

ith what pleasure could I continue to recount tho stories, the songs. 
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the sayings I listened to ! "With what satisfaction do I vet look hack 

V 

upon that brilliant scene, nearly all the actors in which have since risen 
to high rank and eminence in the country. IIow often, too, in their 
bright career, when I have heard the warm praise of the world bestowed 
upon their triumphs and their successes, has my memory carried mo back 
to that glorious night when, with hearts untrammelled by care, high in 
hope, and higher in ambition, these bright spirits sported in all the 
wanton exuberance of their genius, scattering with profusion the rich ore 
of their talent, careless of the depths to which the inino should be shafted 
hereafter. Yes, it is true there were giants in those days ! However 
much one may be disposed to look upon the eulogist of the past as one 
whose fancy is more ardent than his memory is tenacious, yet, with 
respect to this, there is no denial of the fact that great convivial gifts, 
great conversational power, no longer exist as they did somo thirty or forty 
years ago. I speak more particularly of the country where I passed my 
youth — of Ireland ; and who that remembers those names I have men- 
tioned — who that can recall the fascination and charm which almost every 
dinner-party of the day could boast — who that can bring to mind the 
brilliancy of Curran, the impetuous power of Plunket, or the elegance of 
manner and classical perfection of wit that made Burke the Cicero of his 
nation — who, 1 say, with all these things before his memory, can venture 
to compare the society of that period with the present ? No, no; the grey 
hairs that mingle with our brown may convict us of being a prejudiced 
witness, but we would call into court every one whose testimony is avail- 
able, and confidently await the verdict. 

“And so they ran away!” said the Prior, turning towards a tall, 
gaunt -looking monk, who, with a hollow voice and solemn manner, was 
recording the singular disappearance of the militia regiment lie com- 
manded, on the morning they were to embark for England. “ The story 
we heard,” resumed tho Prior, “ was, that when drawn up in the Fifteen 
Acres, one of the light company caught sight of a hare, and Hung his 
musket at it ; tho grenadiers followed tho example, and that then the 
whole battalion broko loose, with a loud yell, and set off in pursuit ” 

“No, sir," said tho gaunt man, waving his hand to suppress tho laugh- 
ter around him. “They were assembled on tho lighthouse wall, as it 
might be hero, and we told them off by tallies as they inarched on hoard, 
not perceiving, however, that as fast as they entered the packet on one 
side they left it on the opposite, there being two jolly-boats in waiting to 
receive them ; and, as it was dusk at the time, the schemo was undetected 
until the corporal of a flank company shouted out for them to wait for him, 
that being his boat. At this time wo had fifty men of our four hundred 
and eighty.” 

“Ay, ay, holy father,” cried tlm Prior, as he helped him'clf to a 
devilled bone, “your fellows were like the grilled hone before uiu : when 
they were mustered, they w'ould not wait to he peppered.” 
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This sally produced a roar of laughter, not the less hearty that the 
grim-risaged hero it was addressed to never relaxed a muscle of his face. 
It was now late, and what between the noise, the wine, and the laughter, 
my faculties were none of the clearest. 'Without having drunk much, I 
felt all the intoxication of liquor, and a whirlwind of confusion in my 
ideas that almost resembled madness. To this state one part of their pro- 
ceedings in a great measure contributed ; for every now and then, on some 
signal from the Prior, the whole party would take hands and dance round 
the table to the measure of an Irish jig, wilder and even more eccentric 
than their own orgies. Indeed, I think this religious cxerciso finished 
me, for, after the third time of its performance, the wholo scone hccaino 
a confused and disturbed mass, and amid tho crash of voices, tho ringing 
of laughter, the tramping of feet, I sank into something which, if not 
sleep, was at least unconsciousness ; and thus is a wet spongo drawn over 
the immediately succeeding portion of my history. 

Some faint recollection I have of terrifying old Corny by my costumo ; 

but what tho circumstances, or how they happened, I cannot remember! 

I can only call to mind one act in vindication of my wisdom I went 

to bed. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

A CONFIDENCE. 

I SLBn late on the morning after my introduction to the Monks of (he 

^crew and probably should have continued to indulge still longer had not 
U Uracly awoke me. 

to j^ C °T’ h0 Cried ’ " this is tho ,hird I hove been here 

C SUfficientl y t0 listcn to “*• I have just received Z 
* company in the 41st, with an order to repair i mm l 

Bervicc.” Ch th '’ m l ° JOm the rc S lmont ' which is under orders for forcigu 
{ “ And when do you go, Phil ? ” 

Hors^Guards'tells A rriv,tc noto from » friend at the 

on the Duke to thank v* 1° * mo,ncnt: “ nd a > 1 shall have to wait 

.pare.” f ° r h,S ^ hindness to me, I have no time to 

0'G™;~Mt n and m ;'tt hat ** * or ^ I couldn’t reply. 
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healthy in its character ; and then, my boy, my dearest hope is that we 
may bo thrown once more together.'* 

Had my friend been able at the moment to have looked into the secret 
recesses of my heart, and read there my inmost thoughts, he could not 
more perfectly have depicted my feeliugs, nor pictured the impressions 
that, at the very moment he spoke, were agitating my mind. The time 
he alluded to had indeed arrived. The hour had come when I wished to 
be a soldier in more than the mere garb : hut with that wish came linked 
another even stronger still : and this was, that, before I went on scti ice, I 
should once more see Louisa Bellow, explain to her the nature and extent of 
my attachment to her, and obtain, if possible, some pledge on her part that, 
w ith the distinction I hoped to acquire, I should look to the possession of 
her lovo as my reward and my recompense. Young as I was, I felt 
ashamed at avowing to O’Grady the rapid progress of my passion. I had 
not courage to confess upon what slight encouragement I built my hopes, 
and, at the same time, was abashed at being compelled to listen tamely to 
his prophecy, when the very thoughts that flashed across me would have 


indicated my resolve. 

While I thus maintained an awkward silence, he once more resumed : 

“ Meanwhile, Jack, you can serve me, and I shall make no apologies 
for enlisting you. You’ve heard me speak of this great Loughrca steeple- 
chase: now, somehow or other, with my usual prudence, I have gone 
on adding wager to wager, until at last I find myself with a book 
some eight hundred pounds— to lose which at a moment liko this, I need 
not sav, would almost ruin all my plans. To be free of the transaction, 
I this ’morning offered to pay half forfeit, and they refused me. Tes, 
Hinton they knew every man of them the position I stood in. The} saw 
that not only my prospects, but my honour, was engaged ; that before a 
week I should bo far away, without any power to control, without any 
means to observe them ; they know well that, thus circumstanced, I must 
lose; and if I lost, I must sell my commission, and leave the army 

beggared in character and fortune.” 

“And now, my dear friend,” said I, interrupting, “how happens it 

that you bet with men of this stamp? I understood you it was a 

friendly match, got up at a dinner-party.” . 

“Even so, Jack. The dinner was in my own rooms, the claret mine, 

the men my friends. You may smile, but so the world is pleased to call 
those with whom from day to day we associate, with no other bond of 
union than the similarity of a pursuit which has nothing more reprehen- 
siblo in it than the character of the intimacies it engenders, Ice, Uinton, 
these aro my sporting friends, sipping my wine while they plot my 
wretchedness. Conviviality with them is not the happy abandonment 
of good-fellowship and enjoyment, but the season of cold and studied 
calculation— the hour when, unex.-ited themselves, they trade upon tho 
unguarded aud unwary feelings of others. They know how imperative 
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is the code of honour aa regards a bet, and they make a virtue to tht m- 
selves in the unflinching firmness of their exaction, as a cruel judgo would 
seek applause for the stem justice with which lie condemns a felon. It 
is usual, however, to accept half forfeit in circumstances like these of 
mine ; the condition did not happen to be inserted, and they rejected my 
offer.” 

“ Is tliis possible ? ” said I ; “ and that these men call themselves your 
friends ? ” 

“Yes, Jack; a betting-book is like Shylock'a bond, and the holder of 
one pretty much about as merciful as the worthy Israelite. But come, 
come, it is but boyish weakness in one like me to complain of these 
things; nor, indeed, would I speak of them now, but with the hope that 
my words may prove a warning to you, while they serve to explain the 
service 1 look for from you, and give you some insight into the character 
of those with whom you’ll have to deal.” 

“ Only tell me,” said I— “ only explain, my dear O’Grady, what I cun 
do, and how : it is needless for me to say I'm ready.” 

I thought as much : now listen to me. When I made this unlucky 
match, it was, as I have said, over a dinner-party, when, excited by wine, 
and earned away by the enthusiasm of the moment, I made a proposition 
which, with a calmer head, I should never have ventured. For a second 
or two it was not accepted, and Mr. Burke, of whom you’ve heard me 
speak caUed out from the end of the table, • A sporting offer, by Jove » 
and I U nde for you myself.’ 11, is I know was to give me one' of the 
first hot-semen m Ireland ; so, while filling my glass, I nodded to him, 
and accepted lus ofler; I cried out, ‘Two to one against any homo 
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him, even he> they 6ay, has no fancy for it. In any case, he made it the 
ground of a demand which I could not refuse — that, in the event of my 
winning, he was to claim a third of the stakes. At length the horse is 
put irt training, improves every hour, and matters seem to be taking a 
favourable turn. In the midst of this, however, the report reaches me, 
as you heard yourself yesterday morning, that Butko will not ride ; 
however I affected to discredit it at the moment, I had great difficulty to 
preserve the appearance of calm. This morning settles the question by this 
letter : 

'‘‘Dear Sir, — A friendly hiut has just reached me that I am to be 
arrested on the morning of the Lougluea race for a trifle of a hundred and 
eighteen pounds and some odd shillings. If it suits your convenience to pay 
the money, or enter into bail for the amount, I'll bo very happy to ride your 
horse ; for, although I don't care for a double ditch, I've no fancy to take the 
wall of the county gaol, even on the back of as good a horse as Moddiridderoo. 

“ ‘ Yours truly, 

“ 1 Wednesday Morning, lied House.’ ” “ ‘ UliCK Burke. 

<( ’Well,” said I, as, after some difficulty, I spelled through this ill- 
written and dirt}' epistle, “ and what do you mean to do here ? ” 

“ if you ask me,” said Phil, “ what I’d like to do, I tell you fairly it 
would be to horsewhip my friend Mr. Burke as a preliminary, pay the 
stakes, withdraw my horse, and cut the whole concern ; hut my present 
position is, unhappily, opposed to each of these steps. In the first place, 
a rencontre with Buiko would do me infinite disservice at the Uorso 
Guards, and as to the payment of eight hundred pounds, I don’t think 1 
could raise the money, without some one would advance five hundred of 
it for a mortgage on Corny Delany. But to be serious, Jack — and, as 
time presses, I must be serious — I believe the best way on this occasion 
is to give Burke the money (for as to the hill, that’s an invention) ; but, 
as I must shirt to-night for England, and the affair will require some 
management, I must put tho whole matter into your hands, with full 
instructions how to act.” 

“ 1 am quite ready and willing,” said I ; “only give me the ‘ carle du 
pay#.’ ” 

’ “ Well, then, my boy, you’ll go down to Loughrea for me the day 
before the race, establish yourself as quietly as you can in the hotel, and, 
as the riders must be named on the day before tho running, contrive to 
see Mr. Burke, and inform him that his demand will be complied with. 
Have no delicacy with him : it is a mere money question ; and although, 
by the courtesy of the turf, he is a gentleman, yet there is no occasion to 
treat him with more of ceremony than is due to yourself in your 
negotiation. This letter contains the sum he mentions. In addition to 
that, I have enclosed a blank cheque for whatever you like to give him ; 
only remember one thing, Hinton — he must ride, and I must win.” 

AH the calmness with which O'Grady had hitherto spoken deserted 
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him at this moment ; his face became scarlet, his brow was bent, and 
his lip quivered with passion, while, as he walked the room with hurried 
steps, he muttered between his teeth — 

“Yes, though it cost my List shilling, I'll win the race. They 
thought to ruin me ; the scheme was deeply laid and well -planned too, 
but they shall fail. No, Hinton/' resumed ho, in a louder tone — “ no, 
Ilinton, believe me, poor man that I am, this is not with me a question 
of so many pounds. It is the wounded self-esteem of a man who, all 
through his life, held out the right hand of fellowship to those very men 
who now conspire to be his ruin. And such, my dear boy, such, for the 
most part, are the dealings of the turf. I do not mean to say that men 
of high honour and unblemished integrity are not foremost in the 
encouragement of a sport which, from its bold and manly character is 
essentially an ‘English one ; hut this I would assert, that probity, truth 
and honour are the gifts of hut a very small number of those who make a 
trnthc of the turf, and are what the world calls * racing men.’ And oh » 
how very hard the struggle, how nice the difficulty, of him who makes 
these men his daily companions, to avoid the many artifices which the 
etiquette of the race-course permits, but which the feelings of a m*ntle- 
man would reject us unfair and unworthy! How contaminating that 
axi y of principle that admits of every stratagem, every tritk as 
kgitimate. with the sole proviso that it he successful! and what a 
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strong picture of these men, and then you deem me weak enough to full 
into their snares; that would hardly say much for my judgment and 
good sense ; besides, you have stimulated my curiosity, and I shall be 
sadly disappointed if I'm not to see them.” 

41 Be it so, Jack ! " said he, with a sigh ; “ I shall give you a couple of 
letters to some friends of mine down there, and I know but one recom- 
pense you’ll have for all the trouble and annoyance of this business — your 
pretty friend, Miss Bellow, is on a visit in the neighbourhood, and is 
certain to he at the race.” 

Had O’Grady looked at me while he spoke, he would have seen how 
deeply this intelligence affected me, while I, myself, could with diffi- 
culty restrain the increased interest I now felt in all about the matter, 
questioning him on every particular, inquiring into a hundred minute 
points, and, in fact, displaying an ardour on the subject that nothing 
short of my friend’s pre-occupation could have failed in detecting the 
source of. My mind now fixed on one object, i could scarcely follow him 
in his directions as to how 1 was to travel. 

I heard something about the canal-boat, and some confused impression 
was on my mind about a cross-road and a jaunting-car ; but the prospect 
of meeting Louisa, the hope of again being in her society, rendered 
me indifferent to all else ; and as I thrust the letters he gave me 
into my coat pocket, and promised an implicit observance of all his 
directions, I should have been sorely puzzled .had ho asked me to repeat 
them. 

“ Now,” continued O'Grady, at the end of about half an hour’s 
rapid speaking, “I believe I’ve put you in possession of all the bearings 
of this case. You understand, I hope, the kind of men you have to deal 
with, and I trust Mr. Ulick Burke is thoroughly known to you by this 

time?” 

“ Oh, perfectly,” said I, half mechanically. 

41 Well, then, my boy, I believe I had better say good-bye ; something 
tells me we shall meet ere long; meanwhile, Jack, you have my best 
wishes.” He paused for a moment and turned away his head, evidently 
affected, then added, “You’ll write to me soon, of course, and as that 
old fool, Corny, follows me in a week ” 

« And is Corny going abroad ? ” 

« A y t confound him, like the old man in Sinbad, there’s no getting 
him off one’s shoulders ; besides, he has a kind of superstition that he 
on'dit to close the eyes of the last of the family ; and, as he has frankly 
confessed to me this morning he knows I am in that predicament, he 
esteems it a point of duty to accompany me. Poor fellow! with all his 
faults I can’t help feeling attached to him ; and were I to leave him 
behind me, what would become of him? No, Jack, I am fully sensible 
of all the inconvenience, all the ridicule of this step, but, faith, I prefer 
both to the embittering reflections I should have, did I desert him. 
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“ Why does he remain after you, Phil? — hc’U never find his way to 
London.” 

“ Oh, trust him ! what with scolding, cursing, and abusing every one 
he meots, he'll attract notice enough on the road never to be forgotten or 
left behind. But the fact is, it is his own proposition, and Corny has 
asked for a few days' leave of absence, for the first time for eeven-and- 
twenty years ! ” 

“And what the deuce can that be for r” 

“ You’d never guess if you tried until to-morrow— to see his mother.” 

“ Corny’s mother 1— Corny Delany’s mother ! ” 

“Just so — his mother. Ah, Hinton ! you still have much to learn 
about us all here; and now, before we part, let mo instruct you on this 
point : not that I pretend to have a reason for it, nor do I know that 
thero is any, but somehow I'll venture to say that whenever you meet 
with a little cross-grained, ill-thrivon old fellow, with a face as if carved 
in the knot of a crab-tree, the odds are about fifteen to ono that the 
little wretch has a mother alive ; whether it is that the tenacity of lifo 
among such people is greater, or whether Nature has any peculiar objects 
of her own m view in the matter, I can’t say ; bnt trust me for tho fact. 
And now, I believe I have run myself close to time, so once more, Jack, 

Ho hurried from the room as he spoke, but as the door was closing 1 
saw that his lip trembled and his cheek was pale ; while I leaned a-aiust 

‘ h “ ' r ' ndo "'- 6huUer ’ I ™ 1 Iooke d “Kor him with a heavy and oppressed 
heart, for he was my first friend in the world * oppressed 
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from somo chance expressions they dropped, from tho Dublin market, 
whither they had proceeded with certain droves of bullocks, weddera, and 
hoggets, the qualities of which formed the staple of conversation ; thero 
xvere also some lady passengers, one a nit her good-looking woman, with 
a certain air of half gentility about her, which enabled her at times to 
display to her companion her profound contempt for tho rest of the com- 
pany ; tliis companion was a poor, subdued-looking girl of about eighteen 
or twenty years, who scarcely ventured to raise her haggard eyes, and 
spoke with an accent painful from agitation ; her depressed looks and 
her humble manner did not conceal, however, a certain air of composed 
and quiet dignity', which spoke of happier days, A host of ill-bred, noisy*, 
and unmannerly children accompanied them ; and I soon discovered that 
the mother was tho wife of the great shop-keeper in Loughrea, and her 
pale companion a governess she had just procured in Dublin, to initiate 
the promising offspring in the accomplished acquirements of French and 
Italian, music and painting; their only acquaintance on beard seemed to 
be a jolly*- looking man, who, although intimate with every one, seemed, 
somehow, not to suffer in the grand lady's esteem from tho familiarities 


he dispensed on all sides. Ho was a short, llorid-looking little fellow, 
with a round bullet head, the features of which seemed at first sight so 
incongruous that it was difficult to decide on their prevailing expression ; 
his largo grey eyes, which rolled anti twinkled with fun, caught a cha- 
racter of severity from his heavy overhanging eyebrows, and there was a 
stern determination in his compressed lips that every moment gave way 
to some burst of jocular good humour, as ho accosted one or other of his 
friends; his voice, however, was the most remarkable thing about him, fur 
while at ouo moment he would declaim in the full round tone of a person 
accustomed to speak in public, in the next ho would diop down, into an easy 
and familiar accent, to which the mellowness of his brogue imparted a 
raciness quite peculiar. 

His dress was a suit of rusty* black, with leather breeches of the same 
colour, and high boots: this costume, which pronounced him a priest, 
might also, had I known moro of the country, have explained tho secret of 
that universal understanding ho maintained with all on board. He knew- 
every ono’s business— whither they were going, where they had been, 
what success had attended them in tho market, how much the black 
heifer brought, what the pigs sold for; he asked why Tim didn't come to 
his duties, and if Molly’s child was well of the measles ; ho had a word, 
too, for the shop-keeper’s wife, but that was said in a whisper; and then 
producing a copper snuff-box, about the Bize of a saucer, ho presented it 

to mo with a graceful bow, saying — 

“This is not tho first time I have had tho honour of being your 

fellow-traveller, Captain. We came over from Liverpool together.” 

I now remembered that this was the same priest whoso contro- 
versial powers had kept me awake for nearly half the night, and whoso 
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convivial ones fined up the remainder. I was delighted, however, 
to renew my acquaintance, and we soon cemented an intimacy which 
ended in his proposing that we should eit together at dinner, to which I 
at once assented. 

“Dacent people, dacent people, Captain; but bastes after all in tho 
ways of the world : none of the usage de societc, as wo used to say at St. 
Omer'u. No, no — ftr& nature, devil a more. But here comes tho 
dinner: tho owld story — leg of mutton and turnips, boiled chickens and 
ham, a cod and potatoes. By the muss ! they would boil one’s father 
if they had him on board ; ” while he added, in a whisper, “ by rason 
they can’t roast. So now, will you move down, if you please ?” 

41 After your reverence, if you’ll permit. Arma eedunt toga 

“ Thrue for you, my son — sacer dotes priores ; and though I am only * 
priest ” 

41 More’s the pity,” said I, interrupting. 

‘ Tou re right,” said he, with a slight pinch of my arm, “whether 
you are joking or not.” 

The dinner was not a very appetising one, nor, indeed, tho company 
over seductive ; so that I disappeared with the cloth, glad to find myself 
once more in the open air, with the deck to myself ; for my fellow- 
travellers had one and all begun a very vigorous attack upon sundry 
jugs of hot water and crucibles full of whisky, the fumes of which, 

a ed to the heat, the smoko, and other disagreeables, made me right 
nnppy to escape* ^ ^ & caa-i 

As tho evening wore late, the noise and uproar grew louder and more 
vociferous, and had not frequent bursts of laughter proclaimed the spirit 
of the conviviality , I should have been tempted to believe tho party wore 
engaged in deadly strife. Sometimes a single narrator would seem to 
hold the company in attentive silence ; then a general chorus of tho 
whole would break m with shouts of merriment, knocking of knuckles on 

As thk b’,H r " nSO t i and othor “K" 80 * approbation and applause. 
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exchanging the secrets of the last market; while hore and there were 
Scattered about little convivial knots of jolly souls, whoso noisy fun and 
loud laughter indicated but slight respect for their drowsy neighbours. 

The group, however, which attracted most of my attention was ono 
near the fire at the end; this consisted of his reverence, Father Tom, a 
stout, burly-looking old farmer opposite him, the austere lady from 
Loughrea, and a little dried-up, potted-herring of a man, who, with a 
light -brown coat and standing coLlar, sat up perpendicularly on his seat, 
and looked about him with an eye as lively, and an accent as sharp, as 
though it were only noon-day. This little personage, who came from that 
Irish Pennsylvania called Monte, was endeavouring to maintain a contro- 
versy with the worthy priest, who, in addition to his polemics, was 
deep in a game of spoiled five with tho farmer, and carrying on besides 
another species of warfare was his fair neighbour. 'The diversity of all 
these occupations might possibly have been overmuch for him were it 
not for the aid of a suspicious looking little kettle, that sat hissing and 
rocking on the hob, with a look of pert satisfaction, that convinced me 
its contents were something stronger than water. 

Perceiving a small space yet unoccupied in the party, I made my way 
thither by the stair near it, and soon had the satisfaction to Cud myself 
safely installed, without attracting any other notice from the party than 
a proud stare from the lady, as she removed a little further from beside 
the priest. 

As to his reverence, far too deeply interested in his immediate pursuits 
to pay any attention to me, he had quite enough on his hands with his 
three antagonists, none of whom did he ever for a moment permit to edgo 
in even a word. Conducting his varied warfare with the skill of a general, 
who made the artillery, the infantry, and the cavalry of mutual aid and 
assistance to each other, he continued to keep the church, the courtship, 
and the cards all moving together, in a manner perfectly miraculous, tho 
vehemence with which he thumped down a trump upon the table serving 
as a point in his argument, while the energy of the action permitted a 
squeeze of the lady's hand with the other. 

“There ye go, six of spades. Play a spade, av yc have one, Mr. 
Larkins. For a set of shrivellcd-up craytures, with nothing but thee and 
thou for a creed, to deny the real ould ancient faith, that Saint Peter and 

the ace of diamonds; that tickled you under the short ribs — not you, 

Mrs. Carney for a sore time you havo of it ; and an anged of a woman 

ye are ; and the husband that could be cruel to you, and take Tho 

odd trick out of you, Mr. Larkins. No, no, I deny it — nego in omnibus, 
Jiomine, What does Origonsay? Tho rock, says he, is Peter; and if you 
translate the passage without— ■ — Another kettleful, if you please. I go 
for the ten, Misther Larkins. Trumps! another — another — hurroo! By 
the Tower of Clonmacnoiae, I’ll beggar tho bank to-night. Malhcureux 
uu Jeu, heurcuz en amour , as we used to say formerly. God forgive us ! v 
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Whether it was the French, or the look that accompanied it, ( 
cannot aver, but certainly the lady blushed and looked down, in 
vain did the poor Quaker essay a word of explanation. In vain did 
Mrs. Carney herself try to escape from the awkward inferences some 
of his allusions seemed to lead to. Even the old farmer saw his tricks 
confiscated, and his games estreated, without a chanco of recovery ; for, 
like Coeur de Lion with his iron mace, the good priest laid about him, 
smashing, slaying, and upsetting all before him, and never giving his 
adversaries a moment to recover from one blow ere he dealt another at 
their heads. 

“ To be sure, Mrs, Carney, and why not ? it's as mild as mother’s milk. 
Come, ould square-toes, take a thimbleful of it, and maybe it’ll lead you 
to a better understanding. I play the five fingers, Mr. Larkins. There 
goes Jack, my jewel. Play to that— the trick is mine. Don’t be laughing. 
IVe a bit of fat in the heel of my fist for you yet. There now-, what are 
you looking at ? Don’t you see the cards ? Troth, you’re as bad as 
the Quaker: you won’t believe your own eyes; and ye see, ma’am”— here 
he whispered something in the lady's ears for a few seconds, adding, as he 
Concluded — “ and thirn, Mrs. Carney, thim’s the rights of the Church. 
Friends indeed ! ye call yourselves Friends ! faix, ye’re the least social 
friends I ever forgathered with, even if the bare look of you wasn’t an 
antidote to all kinds of amusements. Cut. Mr. Larkins. And it’s 
purgatory ye don’t like. Ye know what Father O’Leary said-some 
of ye may go further and fare worse— not to speak of what a place 
heaven would be with the likes of you in it. Av it was Sirs. Carney 
mdeed. Tes, Man-, your own beautiful self, that’s fit to be un angel any 
day and discourse with angels. Howld, av you please, I’ve a club for 
that. Don t you see what nonsense you’re talking; the little kettle is 
laughing at you. What’s that you’re mumbling about my time of life P 

ma “ that ’“ carry twelTO tumblers with mo-show mo the 
ian that 11 cross a country— show me tho man that’ll Nerer mind 

w.w?' Tim ° ° f lifC ' ind « d 1 F “-. I U give you a song ' ’ 

W 1 th thoso words tho priost pushed the oards aside, replenished the 

• f0U ° WinS md0dy ’ ,0 an air "™ h "W Sir 8 


“To-morrow I’ll just be threescore ; 

May never worse fortune betide me, 

Than to have a hot tumbler before, 

And a beautiful crayture beside me. 

If this world’s a stage, as they say, 

And that men are the actors, I'm certain 
In the afterpiece I’d like to play, 

And be there at the fall of the curtain. 

Whack 1 fol loL * 
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“No, no, Mrs. Carney, I’ll take the vestment on it, nothing of the 
kind— the allusion is most discreet — out there is more: 

“For the pleasures of youth are a flam ; 

To try them again, pray excuse me ; 

I‘d rather be priest that I am, 

W ith the rights of the church to amuse me. 

Sure there’s nought like a jolly old age, 

And the patriarchs knew this, it said is ; 

For though they looked sober and sage, 

Faith, they had their own fun with the ladies I 

Whack ! fol lol. w 

“ Come now, Captain, you are a man that knows his humanities. I'll 
be judged by you.” 

“ I protest,” said I, laughingly. “ I’d rather pronounce on your punch 
than your polemics.” 

“ No, wc aid you, though? ” said the priest, with a joyous twinkle in 
his eye that showed which controversy had more attraction for him. 
Faix, then, you shall have a fair trial. Reach me that glass, Mr. Larkins, 
and if it isn’t sweet enough, may be Mrs. Carney would stir it for you 
with her finger. There now, we’ll be comfoi table and social, and have no 
more bother about creeds nor councils ; for, although it is only child’s play 
for me to demolish a hundred like you, I’d rather bo merciful, and leave 
you, like Alexander the Coppersmith, to get the reward of your works.” 

Whether it ■was the polito attention bestowed upon me by his re- 
verence, or that the magical word “ Captain,” so generic for all things 
military in Ireland, had its effect, or that any purely personal reasons were 
the cause, I cannot aver; but certainly, ilia. Carney’s manner became 
wonderfully softened. She smiled at me slyly, when the priest wasn’t 
looking, and vouchsafed an inquiry as to whether I had ever served in the 
Roscommon Yeomanry. 

The kettle once more sent forth its fragrant steam, the glasses were 
filled; the vanquished Quaker had extinguished both himself and his 
argument beneath his broad beaver; and bather f Iom, with a glance of 
pleasure at the party, pronounced our arrangements perfect, and suggested 
a round game, by way of passing the time. 

“ We are now,” said he, “on the long level for eighteen miles; 
there’s neither a lock nor a town to disturb us. Give Mrs. Carney the cards.” 

The proposition was met with hearty approval ; and thus did I, 
Lieutenant Hinton, of the Grenadier Guards, extra aide-de-camp to the 
Viceroy, discover myself at four in the morning engaged at a game of loo, 
whose pecuniary limits were fourpence, but whose bourn lari cs as to joke 
and broad humour wore wide as the great Atlantic. Duy broke, and I 
found myself richer by some tumblers of the very strongest whisky-punch, 
a confounded headacho, and two-and-eightpence in bad copper jingling in 
my pocket. 


135 


CHAPTER XX. 


SHANNON HARBOUF.. 


Littlb does he know who voyages in a canal-boat, dragged along, some 
three miles and a half per hour, ignoininiously at the tails of two ambling 
hackneys, what pride, pomp, and circumstance await him at the first town 
he enters. Seated on the deck, watching with a Dutchman’s apathy the 
sedgy bank, whose tall flaggers bow their heads beneath the ripple that 
eddies from the bow ; now lifting his eyes from earth to sky, with nothing 
to interest, nothing to attract him ; turning from the gaze of the long, 
dreary tract of bog and moorland, to look upon his fellow-travellers, 
whose features are perhaps neither more striking nor more pleasing— the 
monotonous jog of the postillion before, the impassive placidity of tho 
helmsman behind — tho lazy smoke, that seems to lack energy to issue 
from the little chimney' — the brown and leaden look of all around — have 
something dreamy and sleep-compelling, almost impossible to resist. And 
already, as the voyager droops his head, and lets fall his eyelids, a con- 
fused and misty scene of some everlasting journey, toilsome, tedious, and 
slow, creeps over his besotted faculties; when suddenly tho loud bray of 
the horn breaks upon his ears — the sound is re-echoed from a distance— 


the far-off tinkle of a bell is borne along tho water, and he sees before 
him, as if conjured up by some magician’s wand, tho roofs and chimneys 
of a little village. Meanwhile, the excitement about him incrouses ; the 
deck is lumbered with hampers, and boxes, and parcels; tho note of 
departure to many a cloaked and frieze-coated passenger has rung ; for, 
strange as it may seem, in that little assemblage of mud hovels, with their 
dunghills and their duck-pools around them, with its one-sin ted house and 
its square chapel— yet there are people who live there ; and, stranger still, 
some of those who have left it, and seen other places, are going back 
there again, to drag on life as before. But the plot is thickening; the 
large brass bell at the stem of the boat is thundering away with its 
clanging sound ; tho banks are crowded with people ; and, as if to favour 
the melodramatic magic of the scene, tho track-rope is cast off, the weary 
posters trot away towards their stable, and the stately barge floats on to 
its destined haven without the aid of any visible influence. He who 
wntdies the look of proud, important bearing that beams upon “ tho 
Captain* face at a moment like this, may philosophise upon tho charms 
ta power which man wields above his fellow-men: such, at least 
weTe some of my reflections ; and 1 could not help muttering to myself’ 

te/na'y'"'' ^ ° f Station > service must * 

Watching with interest the nautical skill with which, having fastened 
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a rope to the stem, the boat was swung round, with her head in the 
direction from whence she came, intimating thereby the monotonous 
character of her avocations, I did not perceive that, one by one, the 
passengers were taking their departure. 

u Good-bye, Captain I” cried Father Tom, as he extended his ample 
hand to me ; “ we’ll meet again in Loughrea. I’m going on Mrs. 
Carney's car, or I’d be delighted to join you in a conveyance ; but you’ll 
easily get one at the hotel.” 

I had barely time to thank the good father for his kind advice, when 
I perceived him adjusting various duodecimo Carneys in the well of the 
car, and then, having carefully included himself in the frieze coat that 
wrapped Mrs. Carney, he gave the word to drive on. 

As the day following was the time appointed for naming the horses 
and the riders, I had no reason for haste. Loughrea, from what I had 
heard, was a common- place country-town, in which, as in all similar 
places, every new comer was canvassed with a prying and searching 
curiosity. I resolved, therefore, to stop where I was; not, indeed, that 
the scenery possessed any attractions — a prospect more bloak, more 
desolate, and more barren, it would be impossible to conceive ; a wide 
river with low* and reedy banks, moving sluggishly on its yellow current, 
between broad tracts of bog or callow meadow-land ; no trace of cultiva- 
tion, not even a tree, was to be seen. 

Such is Sluinnon Harbour. “No matter, ’ thought I; ** the hotel at 
least looks well.” This consolatory reflection of mine was elicited by the 
prospect of a large stone building of some storeys high, whose granite 
portico and wide steps stood in strange contrast to the miserable mud 
hovels that flanked it on either side. It was a strange thought to have 
placed such a building in such a situation. I dismissed tho ungrateful 
notion as I remembered my own position, and how happy I felt to accept 
Its hospitality. 

A solitary jaunting’Car stood on the canal side, the poorest specimen 
of its class I had ever seen ; the car— a few boards cobbled up by some 
country carpenter — seemed to threaten disunion e\cn with the coughing 
of the wretched beast that wheezed between its shafts, while the driver, 
an emaciated creature, of any age from sixteen to sixty, sat shriering upon 
the seat, striking from time to time w*ith his whip at the flies that played 
about tho animal's ears, as though anticipating their prey. 

“Banagher, yer honour? Loughrea, sir? Rowl ye over in an hour 

and a half. Is it Portumna, sir? 

“ No, my good friend,” replied I ; “ I stop at the hotel,” 

Had I proposed to take a sail down the Shannon on my portmanteau, 
I don’t think tho astonishment could have been greater. The bystanders 

nrK l they were numerous enough by this time— looked from one to tho 

other with expressions of mingled surprise and dread ; and, indeed, had I, 
like some sturdy knight-errant of old, announced my determination to 
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pass the night in a haunted chamber, more unequivocal evidences of their 
admiration and fear could not have been evoked. 


41 In the hotel ? ” said one. 

il He is going to stop at the hotel ! ” cried another. 

“ Blessed hour ! ” said a third ; “ wonders will never cca60 ! ” 

Short as had been my residence in Ireland, it had at least taught me 
one lesson — never to he surprised at anything I met with. So many 
viows of life peculiar to the land met mo at every turn— so many strange 
prejudices — so many singular notions — that were I to apply my previous 
knowledge of the world, such as it was, to my guidance here, I should he 
like a man endeavouring to sound the depths of these;* with an instrument 
intended to ascertain the distance of n star. I weaving, therefore, to time 
the explanation of the mysterious astonishment around me, I gathered 
together my baggage, and left the boat. 

The first impressions of a traveller are not uncommonly his best. The 
finer and more distinctive features of a land require deep study and long 
acquaintance, but the broader traits of nationality are caught in an 
instant, or not caught at all. Familiarity with them destroys them, and 
it is only at first blush that we learn to appreciate them with force. Who 
that has landed at Calais, at Rotterdam, or at Leghorn, has not felt this? 
The Flemish peasant, with her long-eared cap and heavy sabots — the dark 
Italian, basking his swarthy features in the sun — are striking objects 
when we first look on them. But days and weeks roll on, the wider 
characteristics of human nature swallow up the smaller and more narrow 
features of nationality, and in a short time we forget that the things 
which have surprised us at first are not what wc have been used to from 
our infancy. 

W 


Gifted with hut slender powers of observation, such as they were this 
was to me always a moment of their exercise. How often, in the rural 
districts of my own country, had the air of cheery and healthy content- 
ment spoken to my heart ; how frequently, in the manufact uring ones, 
had the din of hammers, the black smoke, or the lurid flame of furnaces, 
turned my thoughts to those great sources of our national wealth, and 
made mo look on every dark and swarthy face that passed as on one who 
ministered to his country’s weal. But now I was to view a new and very 
different scene. Scarcely had I put foot on shore, when the whole popu- 
lation of the village thronged around me. “ What are theso f ” thought 
‘ . * art do they practise ? What trade do they profess ? ” Alas ! 
cir wan looks, their tattered garments, their outstretched hands, and 
imploring voices, gave the answer— they were all beggars ! It was not as 
if the old, the decrepid, the sickly, or the feeble, had fallen on the charity 
of their fellow-men in their hour of need ; hut here were all— all— the old 

T^ thG huBband and tho wife, the aged grandfather and 

-Dale DAllfd 6 ^ 11 ? m ^ locks ° f y0uth ’ th ° whiter hairs of a S e 

P , P' i , and sickly— trembling between starvation and suspense, 
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watching, with the hectic eye of fever, every gesture of him on whom 
their momentary hope was fixed ; canvassing, in muttered tones, every 

step of his proceeding, and hazarding a doubt upon its bearing on thoir 
own fate. 

“ Oh ! the heavens be your bed, noble gentleman, look at me. The 
Lord reward you for the little sixpence that you have in your fingers 
there. I’m the mother of ten of them,” 

44 Billy Cronin, yer honour. I’m dark since I was nine years old.” 

“ I’m the ouldest man in the town. land,” said an old fellow with a 
white beard, and a blanket strapped round him. 

While, bursting through the crowd, came a strange, odd-looking figure, 
in a huntsman’s coat and cap, but both so patched and tattered, it was 
difficult to detect their colour. 

44 Here’s Joe, your honour,” cried he, putting his hand to his mouth at 
the same moment. “Tally-ho! ye ho! ye ho!” ho shouted, with a 
mellow cadence I never heard surpassed. “ Yow 1 yow ! yew ! ” he cried, 
imitating the barking of dogs, and then uttering a long low wail, like tho 
bay of a hound, he shouted out, “ Hark away ! hark away ! ” and at tho 
same moment pranced into the thickest of the crowd, upsetting men, 
women, and children as he went, the curses of some, tho cries of others, 
and the laughter of nearly alt, ringing through the motley mass, making 
their misery look still more frightful. 

Throwing what silver 1 had about me amongst them, I made my way 
towards the hotel: not alone, however, but heading a precession of my 
nigged friends, who, with loud praises of my liberality, testified their 
gratitude by bearing mo company. Arrived at the porch, I took my 
luggage from the carrier, and entered the house. Unlike any other hotel 
I had ever seen, there was neither stir nor bustle, no burly landlord, no 
buxom landlady, no dapper waiter with napkin on his arm, no pert- 
looking chambermaid with a bedroom candlestick. A large hall, dirty 

•f-J 

and unfurnished, led into a kind of bar, upon whose unpainted shelves 
a few straggling bottles were ranged together, with some pewter measures 
and tobacco pipes; while the walls were covered with placards, setting 
forth the regulations for the*" Grand Canal Hotel,” with a list, copious 
and abundant, of all the good things to be found therein, with the prices 
annexed; and a pressing entreaty to tho traveller, should he not feel 
satisfied with his reception, to mention it in a “ book kept for that 
purpose by tho landlord.” I cast my eye along the bill of fare, so 
ostentatiously put forth — I read of rump-steaks, and roast fowls, of rod 
rounds and sirloins, and I turned from the spot resolved to exploro 
further. The room opposite was large and spacious, and probably 
destined for the coffee-room, but it also was empty ; it had neither chair 
nor table, and save a pictorial representation of a canal-boat, drawn by 
somo native artist with a burut stick upon the wall, it had no decoration. 
Having amused myself with the Lady Caher — such was tho vessel callod 


139 


AN IRISH HOTEL. 


—I again set forth on mj voyage of discovery, and bent my steps towards 
the kitchen. Alas ! my success was no better there — tho goodly grato 
before which should havo stood some of that luscious fare of which I had 
been reading, was cold and deserted ; in one corner, it was true, three 
sods of earth, scarce lighted, supported an antiquated kettle, whose 
twisted spoilt was turned up with a misanthropic curl at tho misery 
of its existence. I ascended the stairs ; my footsteps echoed along tho 
silent corridor, but still no trace of human habitant could I see, and 
I began to believe that oven the landlord had departed with tho larder. 

At this moment the low murmur of voices caught my ears ; I listened, 
and could distinctly catch the sound of persons talking together at tho 
end of the corridor. Following along this, I caino to a door, at which, 
having knocked twice with my knuckles, I waited for tho invitation to 
enter. Either indisposed to admit me, or not having heard my summons, 
they did not reply; so turning the handle gently, I opened the door, and 
entered the room unobserved. For some minutes I profited little by this 
step ; the apartment, a small one, was literally full of smoke, and it was 
only when I had wiped tho tears from my eyes threo times that I at 
length began to recognise the objects before me. 

Seated upon two low stools, beside a miserable fire of green wood, that 
smoked, not blazed, upon the hearth, were a man and a woman ; between 
them a small and rickety table supported a tea equipage of the humblest 
desu iption, and a plate of fish whose odour pronounced them red herrings. 
Of the man I could see but little, as his back was turned towards me, 
but, had it been otherwise, I could scarcely have withdra wn my looks from 
the figure of his companion. Never had my eyes fallen on an object so 
strange and so unearthly. She was an old woman— so old, indeed, as to 
have numbered nearly a hundred years ; her head, uncovered by cap or 
quoif, displayed a mass of white hair that hung down on her back and 
shoulders, and even partly across her face, not sufficiently, however, to 
conceal two dark orbits, within which her dimmed eyes faintly glimmered ; 
her nose was thin and pointed, and projecting to tho very mouth, w hich! 
drawn backwards at the angles by the tenso muscles, wore an expression 
o hideous laughter. Over her coarse dress of some country etuff, she 
wore or warmth tho cast-off coat of a soldier, giving to her uncouth 
gure the semblance of an aged baboon at a village show. Her voice 
broken with coughing, was a low feeble treble, that seemed to issue from 
passages where lingering life had left scarce a trace of vitality ; and yet 
she talked on without ceasing, and moved her skinny fingers among the 

in mVe t • U * ) ° n tho with a fidgety restlessness, as though 

in search of something. * b 

vou'r I”"? don,t ,moke ! don't, now : sure it's at tho ruin of 

yornig““ P e “ 0D ' 1 Dmr “° b ° yS ti,k ° tobacco this when I w 


was 


“Whisht, mother, and don’t bo bothering 


mo,” was the cranky 
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reply, given in a voice which, strange to say, was not quite unknown to 
me. 


■Ay, ay, said the old crone; ** always the same, never mindin' a 
word I say ; and maybe in a few years I won’t be to the foro to look after 
yon, and watch you.” 

I (ere the painful thought of leaving a world so full of its seductions 
and sweets seemed too much for her feelings, and she began to cry. 
Hrr companion, however, appeared but little affected, but puffed 
away his pipe at his ease, waiting with patience till the paroxysm was 
past. 


“ There, now,” said the old lady, brightening up, “ take away the 
tav -things, and you inay go and take a run on the common ; but mind you 
don t be pelting Jack Moore’s goose, and take care of Bryan’s sow, she is 
as wicked as the divil now that she has boneens after her. D’ye hear me, 
dnrlin’, or is it sick you are ? Oeh ! wirra ! wirra ! What’s the matter 
with you, Corny maboufhal I" 

"Corny,” exclaimed I, forgetful of my incognito. 

"Ay, Corny, nayther more nor less than Corny himself,” said that 
redoubted personage, as rising to his legs he deposited his pipe upon the 
table, thrust his hands into his pockets, and seemed prepared to give 


battle. 

“ Oh, Corny,” said I, “ I am delighted to find you here. Perhaps you 
can assist me. I thought this was an hotel." 

“ And why wouldn’t you think it an hotel ? Hasn’t it a bar and a 
coffee-room ? Isn't the regulations of the house printed, and stuck up on 
all the walls ? — Ay, that’s what tho directors did— put tho price on every- 
thing, as if one was going to cheat the people. And signs on it, look at 
the place now — ugh! the havthins ! the Turks ! ” 

"Yes; indeed, Corny, look at the place now;” glad to have an 
opportunity to chime in with my friend’s opinions, 

"Well, and look at it,” replied he, bristling up ; "and what have you 
to say agin it? Isn’t it the Grand Canal Hotel ? ” 

“ Yes; but,” said I, conciliatingly, " an hotel ought at least to have a 
landlord, or a landlady.” 

“ And what do you call my mother there ? ” said he, with indignant 
energy. 

"Don't bate Corny, sir! don’t strike the child!" screamed the old 
woman, in an accent of heartrending terror. "Sure he doesn’t know 
what he is saying." 

"He is telling mo it isn’t the Grand Canal Hotel, mother, “shouted 
Corny in the old lady’s ears, while at the same moment he burst into a fit 
of most discordant laughter. By some strange sympathy the old woman 
joined in, and I myself, unable to resist the ludicrous effect of a scene 
which still had touched my feelings, gave way also, and thus we all 
three laughed on, for several minutes. 
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Suddenly recovering himself in the midst of his cachinnationx, Corny 
turned briskly round, fixed his fiery eyes upon me, and said — 

And did you come all the way from town to laugh at my mother and 


me ; 


I hastened to exonerate myself from such a charge, and in a few words 
informed him of the object of my journey, whither I was going, and under 
what painful delusion I laboured in supposing tho internal arrangements 
of the Grand Canal Hotel bore any relation to its imposing exterior. 

“ I thought I could have dined here ? ” 

“No, you can’t,” was tho reply, “av ye’re not fond of herrins.” 

44 And had a bed too ? ” 

“Nor that either, av ye don’t like straw.” 

44 And has your mother nothing better than that? " said I, pointing to 
the miserable plate of fish. 

A\ hisht, I tell you, and don’t be putting the like in her head ; some- 
times she hears as well as you or mo hero ho dropped his voice to a 
whisper “ liemns is so cheap that we always make her believe it’s Lent : 
this is nine years now she’s fasting.” Here a fit of laughing at the sue- 

cess of this innocent ruse again broke from Corny, in which, as before, his 
mother joined. 

44 Then what am I to do,” asked I, “ if I can get nothing to eat hero f 
Is there no other house in the village ? ” 

“ No, devil a one.” 

44 How far is it to Loughrea ? ” 

“Fourteen miles and a bit.” 

“ I can get a car, I suppose? ” 

Aj, if Mary Doolan’s boy is not gono back.* 1 
The old woman whose eyes were impatiently filed upon me durimr 
bUt Wh ° hcM,i not tt word of ^at was going forward, now 

off It "’if d ° e;J> ’ t h<> m th ° UU a,ld S° f Dovil a farthing I’ll take 
off it. Sure av ye were a raal gentleman ye’d be givin’ a finnennv > it t 

the gossoon there, that served you. Never mind, Co.my dear 1 1 w'a 
bag of marbles for vou at Banagher ” 3 a , I li bny a 

.he“ouiTr;rd^ n B ^>re“rdti o t rf ■ w 

whotgekZaTLl^r’ Th h t0 bomo. S ^rh„ 

the huntsman“Xss P °° r ,di<>t (f ° r 6uch h ° ‘Outwore 

? S'": — * ~~ 

,‘ p th . er f au ;' mean3 of getting over to-night i ” 

Barrm walking, there's none.” 

I»i b " t " 8aid d * " Were 1 di3 P» 3 od for tlmt, I have got my 
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'■ Ts it heavy?” said Joe. 

“This portmanteau, and the carpet-hag yuu see there.” 

“ I'll carry them,” was the brief reply. 

“ You’ll not be able, my poor fellow,” said I. 

“ Ay, and you on the top of them.” 

“You don’t know how heavy I am,” said I, laughingly. 

“ Begorra, I wish you was heavier.” 

“ And why bo, Joe ? ” 

“ Because one that was so good to the poor, is worth his weight in 
goold any day.” 

I do not pretend to say whether it was the flattery, or the promise 
these words gave me of an agreeable companion, en route , but, certain it 
is, I at once closed with his proposal, and, with a ceremonious bow to the 
Grand Canal Hotel, took uiy departure, and set out for Loughrea. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

LOUGHREA. 

With the innato courtesy of his country, my humble companion endeav- 
oured to lighten the road by song and story. There was not a blackened 
gable, not a ruined tower, not even a well we passed without its legend. 
The very mountains themselves, that reared their mighty pouka towards 
the clouds, had their tale of superstitious horror , and, though these stories 
were simple in themselves, there was something in the association of the 
scene, something in the warn fervour of his enthusiasm that touched and 
thrilled my heart. 

Like a lamp whoso fitful glare flickers through tho gloomy vault of 
some rocky cavern, too feeble to illumino it, but yet calling up wild and 
goblin shapes on every side, and peopling space with flickering spectres; 
so did the small modicum of intellect this poor fellow possessed enable him 
to look at life with strango distorted views. Accustomed to pass his days 
in tho open air — tho fields, tho flowers, the streams, his companions— ho 
had a sympathy in the eddying current that flowed on beneath — in tho 
white cloud that rolled above him ; happy, for ho had no care, ho jour- 
neyed about from one county to another. In the hunting season ho would 
bo seen lounging about a kennel, making or renewing his intimacy with 
the dogs, who know and loved him ; then ho was always ready to carry a 
drag, to stop an earth, or do a hundred other of those minor services that 
are ever wanted. Many who lived far from a post-town knew tho comfort 
of falling in with poor “Tipperary Joo,” for such was ho called. Not 
more fleet of foot than honest of heart, oftentimes was a letter entrusted 
to his keeping that with any other messenger would have excited feelings 
of anxiety. 
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and flushed cheek one couiu murk the pleasure that stirred his heart. IIo 
knew every one, not only in tins, but in the surrounding counties; and 
they stood severally classed in his estimation by their benovolonce to the 
poor, and their prowess in the hunting-field. These, with him, were tho 
two great qualities of mankind. The kind man and tho hold ridor mado 
his bean ideal of all that was excellent, and it was strange to watch 
with what ingenuity ho could support his theory. 

“There’s Burton Pearse— that’s the darling of a man; it’s he that’s 
good to the poor, and takes his walls flying— it isn’t a lock of bacon or a 
bag of meal he cares for— begorra, it’s not that, nor a double ditch would 
ever stop him. Hurroo ! 1 think I’m looking at him throwing up his 
whip-hand this way, going over a gate and calling out to tho servant 
Make Joe go in for his dinner, and give him half-a-crown’— devil a levs ■ 
and then there’s Mr. Power of Kilfane-maybc your honour knows him ? 

own in Kilkenny, there; he’s another of them— one of the right sort 
I wish ye seen him facing a leap_a little up in his stirrups just to look 
over and sea the ground, and then-hoo ! he’s across and away. A beau- 

- * « - ^„ n ?a 

" t'! Jf r ' Ulicl£ Burke ' Joe ; do you know him P ” 

Is it Mazing Burke?— faix, I do know him' I ,, k . 

1 am to you when ho shot Matt Callanan at tho miUs ■ f,T “ 

says he when ho put a ball in his hip, and lamed him for m™. ' n0W ’ 

always fond of your trade nn ,i t*ii t a mm * or Ilfo * >’ ou wert} 

enough, this is ZZj however ^ -'° U * h ^“-’ And, sure 
,3 15 " 8 ° od horseman, they toll me, J 00 ?" 

chase, show me Ids equal OchMttU? Ih ° d ' >88 ’ flat ra “, or steeple- 
Mighty short he rides with his knees no haS tho 8cnl in “ saddle, 

so purty to look at, till you are usod to’ * nd h ! s toos out - Not 

baste— feeling his mouth with the snafflo' ’ " hln> lin S e >>ng his 

tmg him know who is on his back I,TZT7 torm ™‘ i "g. bat just lot. 
then to see him taking a little canter^ f . plea8ur0 10 '°ok at him ; and 

“ d J“ 8t ticW in g the Banks with hiTspu^to h hiS hand low . 

May I never ! if it isn’t a heavenly sight I ” t0mp<,r of ‘bo horse. 

. ST. “r* 

° f a rid8r - «* knows hTbiste ttter UrnnTk aCk ? Wt l ‘ C th ° moraI 

than I know my Had Mao' i but 
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see turn a toot, ho s the greatest duvil from here to Cronghpatrick— nothing 
civiler in hig mouth than a curse and a * bloody end* to ye ! Och ! it’s 
himself hutea the poor, and they hate him ; the beggars run away from 
him, as if he was the police ; and the blind man that sits on Banagher- 
bridge takes up his bags and runs for the bare life the minit ho hears the 
trot of his horse. Isn’t it u wonder how he rides so bowld with all the 
curses over him ? Faix, myself wouldn’t cross that little stream thero if 
I was like him. Well, well, he’ll have a hard reckoning at last; he’s 
killed five men already, and wounded a great many more; but they say 
ho won’t be able to go on much further, for when he kills another the 
div il s to come for him — the Lord be about us ! — by rason he never lets any 
one kill more nor six.” 

Thus chatting away, the road passed over, and as the sun was setting 
we came in sight of the town, now not above a mile distant. 

“That’s Loughrea you see there— it’s a mighty fino place,” said Joo. 
** There’s elate houses, and a market, and a barrack ; but you’ll stop a few 
days in the town?” 

W 

“ Oh, certainly; I wish to see this race.” 

“That will be the fino race. It is a great country entirely — every 
kind of fence, gates, ditches, and stone walls, as thick as they can lie. I’ll 
show you all the course, for I know it well, and tell you the names of all 
the gentlemen, and the names of their horses, and their servants; and I’ll 
bring you where you will see the whole race, from beginning to end, with- 
out Stirling an inch. Are you going to bet any money?” 

“ I believe not, Joe; but I’m greatly interested for a friend.” 

“ And who is he ? ’* 

“ Captain O’Grady.” 

“Master Phil! Tear- an’ -ages, are you a frieud of Master Phil’s? 
Arrah why didn’t you tell mo that before? Why didn’t you mintion his 
name to me ? Och 1 isn't it myself proud this evening to be with a friend 
of the Captain’s. See, now, what’s your name ? ” 

“ Hinton,” said I. 

“Ay, but your Christian name?” 

“They who know me best call ine Jack Hinton.” 

“ Musha ! but I’d like to call you Jack Hinton just for this once. Now 
will you do one thing for mo ? ” 

“ To bo sure, Joe ; what is it? ” 

“Make them give me a half pint, to drink your health and the Cap- 
tain’s ; for, faix, you must bo the right sort, or ho wouldn’t keep company 
with you. It’s just like yesterday to me, the day I met him, down at 
Bishop’s Loch; the hounds came to a check, and a hailstorm came on, 
and all the gentlemen went into a little shebeen house for shelter. I was 
standing outside, as it may be here, when Master Phil saw me. * Come 
in, Joe,* says he; 4 you’re the best company, and the pleasantest fellow 
over a mug of egg flip ; and, may I never ! if he didn’t muko me sit down 
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forninf him, at a little table, and drink two quarts of as beautiful flip as 

ever I tasted. And Master Phil has a horse here, ve tell me — what’s his 

> ? " 


name r ” 


it? i 

■ That, Joe, I am afraid I can't pronounce for you ; it's rather beyond 

ni) nglish tongue- but I know that his colour is grey, and that he has 
one cropped ear.” 

“ That's Moddiridderoo ! ” shouted Jos, as, throwing mv portmanteau 
UtLn ^ ' K him5eU l6iSUrCly ° n and !eemed lost ia ">odi- 

he watS’i’t."^ h '' “ lcnffth ’ " he cho5 ° a eood-tompored one, when 
he vs as about it , there never was such a horse foaled in them mrH V* 

hodid S1-, the man that bred W HeC him 

^ m*^ r “ ^ a “ 

**™*:7zr if ® ^ -Sx :^ lr - 

“ X ° : . T bchev0 1Ir - Burk! > is ‘a ride him." 8 

JVLusha ! but I am sorry for it * u 

" W 8 h no' mi^nTth,:: ^i, k w h lf^° f b h ;: 

leather, or he'll come in a pound too'hXtrT’lllh t ““"“P 

the mouth; for he doesn’t care for hi, „ 'l £ U hp th ° 6naflle out ot 
baste, and bring hi,,, in dead kme.^ ““ 1 ““ Wm **• his 

Here ended our conversation* for hx~ +>,• ** 
and proceeded to Mrs. Doolan’s.’ Tho l ^ hm ® W0 entercd tbo town, 
bespoke ; and I was turning away in dis.™^ T** ° r tho a P !txtm ents 
overheard the landlady mention ^ whon 1 accidentally 

O’Gmdy. A Ul ,U erpCril I'd rT" 0 ' dcr " J b T Capkin 
that these were destined for me by m/frfend wh'^T^' *° my deIi 8ht. 
before to secure them. A few miLt/ * d ’ ho had w nttcn some time 

“ thc m «e rim, whoso unpretendbg eaterior"" “ mf «t«bly installed 

ars,:^* -*«- ssrs STtrst 

Md mhm liiinwl, ,, my owo ]nln _ 

Lfo 7 L “ d a! ho fricod rny dressing 7 C othcs ''' cr<i unpacked and 

bo went; which I canW- h„ “ hls habit ol angin- to hiL/lf h ‘ 5 
dreamed of checking. 5 ' tha ‘ I dishked, and tertai^y t^r 

few mbuksMml 00 •* f ° W lincs to Mr. Burke exnr • 

prepared for bed th0 m °^S morning, I ed thlto™ ’ ^ j 

I had often listened » -,v e noto and 

baring felt either hunger « fT*^ *° tho wise saws of peo 1 
* « 'attgne, are so fond of 
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oulogium on such luxuries, when the period of their gratification has 
arrived ; but, I confess, ns X lay down that night in bed and drew the 
clothes around me, I began to believe that they had underrated the plea- 
sures they spoke of. The house clock ticked pleasantly in the room 
without ; tho cheerful turf tire threw its mild red light across tho room ; 
the sounds from the street were those of happy voices and merry laughter; 
and when I ceased to hear them, I had fallen into a sound and peaceful 
sleep. 

It was after about a dozen efforts, in which I had gone through all the 
usual formulas on such occasions — rubbing my eyes, stretching, and even 
pinching myself — before I could awake on tho following morning. I felt 
somewhat stiffened from the unaccustomed exertions of the day before, 
but, somehow, my spirits were unusually high, and my heart in its very 
lightest mood. I looked about me through tho little room, where all was 
order, neatness, and propriety. My clothes — carefully brushed and folded; 
my boots, resplendent in their blacking, stood basking before the fire ; 
even my hat, placed gently on one side, with my gloves carefully flattened — 
were laid out in true valet fashion. The door into my little sitting-room 
lav open, and I could mark the neat and comfortable preparations for my 
breakfast, while at a little distance from the table, and in an attitude of 
patient attention, stood poor Joe himself, who, with a napkin across his 
arm, was quietly waiting the moment of my awaking. 

1 know not if my reader wiLl have any sympathy with the confession, 
but I own I have always felt a higher degree of satisfaction from tho un- 
bought and homely courtesy chance has thrown in my way, than from tho 
more practised and dearly-paid-for attentions of the most disciplined 
household. There is something flattering in the personal devotion which 
seems to spring from pure good-will, that insensibly raises one in their 
own esteem. In some such reflection as this was I lost, when tho door of 
my outer room was opened, and a voico inquired if Mr. Hinton stopped 

thore. 

** y cs , B ir t ” replied Joe ; “ he is in bed, and asleep.” 

“Ah! is it you, Joe ?” replied tho other; “so you are turned foot- 
man, I see. If the master be like tho man, it ought to bo a shrewd 

establishment.** 

‘ No," replied Joe carelessly ; “ he’s not very like anything down in 

these parts; for ho appears to be a gentleman.” 

“ Tell him I am here, and be d— d to you,” was the indignant reply, 
aa the speaker threw himself into his chair and stirred tho fire with his 

foot. 

Suspecting at once who my visitor was, I motioned to Joo to leave 
tho room, and proceeded to dress myself with all despatch. During the 
operation, however, my friend without manifested several symptoms of 
impatience : now walking the room with rapid strides, as ho whistled a 
quick step; now beating the bars of tho gruto with a poker; and 
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occasionally performing that popular war dance, “ Tho Devils Tattoo,” 
with his knuckles upon the table. At length his endurance seemed 
pushed to its length, and ho knocked sharply at the door, calling out at 
the same moment, 

“ I say, sir, time’s up, if you please.” 

Tho next moment I was before him. 

Mr. Ulick Burke — for I need not say it was he — was a well-looking 
man, of about eight-and-twenty or thirty years of age. Although his 
eight was below the middle size, ho was powerfully and strongly made ; 
his features would have been handsome were it not for a certain 
expression of vulgar suspioion that played about tho eyes, givin" him a 
sidelong look when he spoke; this, and tho loss of two front teeth 
from a fall disfigured a face originally pleasing. His whiskers wore large 
bushx and meeting beneath his chin. As to his dress, it was in 
character with his calling: a green coat, out round in jockey fashion 
j er which he wore a white “ bang-up,” as it was culled, in one’pocket of 
which was carelessly thrust a lash whip ; a Belcher handkerchief knotted 

i r e lt U ? ,S ( ne0k ’ ': UCk f kin brcocbc8 > rMAi "3 far down upon tho 
lo and top-boots, completed his costume. I had almost forgotten a hat 

■“I" 1 ’ 5 lhe mo5t characteristic thing of all. This, which onco had been 
-, was now by stress of time and woathcr of a dirty drab colour ■ its 

£ °Ti aDd thC ,6af “ d ^en bTspoke 

firmly IS £ tt ^ fr^i b ‘“ * 

r ms, his thigh with an energy oi manut that lZcd ]££*£ 

fepli ia* U8 a mix * urc t,m id embarrassment and vulgar aseuranr\A 
her S wSah T .«* " hi: » b ° forgot 

had a E solM ,he a l 1 rr t o ml ‘ he ; 1, r h0 0n ' SinaI, >- ^longed to ho 

associates, making it difficult for one“at tUfijSSTF ° f “* *** 
order he belonged In the l,c nm * , to discover to which 

- “Old ho a goSLan wtn ^277°^ ^ ^ 

this phrase; and with what ..." °* ton havo wo heard 

Who can ho a gentleman w he n hl j “ “ g0ncriJ1 y HPW- He 
else. Circumstances mav and do 0a , 6<ifl, D8ver picasos to bo anything 
cultivated minds and refined hahu ’ • °7 0r ^ tkly m kfe, throw men of 
but while, with the tact^and 717,1 7 T-* 7 °' their «»*«*«; 

they make themselves welcome among ^VUhwhT^ *?"*** 
if any, sympathies in common w „ & 7 th hom the > r havo few, 
from that high standard that mlk! ra by any acddcnt do they derogate 
hand, tho man of L, tb ° m eenllom6n : So ' “ the other 

ho bo able, the outward habitudea proponsl ‘ ,es ““y simulate, if 

intonation and bowing with well ,t V tt epeakm 8 with practised 

gentleman in his thought or fedtaoH^ y °‘ ' S ho no more a 

rtruta the board, the In^h W fost^.’l M ‘ m3 ° Ucd who 

J 2 1118 cosUmo bespeak him. Thu 
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being the “ gentleman when he likes” is but the mere performance of the 
character. It has all the smell of the orange-peel and the foot-lights 
about it, and never can be mistaken by any one who knows the world. 
But to como back to Mr. Burke. 

Having eyed ine for a second or two with a look of mingled distrust 
and impertinence, he unfolded my note, which he held beneath his fingers, 
and said, 

“ I received this from you last night, Mr. ” 

“Hinton,” said I, assisting him. 

“ Mr. Hinton,” repeated he slowly. 

“Won’t you be seated?” said I, pointing to a chair and taking one 
myself. 

He nodded familiarly, and placing himself on tho window-sill, with 
one foot upon a chair, resumed : 

“ It’s about O’Grady 1 e business, I suppose, you've como down here; 
the Captain has treated ma very ill.” 

“ You are quito right,” said I coolly, “in guessing the object of my 
visit ; but I must also let you know, that in any observations you make 
concerning Captain O’Grady, they are made to a friend, who will no more 
permit his name to be slightingly treated than his own.” 

“Of course,” pronounced with a smile of the most insulting coolues?, 
was the only reply. “ That, however, is not tho matter in hand. Tour 
friend , tho Captain, never condescended to answer my letter.” 

“ He only received it a few days ago.” 

“Why isn’t he here himself? Is a gentleman rider to be treated like 

a common jockey that's paid for his race ?” 

I confess tho distinction was too subtle for me, but I said nothing in 

reply. 

u I don’t even know where tho horse is, nor if he is here at all — will 

you call that handsome treatment, Mr. Hinton : " 

« One thing I am quite sure of, Mr. Burke— Captain O'Grady is 
incapable of anything unworthy or unbecoming a gentleman ; the haste of 
his departure for foreign service may have prevented him observing 
certain matters of etiquette towards you, but he has commissioned me to 
accept your terms. Tho horse is, or will be here to-night, and I trust 
nothing will interrupt tho good understanding that has hitherto subsisted 

between you.” 

“ And will ho take up the writ ? ” 

He will " said I firmly. 

•* jjo must ha vo a heavy* book on tho race* 

“ Nearly a thousand pounds.” 

« j’m sony* for it, for his sake," was the cool reply, “ for he'll lo$* 
his money.” 

« Jndeed ! ” said I; "I understand that you thought well of tun none, 
and that with your riding 
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u Ay ; but I won’t ride for him. 1 
“ You won’t ride ! — not on your own terms ? ” 

‘No; not even on my own terms. Don’t bo putting yourself into 
ft passion, Mr. Hinton— you’ve come down to a country whore that 
never does any good ; wo settle all our little matters here in a social 
pleasant way of our own— but, I repeat it, I won’t ride for your friend • 
so you may ‘scratch ’ his horse as soon as you like; except,” added ho’ 

vonrseH”° St COntemptuous 8neor * “ >’ ou have a fancy for riding him 

Resolving that whatever course l should follow, T should at least keep 

my temper for the present, I assumed as much calmness as I could 
command, and said, u 

“ And what is there against O’ Grady’s horse 5 ” 

“if"" 1 . mare .f' To “ MoUoyX that can beat him over any 
pam" 7 “ re w,thdrawn : s ° *>'■“ r 'l have a - ride over ’ for my 

“ Then **ide for Mr. Molloy ? ’’ said I 

careil7 V on^„T:?d 0 i ‘’of r hfh 't V* * “ «“"*<* his hat 

lounged out of the room ’ ° gaTO me an in8oknt °od. and 

BurWstLv i7f ‘If ^ brC “ kfaS ' appotit<! waa «* ^P^ed by Ur. 

Independent of the lora of his mTufTL m ° r l ombarrasscd ‘ban I was. 
from the duplicity of the transaction ■ b ° W P °° r Phil would suffer 

could not help Zeing myeTuTiS ‘ Zt “ m ; V . Sorr “ w for bis sake. I 
been more conciliating nr vi foment m the matter. Had I 

perhaps a different result mi-ht hlvo foiw f 1 buUied - or bid higher, 
Puzzled and perploaed, uncertain how T aTt nlwT \ - ad *° ^ 

course, now deciding on the onnositn t a ^ ^ Solving on one 

hour, the only conviction I could* como t room for above an 

that^r O’Grady had made when heX d 7° “ nh “ PP >' <*<*<• 

The town clock struck twelve t ™ ® for hlS ne £ oti ator. 

hour when the arrangements for the ra7r‘ embC r K, v SU<!danlythat waa ‘he 

a thought of what course I should pnrsuT^Vt 7 rotlbcd ; and wi ‘hout 
took my hat and sallied forth. ** ’ bat plan 1 should adopt, I 

The main street of tho little 

them of that class which, in In^hTs PGOple ’ most of 

squireen, a species of human lurcher iith A^ th ° a PP el l a tion of 

ti 6 t 7^ ff0m Which ^ derives* itT ori^ T* g °° d prop ^ios 
traits of both. They lounged alonrr f All ^ but bounding in the bad 

greyhounds, their hands stuck - foU d by pointer « and wire-haired 

tl°d T heads - wEi? and th9ir hats ^ 

reached the market house nnL + v 6 tram of tbl8 respectable cortiae T 

ts.r- 

xiuoonuig my way with 



IK) 


JACK HINTON. 


Borne difficult through these, I mounted a dirty and Bandy stair to * 
large room, usually employed by the magistrates for their weekly sessions ; 
here at a long table sat the race committee, an imposing display of books, 
pens, and papers before them. A short little man, with a powdered 
head, and a certain wheezing chuckle when he spoke that involuntarily 
suggested the thought of apoplexy, seemed the president of the 

meeting. 

The room was flo crowded with persons of every class, that I could 
with difficulty catch what was going forward. I looked anxiously round 
to see if I could not recognise some friend or acquaintance, but every 
face was strange to me. The only one I had ever seen before was Mr. 
Burke himsolf, who, with his back to the tire, was edifying a select 
circle of 'his friends bv what I discovered, from the laughter of his 
auditory, was a narrative of his visit to myself. The recital must have 
owed something to his ingenuity in telling, for, indeed, the gentlemen 
seemed convulsed with mirth; and when Mr. Burke concluded, it was 
plain to see that he stood several feet higher in the estimation of his 

acquaintances. , . „ 

“Silence!" wheezed the little man with the whitehead: it is a 

quarter past twelve o’clock, and I'll not wait any longer.” 

.. Read tho list, Maurice,” cried some one. “ As it is only a walk 

over,’ you needn’t lose any time." 

“ Here then, No. 1 : Captain Fortescue’s Tramp," 

“ Withdrawn," said a voice in the crowd. 

“ No. 2 : Harry Studdurt’s Devil-may-care ! ” 

“ p a id forfeit," cried another. 

“No. 3 : Sir George O’Brien’s Billy-the-Bowl ! 

“ Gone home again," was the answer. 
u 4 : Tom Molloy's Cathleen ! " 

« All right ! ” shouted Sir. Burke, from the fire-place. 

«i who rides ? " asked the president. 

“ Click ! ’’ repeated half-a-dozen voices together. 

“ Eleven stone eight,” said the little man. 

“ And a pound for the martingale," chimed in Mr. Burke. 

“ Well, I believe that’s all— No : there's another horse-Coptmn 

O’Grady’s Moddiridderoo " 

« Scratch him out with the rest,’ said Mr, Burke. 

“ No ! " said I, from tho back of tho room. 

Tho word seemed electric : every eye was turned towards the quarter 
where I stood; and, as I moved forward towards the table, the crowd 

receded to permit my passage. . 0 „ *j i;m« tn-in with 

.. Ar0 you on tho part of Mr. O'Orady, sir ? iu,d the little man, * itn 

a polite smile. 

I bowed an affirmative. 

<4 jj 0 d oe9 n ot withdraw his horse, then r ’’ said hb. 
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“No I ” 6aid I again. 

“ Bat you are aware, sir, that Mr. Burke is going to ride for my friend 
Mr. Molloy, here. Are you prepared with another gentleman ? ” 

I nodded shortly. 

“ His name, may I ask ? ” continued he. 

“ Mr. Hinton.” 

By this time Mr. Burke, attracted by the colloquy, had approached 
the table, and, stooping down, whispered some words in the president’s ear. 

u You will forgive me, I am sure,” said the latter, addressing ine, 
“ If I ask, as the name is unknown to me, if this bo a gentleman rider P" 
The blood rushed to my face and temples. I knew at once from 

whom this insult proceeded. It was no time, however, to notice it, bo I 
simply replied, 

ilr. Hinton is an officer of the Guards, an aide-de-camp to the 
Lord* Lieutenant, and I beg leave respectfully to present him to you.” 

The obsequious civility exhibited by the party as I pronounced these 
few words was an ample amende for what I had suffered a few minutes 
before. Meanwhile Mr. Burke had resumed his place at tho fire, once 
more surrounded by his admiring satellites. 

Being accommodated with a chair at the table, I proceeded to read over 
and sign the usual papers, by which I bound myself to abide by tho 
regulations of tho course, and conform in all things to the decision of 
the stewards. Scarcely had I concluded, when Mr. Burke called out 
“ " Ilo ’U take eight to one on the race ? ” * 

Not a word was spoken in reply. 

M ho 11 take fifty to five t ” cried he again. 

“I will,” said a voice from the door. 

“ Who is that takes my bet ? What is his name ? ” 

“ Tom Loftus, P.P. of Murranakilty.” 

*• A bettor fellow nor an honester couldn’t do it.” said tho president 
to you, ;JZ £ "i “ Bm k ° ;, ‘° r ' ifit ta « convenient 

nothing°could be ‘’“V** 

“om "ht MdZZm il Th° d f “ th “ d “ en S a S«4 hS C^und^ 

I turned now to 

astonishment, he gave me a IoaU nf 1*1 a ■ ’ .’ ni ^ 8ur pnso and 

mo at once he did not wish to 1 i •mpass.vc import that showed 

room. My bnsineTZ^™ and the next moment left the 

forthcomin- on the fellow' a" S ° conc ' u, l«l. “mi. having promised to be 
and withdrew. 0 " f ** tw0 °' clock - 1 bowed to the chaiJm 
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CHAPTER XXEL 

A MOONLIGHT CANTER, 

1 was not quite satisfied with the good priest for his having cut me, 
no matter what his reasons — I was not over much so with the tone of the 
whole meeting itself, and certainly I was very little satisfied with the 
part J had myself taken therein ; for as cooler judgment succeeded to hot 
excitement, J perceived in what a mess of difficulty I had involved 
myself, and how a momentary flush of passionate indignation had carried 
me away beyond the bounds of reason and sense, to undertake what, but 
half an hour previously I should have shrunk from with shame, and the 
very thought of which now filled me with apprehension and (head, not 
indeed as to the consequences to myself, physically considered, for moat 
willingly would I have compounded for a fractured limb, or even two, to 
escape the ridicule I waa almost certain of incurring ; this it was which 
I could not bear, and my heart recoiled from the thought of being a 
laughing-stock to the under-bred and ill-born horde that would assemblo 
to witness me. 

'When I arrived at tho inn, poor Joe was there awaiting me; ho had 
been down to see tho horse, which for precaution’s sake was kept at a 
mill a little distance from the town, and of whose heart and condition he 
spoke in glowing terms. 

“ Och ! he’s a raal beauty — a little thick in fat about the crest, but 
they say he always trains fleshy, and his legs are as clean as a whistle. 
Sorra bit, but it’ll give Mr. Uliek as much as ho can do to ride him 
to-morrow. I know by the way he turns his eyes round to you in the 
stable he’s in the devil's temper.” 

“ But it is not Mr. Burke, Joe— I am going to ride him,” 

« You are going to do it! Tlou! Oh! by tho powers, Mr, Bliek 
wasn’t far out w-hen ho said the master was as mad as the man, ‘ Tell 
me your company,’ says the old proverb ; and you see there it is — what 
comes of it? If you lie down with dogs, you’ll get up with fleas, 
and that’s the fruits of travelling with a fool.” 

I was in no temper for badinage at the moment, and replied to the poor 
fellow in a somewhat harsher tone than I should have used ; and as he 
left the room without speaking I felt ashamed and angry with myself 
for thus banishing the only one that seemed to feel an interest in my 
fortunes. 

I sat down to my dinner discontented and uuhappy. But n fow houri 
previous and I awoke high in heart and hope; and now, without any 
adverse stroke of fortune, without any of those casualties of fate that 
come on us, unlocked for and unthought of, but simply by the unguided 
exercise of a passionate temperament, I found myself surrounded by 


THE GROOM'S ADVICE 


l. r *3 


embarrassments, and environed by difficulties, without one friend to 
counsel or advise me. 

Yes: I could not conceal it from myself — my determination to rido 
the steeple-chase was the mere outbreak of passion. The taunting 
insolence of Burke had stung me to adopt a course which I had neither 
previously considered, nor, if suggested by another, could ever have 
consented to. True, I was what would be called a good horseman. In 
the two seasons I had spent in Leicestershire, on a visit to a relative, I 
had acquitted myself with credit and character; but a light weight 
splendidly mounted on a trained hunter over his accustomed country has 
no parallel with the same individual upon a horse he has never crossed, 


over a country he has never seen. These and a hundred similar con- 
siderations came rushing on me now when it was too late ; however, 
the thing was done, and there being no possible way of undoing it, there 
was but one road, the straight forward, to follow in the case. Alas ! half 
of our philosophy in difficulties consists in shutting our eyes firmly 
against consequences, and rushing headlong at the future. Though few 
f°nnd willing to admit that the bull in the china-shop is the 
model of their prudence, I freely own it was mine, and that I made up 
my mind to ride the horso with the unspeakable name, as long as he 
would permit me to ride him, at everything, over everything, or through 
everything, before me. This conclusion at length come to, I began to feel 
more easy in my mind. Like the felon that feels there is no chance of a 
reprieve, I could look my fate more steadilv in the face. 

I had no great appetite for my dinner, hut I sat over an excellent 
bottle Of port, sipping and sipping, each glass I swallowed lending a rose 
tint to the future. The second bottle had just been placed on the table 
before me, when O'Grady's groom came in to receivo his instructions 
He had heard nothing of my resolution to ride, and certainly looked 
"fT ", 7 hcn 1 a ^ m0ll nced it to him. By this time, however, I had 

r«“ nd 1 W “ 8 " 0t e ° ine *° r ,ermit h " »<> terrify me. 
thn i ^l u T-' ‘ nJ ‘ fference ot that excellent type, Mr. Click Bu'rke, I 
thrust m> hands into my coat pockets, and, standing with my back to the 

man so 6 hL q r 8 b 0n K g ““ “ W th ° horae ; Confound it ! there's no 
the thine i m no 1 U8 n^ an ^ r * s ^ lnl!ln ' kut if ho bo a groom I pronounce 
le « n»i ZT bl \ Tl ‘ C , r dl °' T *">“<* ™ moment ; and at 

" Did you say you’d ride him ? ” 

“ Yes, to be sure I did." 

There\°tnIv d one W ^ L7 0 U L h , elpil18 s!nce >' ou ‘#'<1 it. 

room, lest any one should n i ° I>< V.~~ 1 “ e looked cautiously about the 
of— let him thresv you at the but «* I know 

himself ; he'll give vou no trou> !**• Umd me ’ now ’ l uat leave it to 

P 5 °" 00 troublc “ We i and aU you have to do ia to 
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: b ;jV!V 0h f e - ItS r ' 0t your fa “ u “ ftet that . yo» know, for I 
needn t tel] you ho won’t be caught before night.” 

although T T !* elp .‘ a “8 hin S at tLis receipt for riding a steeple-chase, 
although I confess it did not raise my courage regarding the task before 

Q 16 i 

he? ’ ,BUt What d0 ° 8 t6 d ° ^ Ij * ihiB infern&1 beast » what trick has 


It isn t one, but a hundred that he has. First of all, it isn’t so easy 
to get on his back, for he is as handy with his hind foot as a fiddler * and 
u you are not mighty quick in mounting, he’ll strike you down with it; 
then, when you’ro up, maybe he won’t move at all, but stand with hi# 
fore-legs out, his head down, and his eyes turned back just like a picture, 
hitting his flanks between times with his long tail. You may coax him, 
pet him, and pat him— faith, you might as well be tickling a milestone ; 
for it’s laughing at you he’ll be all the time. Maybe, at last you’ll get 

tired and touch him with the spur. Hurrool begorra you’ll get it 
then ! ” 

“ Why— what happens then ? ” 

What happens, is it ? Maybe it’s your neck is broke, or your thigh, 
or ) our collar-bone at least ; he 11 give you a straight plunge up in the air, 
about ten feet high, throw his head forward, till he either pulls the reins 
out of jour hands, or lifts you out of the saddle, and at the same moment 
he’ll give you a blow with his hind-quarters in the small of the back. 
Gch, murther ! ” said he, placing both hands upon his loins, and writhing 
us ho spoke, “it 11 be six weeks to-morrow since he mado one of them 

Imckdeaps with me, and I never walked straight since. But that is not 
all.’' 

“Come, come,” said I impatiently, “this is all nonsense; he only 
wants a man with a little pluck to bully him out of all this.” 

As I said these valorous words, I own that, to my own heart, I didn’t 
exactly correspond to the person I described ; but as the bottle of port was 
now finished, I sot forth with my companion to pay my first visit to this 
redoubted animal, 

Tho mill whero the stable lay was about a mile from the town; but 
the night was a fine moonlight ono, with not an air of wind stirring, and 
tlie walk delightful. When wo reached tho little stream that turned the 
mill, over which a plank was thrown as a bridge, wo perceived that a 
country lad was walking a pair of saddle-horses backwards and forwards 
near tho spot. The suspicion of some trickery, some tampering with the 
horse, at once crossed me ; and I hinted as much to the groom. 

“No, no,” Biiid ho, laughing, “mako your mind easy about that. 

• Mr. Ulick Burko knows the horse well, and he’ll leave it all to himself.” 

Tho allusion was a pleasant one; but I said nothing, and walked 
on. 

Having procured a lantern at the mill, the groom preceded me to 


OVER THE COT r It* 


ir>5 


the little outhouse, which acted as stable. He opened the door cautiously, 

and peeped in. .it , v 

“He’s lying down,” said ho to me in a whisper, and at the same 

moment taking the candle from the lantern, he held it up to permit my 
obtaining a better view; “ don’t be afeard,” continued he, “ he’ll not stir 
now, the thief of the arth ; when once he’s down that way, he lies as peace- 
able as a lamb.” 

As well as I could observe him, ho was a magnificent horse. A little 
too heavy perhaps about tho crest and forehand, but then bo strong 
behind, such powerful muscle about tho haunches, his balance was well 
preserved. As I stood contemplating him in silence, I felt the breath of 
some one behind me. I turned suddenly around * it was leather Tom 
Loftus himself. There was the worthy priest, mopping his forehead with 
a hugo pocket-handkerchief, and blowing like a rhinoceros. 

“ Ugh ! ” said ho at length, “I have been running up and down the 
roads this half hour after you, and there’s not a puff left in me.” 

“Ah ! Father, I hoped to have seen you at tho inn.” 

“Whisht ! I daren’t. I thought I'd. do it better my own way ; but, 
see now, we’ve no time to lose. I knew as well as yourself you never 
intended to ride this race. No matter; don’t say a word, but listen to 
me : I know the horse better than any one in these parts ; and it isn’t 
impossible, if you can keep the saddle over the first two or three fences, 
that you may win. I say, if you can — for, faith, it’s not in a ‘swing- 
swong’ you’ll be. But, come now, the course was marked out this 
evening. Burke waB over it before dinner ; and, with a blessing, wo 
will before supper. I’ve got a couple of hacks here that’ll take us over 
every bit of it, and perhaps it is not too much to say, you might have a 
worse guide.” 

“Faith, your reverence,” chimed in the groom, “he’d find it hard to 
have a better.” 

Thanking the kind priest for his good - natured solicitude, I 

followed him out upon the road, where the two horses wi re waiting 
us. 


“ There now,” said he, “ get up ; the stirrups are about your length. 
He looks a little low in flesh; but you’ll not complain of him when he’s 
under you.” 

Tho next moment we were both in tho saddle. Taking a narrow path 
that led off from the high road, wo entered a largo tilled field ; keeping 
along the headlands ot wliich wo came to a low stone wall, through a 
gap of which wo passed, and came out upon an extensive piece of grass- 
land, that gently sloped away from where we were standing, to a little 
stream at its base, an arm of that which supplied the mill, 

“ Here now,” said the priest, “ a little to tho left yonder, is the start : 
}Ou oome down this hill, you take the wutcr there, and you keep along bv 
rency s house, where you see the trees there. There’s only a email stone 
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b0tWC ™ thi9 and that: you tun, of! to 

the n B ht. But, come now, are you ready ? We’ll explore a bit.” 

As he spoke, the good priest, putting spurs to his hackney, darhod on 
h f-r* ft “ d ' / n0tl0nin ^ me t0 foU *-> cantered down the slope. Taking 
fo^ncl ftt * y ’ h ° tUrned “ his saddle ‘0 my per 


1 ,:, N r t ’ “Si'' 5 ’ ,,eat ! ” oricii he ’ encouraging mo. “ Keep your hond 
a little low. The next is a wall ” ^ 

Scarcely had he spoke when we both came together at a stone 
fence, about three feet high. This time I was a little in advance, as my 
horse was fresher, and took it first. 


“Oh the devil a better!” aaid Father Tom. “Burke himself 
couldn t beat that. Here now ; keep this way out of the deep ground 
and rush him at the double ditch there.” * 


Resolved on securing his good opinion, I gripped my saddle firmly 
with my knees, and rode at the fence. Over we went in capital style but 
lighting on the top of a rotten ditch, the ground gave way, and my 
horse’s hind-legs slipped backwards into the gripe. Being at full stretch 
the poor animal had no power to recover himself, so that, disengaging 
his forelegs, I pulled him down into the hollow, and then, with a 

rigorous dash of the spur, and a bold lift, carried him clean over it into 
the field. 


“ Look > now ! *’ tlie priest ; “that pleases me better than all you 
did before. Presence of mind— that’s the real gift for a horseman, when 
he’s in a scrape; but mind me, it was your own fault, for here’s the way 
to take the fence.” So saying, he made a slight semicircle in the field, and 
then, as he headed his horse towards the leap, rushed him at it furiously, 
and came over like the bound of a stag. 

“Now,” said Father Tom, pointing with his whip as he spoke, “ we 
have a beautiful bit of galloping ground before us ; and if you ever reach 
this far, and I don’t seo why you shouldn’t, here’s where you ought to 
make play. Listen to me now,” said he, dropping his voice: “Tom Molloy’s 
mare isn’t thorough-bred, though they think she is. She has got a bad 
drop in her. Now the horse is all right, clean bred, sire and dam, by 
reason he’ll be able to go through the dirt when the mare can’t, so that all 
you’ve to do, if,aa I said before, you get this far, is to keep straight down 
to the two thorn bushes — there, you see them yonder— Burke won’t be 
able to take that line, but must keep upon the headlands, and go all 
round yonder; look now, you see the difference— so that before he can 
get over that wide ditch you’ll be across it, and making for the stone 
wall. After that, by the powers, if you don’t win I can’t help 
you ! ” 

“ Where does the course turn after, father ? ” said I. 

“Oh I a beautiful line of flat country, intersprinkled with walls, 
ditcher, and maybe a hedge or two ; but all fair, and only one rasping 
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fence, the last of all. After that, you have a clean gallop of about a 
quarter of a mile, over as nice a sud ad ever you cantered. 

“ And that last fence, what 16 it like? ” 

« Faith, it is a rasper ; it’s a wide gully, whore thore was a bore# * once, 
and they say it's every inch of sixteen feet : that 11 make it close upon 
twenty when you clear the clay on both sides. The gToy horse, I m told, 
has a way of jumping in and jumping out of these narrow roads ; but take 
my advice, and go it in a fly. And now, Captain, what between the 
running, and the riding, and the talking altogether, I am as dry as a lime- 
kiln : so what do vou sav if we turn back to town and have a bit of 

* to W 

supper together r There’s a kind of a cousin of mino, ono Bob Mahon, a 
JI a j or in the Roscommon, and he has got a grouse-pie, and something hot 
to dilute it with, waiting for us.” 

” Nothing will give me more pleasure, father ; and there's only one 
thing more — indeed, 1 had nearly forgotten it altogether — — ” 

“ What’s that ? " said the priest, with surprise. 

“ Not haviug any intention to ride, I left town without any racing 
equipment; breeches and boots I have, but as to a cap and a jacket ” 

“ I’ve provided for both,” said Father Tom. M You saw the little man 
with a white head that eat at the head of the table, Tom Dillon, of Mount 
Brown — vou know him ? ” 

m 

“I am not acquainted with him.” 

“ Well, he knows you, that's all the same : his son, that’s just gone to 
Gibraltar with his regiment, was about your size, and ho had a new cap 
and jacket made for this very race, and of course they are lying there, 
doing nothing. So I sent over a little gossoon with a note, and I don’t 
doubt but they are all at the inn this moment.” 

” By Jove, father ! ” said I, “ you aro a real friend, and a most 
thoughtful one too.” 

“ Maybo 1 11 do moro than that for you,” said he, with a sly wink of 
his eve, that somehow suggested to my mind that ho know moro of and 
took a deeper interest in me than I had reason to believe. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

MAJOR MAHON AND HIS QUARTERS. 

Tub Major’s quarters were fixed in one of tho best houses in tho town in 
the comfortable back parlour of which was now displayed a littlo tablo 
laid for three parsons: a devilled lobster, tho grouse-pie already 
mentioned, some fned ham, and crisped potatoes, were tho viands : but 
each was admirable m its kind, and, with tho assistance of an excellent bowl 

ltd fnendly ' dCOmC 0f ,he h0St - nothing to bo 
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Major Bob Mahon was a short, thick-sot, little man, with round blue 
eyes, a turned-up nose, and a full under-lip, which he had a habit of pro- 
truding with an air of no mean pretension ; a short crop of curly black 
hair covered a head as round as a billiard-ball ; these traits, with a 
certain peculiar smack of his mouth, by which he occasionally testified the 
approval of his own eloquence, were the most remarkable things about 
him. His great ambition was to be thought a military man; but, some- 
how, his pretensions in this respect smacked much more of the militia than 
the lino. Indeed he possessed a kind of adroit way of asserting the 
superiority of the former to the latter, averring that they who fought 
pro aris et foots — the Major was fond of Latin — stood on far higher 
ground than the travelled mercenaries who only warred for pay. This 
peculiarity, and an absurd attachment to practical jokes, the result of 
which had frequently, through life, involved him in lawsuits, damages, 
compensations, and even duols, formed tho great staple of his character, 
of all which the good priost informed me most fully on our way to the 
house. 

“ Captain Hinton, I believe,” said the Major, as ho held out his hand 
in welcome. 

“ Mr. Hinton,” said I, bowing. 

“ Av, yes ; Father Tom there, doesn’t know much about these mattors. 
What regiment, pray? ” 

“ Tho Grenadier Guards.” 

“Oh ! a very good corps — mighty respectable corps; not that, between 
ourselves, I think overmuch of the regulars — between you and me, I 
never knew foreign travel do good to man or beast. What do they bring 
back with them, I’d like to know — French cookery and Italian licentious- 
ness. No, no; give mo tho native troops ! You were a boy at the time, 
but maybe you have heard how they behaved in tho West, when Hoche 
landod. Egad! if it wasn't for the militia, tho country was sacked. I 
commanded a company of the Roscommon at tho time. I remember well, 
wo laid siege to a windmill, held by a desperate fellow, tho millor 

a resolute character, Mr. Ilinton— ho had two guns in tho placo with 

him.” 

<> i w ish to tho Lord ho had shot you with ono of them, and wo’d have 
l>ecn spared this long story ! ” 

“ I opened a parallel 

n M;lvbo you’d open tho pie ! ” said tho priest, as ho drew his chair, 
and sat down to tho table. “ For haps you forget, Bob, wo havo had * 
sharp rido of it this evening P” 

«» Upon my eon science, so I did,” roplicd tho Major good-humoredly. 
u go i e t us havo a bit of supper now, Mr. Hinton, and I’ll finish my story 

by-and-by.” 

“The Heavens forbid!” piously ejaculated tho priest, as ho helped 
himself to ft very considerable portion of the lobster. 


BAPPIDH DA VS. 


1*9 


“Ib this a fast,” said I slyly, ‘'Father Loft us ? " 

“No, my son; but we' il make it one. That reminds mo of what 
happened to mo going up in the boat. It was a Friday, and the diimor, 
as you may suppose, was not over good: but thore was a beautiful cut 
of fried salmon just before me, about a pound and a half, maybe two 
pounds; this I slipped quietly on iny plate, observing to tho company, in 
this way — ‘Ladies and gentlemen, this is a fast-day with mo* — -when a 
big fellow, with red whiskers, stooped across tho table, cut iny bit of fish 
in two halves, calling out, as he carried off one, ‘Bad scran to ye, d’ye 
think nobody has a sowl to be saved but yourself ? ’ ” 

“Ah! they'ro a pious people, are the Irish,” said tho Major 
solemnly; “ and you’ll remark that, when you see more of them. And 
now, Captain, how do you like us here ? ” 

“ Exceedingly,” said I, with warmth. “I have had every reason to 1 k> 
greatly pleased with Ireland.” 


“ That's right- ! and I m glad of it ! though, to be sure, you have not 
seen us in our holiday garb. Ah ! if you were hero before tho Union , 
if you saw Dublin as I remember it — and Tom, there, remembers it — 
that was a pleasant place. It was not trusting to balls and parties, to 
dinners and routs, but to all kinds of fun and devilment besides. All tho 
members of I urliament used to bo skylarking about tho city, playing 
tricks on one another, and humbugging the Castle people — and, to bo 

sure, the Castle was not the grave, stupid place it is now — thev w'ore 
convivial, jovial fellows ” 

“Come, come, Major,” interrupted I ; “you are really unjust— tho 
present court is Dot the heavy ” 


. " Sure 1 know what it; is w ell enough. Hasn’t the Duke all tho 
privy council, and the bishops, as often to dinner as tho garrison, and tho 
bar ? Isn't he obliged to go to his own apartment, when they want to 
make a night of it and sing a good chorus? Don't tell me-sure oven 
as hto as Lord Westmoreland’s time it was another thing ; pleasant and 

happy times they were, and the country will never ho tho same tUl wo 
have them back again !” ° 


Being Bomowhat curious to ascertain in what particular our 
degeneracy ccnsisted-for, in my ignorance of better l had hithei^ 

supposed the present regime about a a gay a thing as need be I gradually 

, 6 ajor on to talk of those happier days when Ireland kent all 
: “ d n0rer -P 0rt «‘ oven its surplus 

mean* 

Master in Chancery. It's little ^“^’ 0^0 ‘“H'a 

kept my^ horses aT U^tyT/ yolrT^itTI ‘“‘'u 0rdnanco ' anJ 1 

maintain Hospital ; and a, for fun-look at 
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remember the times when we used to rob the couches coming; from the 
drawing-rooms; and pretty girls they were, inside of them.” 

“ For shame, for shame ! ” cried Father Tom, with a sly look in tho 
corner of his eye, that by no means bespoke a suitable degree of horror at 
such unwarrantable proceedings. 

“ Well, if it was a shame it was no sin,” responded tho Major; “ for 
we never took anything moro costly than kisses. Ah, dear me ! them 
was the times ! And, to bo sure, every now und then we got a pull up 
from the Lady-Lieutenant, and were obliged to behave ourselves for a 
week or two together. One thing she never could endure was a habit 
wo had of leaving the Castle before they themselves left the ball-room. 
I’m not going to defend it, it was not very polite, I confess; but some- 
how or other thcro was always something going on we couldn’t afford to 
lose — maybe a supper at tho barrack, or a snug party at Daly’s, or a bit 
of fun clsew’hero. Her Excellency, however, got angry about it, and wo 
got a quiet hint to reform our manners. This, I need not tell you, was a 
hopeless course ; bo we hit on an expedient that answered to tho full as 
well. It was by our names being called out, as the carriages drove up, 
that our delinquency becamo known. So Matt Fortescue suggested that 
we should adopt some feigned nomenclature, which would totally defy 
every attempt at discover}- ; the idea was excellent, and we traded on it 
for many a day with complete success. One night, however, from some 
cause or other, the carriages wero late in arriving, and wc were all 
obliged to accompany tho court into tho supper-room ; angry enough wo 
were, but still there was no holp for it ; and so, ‘smiling through tears,’ 
as the poet says, in we went. Scarcely, howover, had wo taken our 
places, when a servant called out something from the head of tho stairs ; 
another re-echoed it at tho antc-chamber, and a third at tho supper-room 
shouted out, ' Oliver Cromwell’s carriage stops tho way! * Tho roar of 
laughter the announcement caused shook tho very room; but it had 
scarcely subsided when there was another call for 1 Brian Boru’e coach,’ 
quickly followed by ‘Guy Fawkes’s’ and ‘Paddy O’ Rafferty’s jingle,’ which 
latter porsonago was no other than the Dean of Cork. I need not tell 
you that wo kept our secret, and joined in tho universal opinion of the whole 
room, * that tho household was shamefully disguised in drink ; ’ and indeed 
there’ was no end to the mistakes that night, for every now and then 
some character in heathen or modern history would turn up among tho 
announcements ; and as the laughter burst forth, tho servants would grow 
ashamed for a while, and refuse to call any carriage whoro tho stylo and 
titlo was a little out of tho common. Ah ! Mr. Hinton, if you had lived 

in thoso days Well, well, no matter— hero’s a glass to their memory, 

anyway. It ib tho first time you’ve been in theso parts, and I suppose 

you haven’t seen much of the country ? ” 

« v or y little, indeed,” replied I ; ” and even that much only by moon- 
light.” 


“ THE DEVIL'S GRIP. 


UJ1 


“I’m afraid," said Father Tom, half pensively, “that mftny of your 
countrymen take little else than a 1 dark view ' of us.” 

“ See now,” said the Major, slapping his hand on the table with energy, 
“ the English know as much about Pat as Pat knows of purgatory— no 
offence to you, Mr. Hinton. I could tell you a story of a circumstance 
that once happened to myself.” 

“Xo, no, Bob,” said the priest. “It is bad taste to tell a story en 
petit eomite. I’ll leave it to the Captain.” 

“If I am to be the judge," said I, laughingly, “I decide for the 
6tory." 

“ Let's have it, then,” said the priest. “ Come, Bob, a fresh brew 
and begin your tale.” 

“\ou are a sensual creature, Father Tom,” said the Major, “and 

prefer drink to intellectual discussion ; not but that you may havo both 

ere at the same time; but, in honour of my friend beside me, I’) 1 not 

bear malice, but give you the story ; and, let mo tell you, it is not every 

day m the week a man hears a tale with a moral to it, particularly down 
in this part of the country.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

the dbvh'j grip. 

The way of it was this. There was a little estate of min« : *1 

county of Waterford that I used now and then to visit in the .h ,• ’* 
season. In fact, csccpt for that, there was very little inducement To 5 

“aTd not?' 8 n“ k ’ U ?'- V ** ° f * h0 X. » bad ZZlZVlZ 

it, and not a neighbour within twelve miles. Well 1 went ova. .. 

It was, as well as I remember, December two years-nover was them . rC 7 
weather : it rained from morning till ni .. ht alld " , V 1 " 0 “ uch 

night nil morning . the slates were Hying about o"T f™” 
used to keep fellows u D all nmht th n + • g er * v Slde > and w o 

sway wo'd know where ,o Li them in ll “T 

th^nam the* t o^wid an d^ w hero ^ h e'ho 1 ° ‘ D <^’« TO 

for, faith, if ho hadn't hia p*w on it itmiMU ' ^ D ° ^ n&me either I 
rest of the property. However down T f IT* ^ ™ law ' liko the 
on the evening of my arrival that I ( ui T ^ T °' onl >' remembered 
the mountain to get rid of thn i °r ered my gamekeeper to poison 

which, as I said before w, S , 6 ° ** inat <* d footing 

with three brace of do« t “ T , “ th ° phieo, there I was 

church, walking a big dSimTmw' iTl P0 'T° r en0 “ sh 10 bI °" “P a 
as may ho. ° 1 “ rl0Ur - 1,11 alon » by myself, as melancholy 

“ Y “ m " y ^ h ° W * MPW ’ 1 ^ing cut u pon the bleafc 



JACK HlNToN. 


lo2 

country side with nothin" to amuse me, except when now and then the 
roof of some cabin or other would turn upside down, like an umbrella, or ( 
watching an old w'indniill that had gone clean mad, and went round at 
such a pace that nobody dare go near it. All this was poor comfort : 
however, I got out of temper with the place; and so I sat down, and 
wrote a long advertisement for the English papers, describing the Devil’s 
Grip as a little terrestrial paradise, in the midst of picturesquo scenery, 
a delightful neighbourhood, and an Arcadian peasantry, the whole to bo 
parted with a dead bargain— as the owner was about to leave the coun- 
try ; I didn't add that he had some thought of blowing his brains out 
with sheer disgust of his family residence. I wound up the whole with 
a paragraph to tho effect that if not disposed of within the month, the 
proprietor would break it up into small farms. I said this, because I in- 
tended to remain so long there ; and, although I knew no purchaser 
would treat, after ho saw the premises, yet still some one might be fool 
enough to come over and look at them, and even that would help me to 
pass the Christmas. My calculation turned out correct; for before a week 
was over a letter reached me, stating that a Mr. Green, of No. 196, High 
Holbom, would pay me a visit as soon as the weather moderated nnd 
permitted him to travel. 1 If ho waits for that,’ thought I, ‘he'll not find 
me here ; and if it blows as hard for the next week, he'll not find the house 
cither ; ’ so I mixed another tumbler of punch, and hummed myself to 
sleep with the ‘ Battle of Ross.’ 

“ It was about four or five evenings after I received this letter, that 
old Dan M‘Cormick, a kind of butler I have, a handy fellow — he was a 
steward for ten years in the Holyhead packet — burst into the room about 
ten o'clock, when I was disputing with myself whether I took six tumblers 
or seven. I said one, the decanter said the other, 

“ * It’s blowing terrible, Mr. Bob,’ says Dan, 

‘ ‘Let it blow — what else has it to do ? ’ 

“ * The trees is tumbling about as if they was drunk : there won’t be 
one left before morn.’ 

" * They’re right,’ says I, ‘ to leave that, for the soil was never kind for 
planting.’ 

“ * Two of the chimneys is down,’ said he. 

“ * Devil mend them,’ said I ; f they were always smoking.’ 

“ * And the hall-door,’ cried ho, ‘ is blown flat into the hall.” 

“ * It’s little I care,’ said I ; ‘ if it couldn’t keep out tho sheriff, it may 
let in the storm, if it pleases,* 

« • Murther I murther ! ' said he, wringing his hands, ‘ I wish wo wero 
at say -it’s a cruol thing to have one’s life perilled this way I ’ 

“ While wo woro talking, a gossoon burst into the room with the nows 
that tho Milford packet had just gone ashoro somewhere below the Hook 
Tower, adding, as is always the case on such occasions, that they were all 

drowned. 


A NIGHT OF IT. 
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was growing dark, Oakley, of tho Fifth S \ ^ ab ° Ut four o’clock, as it 

h^utgup to the door, * ^ lZ t T^ 

, • So wo got dinner ready for the i IIero '™ a pieco o/ 
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“ Down wo eat ; and, faith, a jollier party rarely mot together, Poor 
Mr. Green knew but little of Ireland ; but wo certainly tried to enlighten 
him ; and he drank in wonders with his wine at such a rate that by eleven 
o'clock he was carried to his room, pretty much in the same state as on 
his arrival the night before, the only difference being, it was Sneyd, not 
salt water this time, that filled him. 

“ * I like the Cockney,' said Oakley ; ‘ that fellow's good fun, I say, 
Bob, bring him over with you to-morrow to dinner. We halt at Carrick 
till the detachment comes up.’ 

“ * Could you call it breakfast ? ’ said I. 1 There’s a thought just 
strikes me ; wo’U bo over in Carrick with you about six o’clock ; we’ll 
have our breakfast — whatever you like to givo us — and dine with you 
about eleven or twelve afterwards. 1 

“ Oakley liked the project well, and, before we parted, the whole thing 
was arranged for the next day. 

“ Towards four o’clock in the afternoon of the following day, Mr. 
Green was informed by Daniel that, as we had made an engagement to 
take an early breakfast some miles off, he ought to be up and stirring ; at 
the same time a pair of candles were brought into the room, hot water for 
shaving, &c. ; and the astonished Cockney, who looked at his watch, per- 
ceived that it was but four. 

“ ‘ These are very early people,’ thought he. * I I.owever, the habits 
of the country must be complied with.’ So saying, he proceeded with his 
toilet, and at Last reached the drawing-room, just as my drug dashed up 
to the door, tho lamps fixed and shining, and everything in readiness for 

departure. 

<« * We'll have a littlo shooting, Mr. Green,’ said I. ‘ After broak- 
fast, we’ll see what my friend’s preserves offer. I suppose you're a good 

shot ? * . . , . 

« * I can’t say much for my performance ; but I m passionately fond 


‘ Well,’ added I, * I believe I can answer for it, you’ll have a good 

V llGl'0 * 

“ So chatting, wo rolled along, the darkness gradually thickening 

round us, and tho way becoming more gloomy and deserted. 

« < j t * s strange,’ says Mr, Green, after awhile—' it s strange, how 

very dark it grows before sunrise; fori perceive it much blacker now 

than when wo sot out.’ ... a _ _ , ... 

« * Every climate has its peculiarities, said I ; < and now that wo re 

used to this, wo like it better than any other : but see, thcre-yondor, 

where you observe the light in the vaLIey— that’s Camck. My friend s 

house is a littlo at tho side of the town. I hope you’ve a good appetite 

for breakfast,’ 

*< < Trust mo, I never felt so hungry in my life.’ 

u » here they come 1 ’ said Oakley, as ho stood with o lantern m 


SHOOTING IN THE DARK. 1«6 

his hand, at tho barrack- gate : ‘ hero they are I Good morning, Mr. 
Green. Bob, how goes it? Heavenly morning! ’ 

Delightful, indeed,’ said poor Green, though evidently not knowing 

why. 

“ ‘ Come along, boys, now,’ said Oakley ; ' we’ve a great deal beforo 
us; though I am afraid, Mr. Green, you will think little of our Irish 
sporting, after your English preserves. However, I have kept a fow 

brace of pheasants, very much at your service, in a snug clover field near 
the house. So now to breakfast.’ 

“ There were about half a dozen of the Fifth at that time in tho bar- 
rack, who all entered heart and hand in tho scheme, and with them wo sat 

n?TV° a ^ ? ltal meal) which * it was not for a big teapot and an urn 
that figured in the middle of the table, might very well have been called 

dinner. Poor Mr. Green, who for old prejudice’ sake began with his 

a ° d a mufiin * B00n afterwards, and by an easy transition, glided into 
up and fish, and went the pace with the rest of us. Tho claret be<mn 

™ atc » a , n t aftcr a r pla o£ — th ° "' h,sk >' u '» j ° if v 

pearanco. Die Englishman, whose attention was never suffered to Hag 
th singular anecdotes of a country whoso eccentricities ho already Wan 
to appreemte enjoyed himself to tho utmost. Uo laughed, ho drink 
o en proposed to sing ; and with one hand on Oakley's shoulder and the 
other on mine, he registered a vow to purchase an estate and pend ho 
rest of his days in Ireland. It was now about eleven oVb. L , 

S ^ " Sh ° Uld hlft 

hflnJS ' ' H “ “* f ° rg0t «** 

flasks, lt and k ^r!ho™ ^rtribawThorf Shot - ba e 9 . 

dogs caracoled round tho room ..d ,• bo “*. "hilo throo brace of 
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‘‘‘ Glorious weather,* said Oakley. 

«ver! wes d Mtve“m.’ **“ an0tbor ' ‘ ‘ b «*> clouds blow 
“‘EWwhau! “r ° f , C0Untry ' Mr - Green,’ said I. 

“ • Ai., i forgot,’ ZuT Lrrr hiDe ^' B pitch dark •' • 

member that Mr. Green was not iW 11 !" 1 *' we,e ’ °“ kle y, not to re- 
everything, you know; but m °" r cHmatc 1 We eau see 

" With this we hunted 1 dm A J T“ BCt beUcr b y- and ->,y.’ 

e ploughed field ; while on every sTwfT' thr ° Usb " hed S e ' “ nd into 

accomjiunicd by explanations of enthusiastic 01” P ° P ' P °f "' Cnt tbo 
“•There they go- mall h “f WSl ' c pi casure and delight. 

6 matk.-thats yours, Tom-weU done-cock 
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pheasant, by Jove! Here, Mr. Green; this way, Mr. Green — that dog 
is pointing there, thero ; don't you see, there ?’ said I, almost lifting 
the gun to his shoulder, while poor Mr. Green, almost in a panic of 
excitement and trepidation, pulled both triggers, and nearly fell back with 
tho recoil. 

“ ‘ Splendid shot, begad .'—killed both,’ said Oakley. * Ah ! Mr. 
Green, we have no chance with you. Give him another gun at once.’ 

“ ‘ 1 ^uld like a little brandy,’ said Mr. Green, ' for my feet are 
wet.’ 


“ I gave him my flask, which he emptied at a pull ; while, at the same 
time, animated with fresh vigour, he tramped manfully forward, without 
fear or dread. The firing still continued hotly around us; and as Mr. 
Green discharged his piece whenever he was bid, we calculated that, in 
about an hour and a half, he bad fired above a hundred and fifty times. 
Wearied and fatigued by* his exertions at length, he sat down upon a bank, 
while one of the gamekeepers covered the ground about him with ducks, 
hens, and turkey-cocks, as the spoils of his exertions. 

“ At Oakley’s proposal, we now agreed to go back to luncheon, which 
I need not tell you was a hot supper, followed by mulled claret and moro 
punch. Here tho Cockney came out still better than before. His 
character as a sportsman raised him in his own esteem, and he sang 
‘ The Poacher ’ for two hours, until he fell fast asleep on the carpet. He 
was then conveyed to bed, where, as on the former day, ho slept till late in 
tho afternoon. 


“ Meanwhile, I had arranged another break fast -party at lloss, where 
wo arrived about seven o’clock in the evening ; and so on for the rest 
of tho week, occasionally varying the amusement by hunting, fishing, or 
coursing. 

“At last poor Mr. Green, when called on one morning to dress, sent 
down Dan with his compliments, that he wished to speak to me. I went 


to him at once, and found him sitting up in his bed. 

« < Ah ! Mr. Mahon,’ said he ; 4 this will never do ; its a pleasant life, 
no doubt, but I never could go on with it. W ill you tell me one thing — 
do you never see the sun here?* 

*< ‘ oh, bless you ! yes,’ said I ; ‘ repeatedly, lie was out for two 
hours on last Patrick’s Day, and we have him now and then promis- 
cuously ! ’ 

** * How very strange ! how very remarkable,’ said ho with a sigh, 
< wo in England should know so little of all this ! Put to tell you tho 
truth, I don’t think I over could get used to Lapland— it’s Ireland I mean 
— 1 beg youi pardon for the mistake ; and now, may I ask you another 

question— is this tho way you always live? ’ 

« * Why, pretty much in this fashion ; during the hazy season we go 
about to each other’s houses, as you see ; and one gets so accustomed to 
the darkness * 
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u 1 Ah, now, don't tell me that ; I know I never could ; it's no uso mv 
eaying it; I’m used to the daylight; I have seen it, man and boy, for 
above fifty years, and I never could grope about this way. Not but that 
lam vary grateful to you for all your hospitality ; but I had rather go home.* 
You’ll wait for morning, at all events,’ said I ; * you will not leave 
the house in tho dead of the night. 1 

Oh, indeed, for the matter of that it doesn’t signify much ; night and 
day is much about the same thing in this country.’ 

“ And so he grew obstinate, and, notwithstanding all I could say, 
insisted on his departure; and the sumo evening he sailed from tho quay 

of Waterford, wishing me every health and happiness, while he added, with 
a voice of trembling earnestness — 

Yes, Mr. Mahon, pardon me if I am wrong, but I wish to Heaven 
you had a little mure light in Ireland ! * ” 

I am unable to say how far the good things of Major Mahon’s table 
seasoned the story I have just related, but I confess I laughed at it 
oud and long-* testimony on my part which delighted the Major’s 

“ * or * * lke anecdote-mongers, he was not indifferent to flattery. 

‘ Uhe moral particularly pleases me/ 1 said I* 

“ Ay, but the whole thing’s true os I am here. Whist ! there’s 
somebody at tho door. Come in, whoever }’ou are.” 

At these words the door cautiously opened, and a hoy of about twelve 

SlT,'r * carried a bundle nnder one arm and ho.d l 

“Oh, here it is!” said Father Tom. “Come here, Patscy mv W 
your money ” n pr0,ni5e<1 5 '° U ‘ ®“" n0W * don '‘ a bid use of 

of h^oreloew!r’? » happy emilo and a pull 

!!!p , k {0T a bow > hc loft tfte room delighted. * 

bad travelling Cat tain’ forVbif Jf ^ t00 ~ u J.J ess ^ han tlireo hours ; not 

^ a l lain » Ior a bit of a gossoon like that ! ” 

“Tot f ° r “ ^' nny , f ” 60111 *' almost “larting with surprise 

opened it^nlhe tnWe “ 8 h ° C “‘ ‘ h ° C “ d ot **■ ^ and 

eyes on-green ^d whitf .r "*■ ° 3 ? te “ *«** » ever I sei „,y 

unfolded the racing-costume which “Tt n S “ Sayine ’ lle 

obliged immediately to try on “TheJ 116 des'ro of both parties, I was 

it fits you like your skin7 TU resumed ho, “turn about; 

c»P “ I a t ndte, li too‘te W ha; “sent 7 th » Ma i«: “P»t on tho 

DiUon. But whafs this letter het.f h, F -ttat T*?.’"*' thoughtful of 

The letter was in a ladvV i a °5 ' ou » * l bink, Mr. Hinton.” 

“De.ui S,a,-„; un l d> Dl :: nd - I , br0k ° tha —• — vend as follows: 

company at dinner to-morrow b r i C . <1 ' , “, ’ y °“ ' v > n Sivousthc pleasure of your 

him that as we are old aceurintab “ 0 “’ 1 haT f tl,kon tho liberty to tell 

acquaintances, you w.U porhaps kindly overlook hi. 
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not having visited you to-day ; and I shall feel happy if, by accepting the 
invitation, you will sustain my credit on this occasion. 

tie desires me to add that the racing jacket, &c., are most perfectly at 
your service, as well as any articles of horse-gear you may be in want of. 

41 Believe me, dear sir, truly yours, 

“Mount Brown, Wednesday Evening .” “ Louisa Bellew. 

A thrill of pleasure ran through me as I read these lines ; and, not- 
withstanding my efforts to conceal my emotion from my companions, they 
but too plainly saw the excitement I felt. 

“Something agreeable there. You don’t look, Mr. Hinton, as if that 
were a latitat or a bill of costs you were reading.” 

“ Not exactly,” said I, laughing ; “ it is an invitation to dinner from 
Mount Brown — wherever that rnay be.” 

“ The best house in the county,” said the Major ; “ and a good fellow 
he is, Hugh Dillon. When is it for ? ” 

“ To-morrow, at six.” 

“ Well, if ho has not asked me to meet you, I'll invite myself, and 
we'll go over together.” 

“ Agreed,” said I ; “ hut how shall I send back the answer? ” 

The Major promised to send his servant over with the reply, which I 
penned at once. 

“Just tell Hugh,” said the Major, “that I’ll join you.” 

I blushed, stammered, and looked confused. 

“ I am not writing to Mr. Dillon,” said I, “ for the invitation came 
through a lady of the family, Miss Bellew — his niece, I believe.” 

“ Whew ! ” said the Major, with a long whistle ; “is it there we are? 
Oh, by the powers ! Mr. Hinton, that’s not fair; to come down here, not 
only to win our money in a steeple-chase, but to want to carry off the belle 
of our country besides — that’ll never do.” 

“She doesn’t belong to you at all,” said Father Tom; “she is a 
parishioner of mine, and so were her father and grandfather before her; 
and moreover than that, sho is the prettiest girl, and the best too, in the 
country sho lives in, and that’s no small praise— for it’s Galway I’m 
talking of. And now, here’s a bumper to her— and who’ll refuse it ? ” 

“ Not I, certainly.” 

“ Nor I,” said the Major, aa we drank her health with all the honours. 
“Now for another jug,” quoth ho, as ho moved towards tho fireplace in 
search of the kettle. 

“ After that toast, not another drop,” said I, resolutely. 

“ Well said,” chimed in the priest; “ may I never, if that wasn’t very 

Irish.” 

Firmly resisting all the Major’s solicitations to resume my placo at 
the table, I wished both my friends good- night ; and having accepted 
Bob Mahon’s offer of a scat in his tax-curt to the race, I shook their 
hands warmly, and took my leave. 
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CHAPTER XXV, 


THE STEEPLECHASE. 


I no not awake till past noon the next day, ami had only completed my 
dressing when Major Mahon made his appearance. Having pronounced 
my costume accurate, and suggested that, instead of carrying my raciug- 
f up in my hat, I should tie the String lound niy nock, and let it hang 
down in front, he assisted me on with my great-coat, in which, notwith- 
standing that the season was summer and the day a hot one, he buttoned 
me up to the chin and down to the knees. 

“ Ihere, now,” said he, “ you look mighty like the thing — where’s 

your whip ? We have no time to lose ; so jump into the tax-cart, and lot 
us be off.” 

As my reader may remember, the race-ground lay about a mile from 
the town, but the road thither, unlike the peaceful quiet of tlio preceding 
night, was now thronged with people on foot and horseback. Vehicles, 
too, of every description were there— barouches and landaus, hack chaises’ 
buggies, and jaunt ing-cars, whiskies, noddies, and, in fact, every species 
of conveyance pronounced capable of rolling upon its wheels, were put into 
requisition ; nor was the turn-out of cavalry of a character less mixed, 
^orses o every shape and colour — some fat from grass; others lean 
liko.-mntonncal specimens ; old mid young; the rich and thu poor- the 

™ hif erm t ., ,r Un ' y ' r ith hiS fl “ Shy four ‘* n ’hand ; the mendicant 
on lm crutches— all pressed eagerly forward ; and, as I surveyed tho 

moricy mass, I felt what pleasure I could toko in the scene wm I not 
^ a principal perforator, 

the course we *>*»* it already occupied by numerous 
brilliant equipages, and a strong cavalcade of horsemen- of these th„ 

Zde^hT, 6 ’ WCr !e WCl1 a "‘* -used themselves and the by! 

oe (as to"a y 2St™ f : l ri fU ;T S ar ° U " J ' “ ot *“«« »«* 

• sc “sjsr; jar. 1 - 

ouT with beeT ! td "egm 8 ^d gamin ^ 0D a humb lo scale, tobies I .ri,l 

and extraordinarj^preparations a * the ordinary 

people whore objLf is arn^me^ aam W an >' ““milage of 
a little Xr^rvrf “ d ‘oge.her, enclosed 

this privileged sanctum ua/l a U , t’” 8 ° f tho countr y. and into 

eyes were tL,ed on me L I by ‘ h ? Ma J° r in da ° AU 

of him who acted as my chaneron! )' ,!! tbcr fr ° m tbo B uarllia nship 

J Ctar '“ r0D ' or “> a t «K> costume of my coat and 
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overalls had propitiated their favour, I cannot say ; but somehow, I felt 
that there was more courtesy in their looks, and an air of greater civility 
in thoir bearing, than I had remarked the preceding day at the town-hall. 
Irue, these were, for the most part, men of better stamp— the real gentry 
t>i the country who, devotedly attachod to field sports, had come, not as 
betting characters, but to witness a race. Several of them took off their 
hats ns I approached, and saluted me with politeness. While returning 
their courtesy, I felt my arm gently touched, and, on looking aroimd, 
perceived Mr. Dillon, of Mount Ihown, who, with a look of most cordial 
greeting, and an outstretched hand, presented himself before mo. 

‘•You’ll dine with us, Mr. Hinton, I hope?” said ho. “No apology, 
pray. \ou shall not lose the ball, for my girls insist on going to it; so 
that we can all come in together. There, now, that is settled. Will you 
permit me to introduce you to a few of my friends ? Here’s Mr. Barry 
Connolly wishes much to know you. You’ll pardon me, Mr. Hinton, but 
your name is so familiar to me through my niece, I forget that we are not 
old acquaintances.” 

So saying, the little man took my arm, and led me about through the 
crowd, introducing me right and left. Of the names, the rank, and the 
residences of mv new friends, I knew us much as I did of the domestic 
arrangements of the King of Congo; but one thing I can vouch for — * 
more unbounded civility and hospitable attention never did man receive. 
One gentleman begged me to spend a few days with him at his shooting- 
lodge in the mountains — another wanted to make up a coursing-party for 
me — a third volunteered to mount me if I’d come down in the hunting- 
season ; one and all gave me most positive assurance that if I remained 
in the country I should neither luck bed nor board for many a day to 


come. 

But a few days before and, in my ignorance, I had set down this same 
class as rude, under- bred, and uncivilised, and, had I left the country on 
the preceding evening, 1 should have carried away my prejudices with 
me. The bare imitation of his better that the squireen presents was the 
source of this blunder; the spurious currency had, by its false glitter, 
deteriorated the sterling coin in my esteem; bat now I could detect the 
counterfeit from the genuine metal. 

« The ladies are on this side,” said Mr. Dillon. “Shall wo make our 

bow to them ? ” 

“You’ll not have time, Dillon,” said a friend who overheard his 
remark : “ here come the horses.” 

As he spoke, a distant cheer rose from the bottom of the bill, which, 
gradually taken up by thoso nearer, grew louder and louder, till it filled 

the very air. 

“ What is it ? ” said I, eagerly. 

“It's ‘ Ca tli loon ’ said a person beside mo. “The mare was bred in the 
neighbourhood, and excites a great interost among tho country people." 
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Tho crowd now fell back rapidh , and Mr. Burke, stated in a high 
tan de in, dashed up to the weighing-stand, and, giving the reins to his 
servant, sprang to the ground, 

liis oostumo was a loose coat, of coarso drab cloth, beset on every Bido 

by pockets of various shapes and dimensions ; long gaitcra of the samo 

material encased his legs ; and the memorable white hat, set most rakishly 

on the head, completed hie equipment. Scarcely had he put foot to ground 

when he was surrounded by a number of his obsequious followers ; but, 

paying little or no attention to their proffered civUities, ho brushed 

rudely through them, and walked straight up to where I was standing. 

I here was an air of swaggering insolence in his manner which oould not 

be mistaken, and I could mark that, in the sidelong glance ho threw 

about him he intended that our colloquy should he for the public ear 

Nodding familiarly, while he touched hi. hat with one finger b 2 
dressed me — 


“ Good morning, sir ; I am happy to have met you so soon. There is 

a report that we are to have no race. Hay I ask you if there be any 
ground for it ? ” J 

dinewnce "° *** “ ^ conceraed ” re P Ue <* ^ in a tone of quiet in- 

“At least,” resumed he, “there would seem some colour for the 
rumour. \our horse is not here-I understand he has not left the stable 
--and your groom , is among the crowd below. I only ask the question, as 

n C * e ; ne - b - lk ; tbero are doubtless here many gentlemen 
among your friends who would wish to back you.” * 

forf^^ 8 an a * r 6neei 'ing mockery so palpable as to call 

Witho P ?T tlUCr fr ° m the thron S of satellites at his back. 

?he Sfo 11 * T y ? 1>ly t0 his ° bfiCrvati ^. I whispered a few 

“ ">» ^^le^uVcaZed'ottf.homiU. ,r °' U “ f “ rm ° r ' tKrt ' W 

n iiftouu minutes the time ’will he im ** eoiii \ 

bis watch. - Isn’t that so, DiUon t You L the ju^o hero ” ^ 8 

manner, iZtlCZZ ^ 

“Then in that W l sha n ° d ° f hi3 redoubted ^tivc. 

I believo the conditions require me tn m° U t0 ^ WOrd to start ; *or 
a competitor.” ^ ° nde over tbe co urse, with or without 

which, with the ass istanco^of 0 his f ° ^ l ° unbutton great-coat, 

liars were meanwhile unbuttoning^'** 110 ° S ' Tw0 Bednloxis fami- 
forth, what even my most preh f* ia ^ ai J ers * and 111 a few seconds ho stood 
^ *.! of a »? *"* the very 

costume, looked like one who felt t yhole carnage, not less than his 
His mare was led whMu .K ***** l " eh tho i od «*. 

^ ,th,U ,hG ro ^ e9 to be addled — a proceeding con- 
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ducted under his own eye, and every step of which he watched with critical 
nicety ; this done, he eat down upon a bench, and, with watch in hand, 
seemed to count the minutes as they flew past. 

“Hero we are— her© we are— all right, Hinton!" shouted the Major, 
as he galloped up the hill. “ Jump into the scale, my lad; your saddlo is 
besido you ; don’t lose a moment." 

“ Yes, off with your coat,” said another, “and jump in." 

Divesting myself of my outer garments with a speed not second to 
that of Sir. Burke, I took my saddlo under my arm and seated myself in 
the scale. The gTOOtn fortunately had left nothing to a moment, 'and my 
saddle being leaded to the required weight, the operation took not a 
minute. 

“ Saddlo now as quickly as you can," whispered Dillon. 

While he was yet speaking, the gallant grey was led in, covered with 
clothing from head to tail. 

“All was quite right," said Mahon, in a low whisper; “your horse 
won’t hear a crowd, and the groom kept him stabled to the last moment; 
you are in luck, besides,” continued he; “ they say ho is in a good temper 
this morning — and, indeed he walked up from the mill as gently as a 
lamb." 

“ Mount, gentlemen," cried Mr. Dillon, as, with watch in hand, ho 
ascended a littlo platform in front of tho weighing-stand. 

1 had but time to throw one glance at my horse, when tho Major gave 
mo his hand to lift me into tho saddle. 

“After you, sir,” said Mr. Burke, with a mock politeness, us ho drew 
back to permit mo to pass out first. 

I touched my horse gently with the snaffle, but ho stood stock still: I 
essayed again, but with no bettor success. The place was too crowded to 
permit of any attempt to bully him, so I once more tried gentle means: it 
was of no use; he stood rooted to the gTound. Before I could determine 
what next to do, Mahon sprang forward and took him by tho head, when 
the animal walked quietly forward without a show of restiveness. 

“ He’s a droll devil,” said tho groom, “and in ono of his odd humours 
this morning, for that’s what I never saw him do before." 

I could see, as I passed out, that this little scene, short as it was, had 
not impressed the bystanders with any exalted notion of my horseman- 
ship ; for although there was nothing actually to condemn, my first step 
did not seem to augur well. Having led me forth before tho stand, llu 
Major pointed with his finger to the lino of country before me, and was 
repeating the priest’s injunctions, when Mr. Burke rode up to my side, 
and, with a smile of very peculiar meaning, said — 

“ Arc you ready now, sir? ” 

I nodded assent — the Major let go the bridle. 

** We are all ready, Dillon I " cried Burke, turning in his saddle. 

** All ready 1 ” repeated Dillon ; “ then away 1 " 
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As he spoke the bell tang 1 , and oft we went. 

For about thirty yards we cantered side by side, the groy horse keeping 
stroke with the othor, and not betraying the slightest evidence of bail 
temper. Whatever my own surpriso, the amazement of Burko was 
beyond all bounds, llo turned completely round in his eaddlo to look, 
and I could see, in the workings of his features, the distrustful expression 
oi one who suspected he had been duped. Meanwhile, the cheers of the 
vast multitude pealed high on every side ; and, as tho thought flashed 
across me that I might still acquit myself with credit, my courage rose, 
and I gripped my saddlo with double energy. 

At tho foot of the slope there was, as I have already mentioned, a small 
fence ; towards this we were now approaching, at tho easy sling of a hand- 
gallop, when suddenly Iiurke’s features — which I watched from timo to 
time with intense anxiety — changed their expression of doubt and suspicion 
for a look of triumphant malice: putting spurs to his horse, ho sprang a 
couple of lengths in advance, and rode madly at the fence; tho grey 
stretched out to follow ; and already was I preparing for the leap, when 
Burke, who had now reached the fence, 'suddenly swerved his horso round, 
and, affecting to baulk, cantered back towards tho hill. The manceuvro 
was perfectly successful. My horse, who up to that moment was going on 
well threw his fore-legs far out, and came to a dead stop. In an instant 
the trick was palpable to my senses; and, in tho heat of my passion. I 
dashed in both spurs, and endeavoured to lift him by the rein Scarcely 
had I done so, when, ns if tho very ground beneath had jerked us upwards 
he sprang into the air, dashing his head forward between tho fore-lees 
and throwing up his haunches behind, till I thought wo should come darn 
over m the summersault. I kept my seat, however, and thinkine that 
o dness alone could do at such a moment, I only waited tiU ho reached 
the ground when I again drove tho spurs up to tho rowels in his flanks- 
with a snort of passion he hounded madlv up and nawino ,>,„ • , * 

_ts with his fore-legs, lit upon thl tt panting ^d 

but lil7 m “kon-Tnd m d ■ ^ """ »>’ -ra^'emed 

f „ I , u", m ° n : “ d - slun 6 olmost to madness, X fixed 

Xew r with “ 

t « *■ 

blow. Tho moment camo * and \ * S .° em . ed coIlect energy for the 
struck him with the whin hot ’ n ' ins: in tho s P ure Wlth aU my force, I 
the savage ^ ™ th a like a yell, 

Bound after bound he made as though hls body llko a fish. 

length, after several fniitlel efforts t ^ °v mixdn05& '’ ^ at 

wards, struck out with his fore-legs D«Wf! ?*' h ° atmi e ht “P- 

with a crash fell back upon me rom™ m d & 80C ° nd ° r tw °* und then 
and sensoleaa. P ’ ° Umg me on tho bruised, stunned, 
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How long this state lasted l cannot tell, but when half consciousness 

f iil .rl n ' 0 , I „ fo, ‘ n ' i m - vself staEdin 8 ^ 'ho field, my head reeling with 
the shock, m> clothes torn and ragged ; my horso was standing besido me 

■With some one at his head, while another, whoso voice I thought I could 
recognise, called out — 

Oct up, man, get up ! you’ll do the thing well vet. There, don’t 
lose time/ 


n0 * * 83,1(1 anot ^ er voice ; “it’s a shame; the poor fellow is half 
k.llcd already — and there, don’t you see Burke’s at the second 
fence? ” 

Thus much I heard, amid the confusion around mo; but more I know 
not. The next moment I was in the saddle, with only sense enough left 
to feel reckless to desperation, I cried out to leave tho way, and turned 
towards the fence. A tremendous cut of a whip fell upon the horse’s 
quarter from some one behind, and, like a shell from a mortar, he sprang 
wildly out. With one fly he cleared tho fence, dashed Across the field, 
and, before I was firm in my seat, was over the second ditch. Burke had 
barely time to look round him, ere I had passed. ITe knew that tho horse 
was away with mo, but ho also knew his bottom, and that if 1 could but 
keep my saddle, the chances wore now in my favour. Then commenced 
a torriblc struggle. In advance of him, about four lengths, I took every- 
thing beforo me, my horso flying straight as an arrow. I dared not turn 
my head, but I could mark that Burke was making every effort to get 
beforo me. We were now approaching a tall hedge, beyond which lav 


the deep ground, of which tho priest had already spoken; so long as the 
fences presented nothing of height, the tremendous pace I was going was 
all in my favour; but now thero was fully five feet of a hedge standing 
before mo. Unablo to collect himself, ray horso camo with his full force 
against it, and chesting the tangled branches, foil head foremost into tho 
field. Springing to my legs unhurt, I lifted him at onco ; but ere I could 
remount, Burke came bounding over tho hedge, and lit safely beside me. 
W'ith a grin of malico ho turned ono look towards mo, and dashed on. 
For some seconds my horse was so stunned, ho could scarcely move, 
and as I pressed him forward, the heavy action of his shoulder, and his 
drooping head, almost bid me to despair. By degrees, however, he 
warmed up and got into his stride; before me, and nearly a hundred 
yards in advance, rode Burke, still keeping up his pace, but skirting tho 
headlands to my right. I saw now the force of the priest's remark, that 
were I to take a straight lino through the deep ground, the race was still 
in my favour ; but daro I do so with a horse so dead beat as mine was? 
Tho thought was quick as lightning; it was my only chance to win, and 
I resolved to take it. Plunging into tho soft and marshy ground before 
me, I fixed my eye upon the blue flag that marked the course; at this 
moment Burke turned and saw me, and I could perceivo that ho imme- 
diately slackened his pace. “Yes,” thought I, “ ho thinks I am pounded. 


THE LAST LEAP. 


175 


but it is not come to that yet ; ” in fact, my horse was improving at every 
stride, and although t tic ground was trying, his breeding began to tell, and 
I could feel that he had plenty of running still in him. Affecting, how- 
ever. to lift him at every stroke, and scorning to labour to help him through, 
I induce*! Burke to hold in, until I gradually crept up to the fenco before 
ho was within several lengths of it. The grey no sooner caught sight of 
the wall than he pricked up his cars and rushed towards it ; with a 
vigorous lift I popped him over, without touching a stone, Burke fol- 
lowed in splendid style, and in an instant was alongside of mo. 


Now began the race in right earnest. The cunning of his craft could 
avail him little here, except as regarded tho superior management of his 
own horse; so Burke, abandoning every ruse, rode manfully on; ns for 
me, my courage rose every moment, and so far from feeling any fear, I 
only wished that the fences were larger, and, liko a gambler who would 
ruin his adversary* at ono throw, I would have taken a precipice if ho 
pledged himself to follow, tor somo fields we rode within a few yards of 
each other, side by side, each man lifting his liorso at tho same moment 
to his leap, and alighting with the same shock beyond it. Already our 
heads were turned homewards, and I could mark on the distant bill the 
far-off crowds whose echoing shouts came floating towards us; but one 
fence of any consequence remained; that was tho large gripe that formed 
the last of the race; we had cleared a low stono wall, and now entered the 
field that led to tho great leap. It was evident that Burke’s horeo both 
from being spared tho shocks that mine had met with, and from his better 
ruling, was the fresher of the two ; we had neither of us, however much 
0 Wt of on that score, and, perhaps, at a calmer moment, would ha™ 
httlc fancied facing euch a leap as that before us. It was evident that 
the first oi cr must win, and as each man measured tho other's strido the 
intense ansictv of the moment nearly rose to madness. From tho instant 
of entering the field, I had marked out with my eye whore T ™ ? 

take the leap; Burke hud evidently dono thio also, "and wo now s'lie) fl° 
diverged, each to his allotted spot. The pace was awful All thm! fl’ "1 
danger lost, or forgotten, wo came nearer and nearer with kn-., 
and clenched Up— I, the first. Already 1 „„ Ttoo sWo- ^ P”, 

cry and a cut of my whip I rose n,y hors, to if the mM„’ h !* “ " J 
forward, but his strength was spent and he fail a * beast e P ran £ 

recovering him without losing £y ’caT I s ° n ^ 

and looked round. Burke who h, 11^7 “ P tho °PP osi ‘<> W 
only done so to blew my horse and break him” d^mi & f**™’ Y 

«aw him now approaching tho fenco with his maroZh ‘„ h. T 1 ?? 1 
haunches well under her. UnabJ« f « J m hand * And her 

turned in my saddle to watch him* he ra 63 V ° at a wtd k, I 

fence; his hand was prepared to strike* akld! ? ^ th ° brink ° f the 
herself ,„ r the effort. l£ , Iom tt iXt 5 , 

nuidly up, and as lha horse rose into the air ho inT a gUr ° 8pr#n « 

e air> be jumped at the bridle, 
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pulling down both the horse and the rider with a crash upon him, a loud 
cry of agony rising ’mid the struggle. 

As they disappeared from my sight I felt like one in a tranco ; all 
thoughts, however, were lost in the desire to win, and collecting my 
energies for a last struggle, I lifted the gallant grey with both hands, aud 
by dint of spurring ami shaking, pressed him to a canter, and rode in the 
winner, amid the deafening cheers and cries of thousands, 

“ Keep back — keep back ! ” cried Mahon, restmining with his whip 
the crowd that bore down upon me. " Hinton, take care that no ono 
touches your horse ; rido inside, take off your saddle, and got into the 
Beale.” 

Moving onwards liko ono in a dream, I mechanically obeyed the 
direction, while the cries and shouts around me grew each moment louder 
and wilder. 

“Here ho comes! — here he comes!” shouted several voices, and 
Burke galloped up, and without drawing rein rode into the w’cigliing- 
stand. 

“ Foul play/’ roared he, in a tone hoarse with passion. “ I protest 
against the race. Holloa, sir ! ” ho shouted, turning towards me. 

“There — there,” said Mahon, as ho hurried me along towards the 
acalo ; “ you have nothing to do with him ; ” and at tho same moment a 
number of others pressed eagerly forward to shake my hand and wish me 


joy. 

* “ Look hero, Dillon,” cried tho Major ; “ mark the weight— eleven 
stone two, and two pounds over, if ho wanted it., T'hero now,” whispered 
he in a voice which, though not meant for my hearing, I could distinctly 
catch— “ there now’, Dillon, take him into your carriage and get him off 
the ground as fast as you can.” 

Just at this instant, Burke, who had been talking with loud voice 
and violent gesticulations, burst tlirough the crowd and stood beforo 


us. 

« Do yon say, Dillon, that I have lost this race ?” 

“Yes, yes, to bo sure,” cried out full twenty voices. 

*♦ My question was not addressed to you, sirs, said ho, boiling with 

passion , “ I ask the judge of this course, ha\o I lost . 

“ Mv dear Ulick ” said Dillon, in a voice scarce audible from 

agitation. 

“ Xo cursed palaver with me,” said he, interrupting. ** Lost or won, 
sir — one word, ” 

“ Lost, of course,” replied Dillon, with more of firmness than I ha:i 
believed him capable. 

“ Well, sir,” said Burke, as lie turned towards me, his teeth clenched 
with passion, “ it may be some alloy to your triumph to know that your 
accomplice has smashed his thigh-bone in your service ; and yet I can tell 
you, you have not conic to the end of this matter. 
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Before I could reply, Burke's friends lore him from the spot and 
burned him to a carriage ; while I, still more than ever puzzled by the 
words I had heard, looked from one to the other of those around for an 
explanation. 

“ Kover mind, Hinton,” said Mahon, as, ha If -breathless with running, 
he rushed up and seized me by the hand. “ The poor fellow was dis- 
charging a double debt in his own rude way : gratitude on your score, 
vengeance on his own.” 

“Tally-ho, tally-ho ! — hark, there — stole away ! ” shouted a wild cry 
from without, and at tho same instant four countrymen came forward, 


currying a door between them, on which was stretched tho palo and 

mangled figure of Tipperary Joo. “A drink of water — spirits — tay 

anything for tho loro of the Virgin ! I'm famished, and I want to drink 
Captain Phil’s health. Ah! darling !” said he, as he turned his filmy 
eyes up towards me, « didn't I do it beautiful ? Didn't I pay him off for 
this ? ” With these words he pointed to a blue welt that stretched across 
his face, from the mouth to the ear. “Ho gave mo that yesterday for 
saying long life and success to you ! ” 

* Oh! this is too horrible,” said I, gasping for breath, “my poor 

7 "7 h 7 J O" so harshly.” I took hi, hind in 

,‘7; d b ™ COlJ aul clamm >‘ '• M8 Mature, wore sunken tco-he hud 


“ Come, Hinton," said tho Major, “ wo can do no Rood hero • 1 . 
move down to tho inn at once, and see after this 1)0 or boy ” 

7“ •" conun e " ith us, Mr. Hinton ?” cried Dillon 
repressed Zi? 

lifted mo into the tax- cart and nutfino. v u ^ more * Mahon almos 

the town, the cheer's of ,'ho £Z, fo Uo TnR ’ ' h ° 6alI ° P> d * 8l *< 
to their wild senso of iusti™ t™ . . mn & 1,9 !ls wo went ■ for 

tbo sloiy of his self-devotion “ eenulno mnrl y r > and I shared ir 

noU^lrT^^f^ Mah ™ c<mtitt uod to talk, bu, 
svho .had suffered for my sake^and 1° wouM^a^ 011 - ° D * he I ' oor fell o" 

r ™ id * ^ ^ is Zsrjrjj-z 

“There! thero * '* ti. nr • 

take it to heart this u “• 3°? h ° 8book by tho am, • - don' 

I-r felW mw p^ortfeowl I h 1,n ' , 'f it ' S ^ = <>» 

this night than many a king upon hi, ,h S ‘ 7 V0 sho "’n towards hi,, 

“an, to have put him under on nhl' ' ° n °' To haTO served a Rontlo 
estimate the extent of. 1W haS a ' barm you“'- 

any Offer of money, dcstr„77 ,? y °"'“ ro ot thi„K_dp “ , . 
take -re otthat..^^' 018 ^oa; do what you l£fC,S 

" 0 now reached tho little ; ’ 

L lQn > Mahon — for I Wnfl • 

10r i was incapable o 
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all thought or exertion — got a room in readiness for Joe, and summoning 
the doctor of the place, provided everything for his caro and accommo- 
dation. 

“ Now, Hinton,” said he, as he hurst into my room, “ all's right ; Joe 
is comfortable in bed ; the fracture turns out not to be a bad one. So 
rouse yourself, for Dillon’s carriage, with all the ladies, is waiting these 
ten minutes.” 

“ No, no,” cried I; “I can’t go to this dinner-party; ‘‘I’ll not 
quit ” 

“ Nonsense, man ! ” said he, interrupting me; “ you can only do harm 
here ; the doctor says he must be left quite quiet, and alone ; besides, 
Dillon has behaved so well to-day— so stoutly, for him — that you 
mustn’t forget it. There, now, where are your clothes? I’ll pack them 

for you.” 

I started up to obey him, but a giddiness came over mo, and I sank 
into my chair, weak and sick. 

“This will never do,” said Mahon : 11 1 had better toll them I’ll drive 
you over myself; and, now, just lie down for an hour or two, and keep 

quiet.” 

This advice I felt was good, and, thanking my kind friend with a 
squeeze of the hand, for I could not speak, I threw myself upon my bed, 
and strange enough, while such contending emotions disturbed my brain, 

fell asleep almost immediately. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE DINNER-PARTY AT MOUNT BROWN, 

T awoke refreshed after half an hour’s doze, and then every circumstance 
of tko whole day was clear and palpable before me. I remembered eac 
minute particular, and could bring to my mmd all tho details of the rac® 
itself, notwithstanding the excitement they had passed m, and the rapidity 
with which they succeeded each other. . . , , t h : B 

My first thought was to visit poor Joe, and, creeping . * 

room y i opened the door. The poor fellow was fast asleep; his features 
hadalready become coloured with fever, and a red, hectic .pet on cthe 
check told that tho work of mischief had begun ; yet st.l 1 h.s sleep s 

“ d “ ribhon^the cotors l 

fastenld gaudily’ in tho front; upon this, doubtless, ho had been 
IraTug 10 tho last moment of bis waking. I now stolo no.se essly back 
nnd began a letter to O’Grady, whose anxiety as to tho result would, 

k " u’waVnofwUhiut pride, I con to,, thnt 1 narrated the even,, of fh. 
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day; when I came to that part of my letter in which Joe was to bo 
mentioned, I could not avoid a sense of shame in acknowledging tho cruel 
contrast between conduct and his gratitude, I did not attempt to 
theorise upon what he had done ; for I felt that O’Grady’s better knowledge 
of his countrymen would teach him to sound the depths of a motive tho 
surface of which I could but skim. I told him frankly that tho more X 
saw of Ireland, the less I found I knew about it ; so much of sterling 
good seemed blended with unsettled notions and unfixed opinions, such 
warmth of heart, such frank cordiality, with such traits of suspicion and 
islrust, that I could make nothing of them. “Either,” thought I, 

" t , hese 1 JC0 1 > !° are born t0 present the anomaly of all that is most opposite 
and contradictory m human nature, or else the fairest gifts that ever 

graced manhood have been perverted and abused by mismanagement and 
misguidance,’ 


I had just finished my letter, when Hot 3iIuhou drove up, hie honeet 
face radiant with smiles and good-humour, 

“ WeU ’ ® inton ’” cried “ tho whole thing is properly settled ; the 
money is paid over, and, if you are writing to O'Grady, you may mention 

„„ at J 10 tau draw on tho Limerick Bank, at sight, if ho pleases 
lheres time enough, however, for all this ; so got up beside me f we’ vo 
only half an hour to do our live miles, and dress for dinner,” 

tWr!°i°K In> pkc f T LCSid ° tho Maj0r ’ aud > as we fle ' v fast through the air 
.fc 1 bieeze “d hls enlivening conversation rallied and refreshed me’ 
fcuch was our pace we had ten minutes to spare as we entered a d k 

STcSSSS f ^ and a f6W — ls •«* arrived at the door ^ a 

Hugh ^“Mu XhTuT^T' , 0n " ,0 StC) ’ 3 of *“* stood 
silk tights. While ho hurried me t "" 3 ° £ - * h “° " aistcoat “d black 

With 7Z he overwhelmed me 

grai^yo 1 *** 

I have heard io muTtf vol Wnd ^ a ° f rel, “ ion of ■*»! but 

but rejoice in your success.” k d *° my moco - Lo “sa, that I cannot 

ii I should rather n s&iA T ** 

mately obtained ; and indeed wera 1 ^^ TOa *° n \ had lt bcen ™oro legiti- 
far I should feci justified in consider! ° TjF f ° r another * 1 d oubt how 

in the matter ; b’esides^had you wrived ^ ^ m im P°^tivo 

must havo lost their money.” ^ our right, all who backed you 

For that matter «niM i 1 %* 

1 tolerably limited.” ’ * tllQ number of my supporters 

“ ivo matter for tbaf - , 

you, Ulick’s conduct, in' the }^ en - 1 ' °, U lia< * llot a singlo hot upon 
hand,” ** “ th0 begmntng, deserved little favour at yo« 

1 voutess, mid I, •' that there you have touched on C; -wving duuee 


was 
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to my feeling of shame ; had Mr. Burke conducted himself in a different 
spirit towards my friend and myself, I should feel sorely puzzled this 
minute.” 

“Quite right, quite right,” said Dillon; “and now try if you can’t 
make as much haste with your toilette as you did over the clover-field." 

it hin a quarter of an hour I mado my appearance in the drawing- 
room, now crowded with company, the faces of many among whom I 
remembered having seen in the morning. Mr. Dillon was a widower, 
hut his daughters — three fine, tall, handsome- looking girls — did the 
honours. While I was making my bows to fhum, Miss Bcllew camo 
forward, and, with an eye bright with pleasure, held out her hand 
towards mo. 

‘‘I told you, Mr. Hinton, we should meet in the West ; have I been 
as good a prophetess in saying that you would like it? ’’ 

“If it afforded me but this one minute,” said I, in a half whisper. 

“ Dinner ! ” said the servant, and, at the same moment that scene of 
pleasant confusion ensued that preludes the formal descent of a party to 
the dining-room. 


The host had gracefully tucked a large lady under his arm, bosido 
whoso towering proportion he looked pretty much like what architects call 
“a lean-to " superaddod to a great building. He turned his eye towards 
mo to “go and do likewise,” with a significant glance at a heaving mass 
of bugles and ostrich feathers that sat panting on a sofa. I j>arricd the 
stroke, however, by drawing JJiss Bellow’s arm within mine, while I 
resigned the post of honour to my little friend, the Major. 

The dinner passed off like all other dinners : there was the eamo 
routino of eating and drinking, and pretty much the same ritual of table- 
talk. As a kind of commentary on the superiority of natural gifts over 


the affected and imitated graces of society, I could not help remarking 
that those things which figured on the table, of homely origin, wero 
actually luxurious, while tho exotic resources of the cookery wero, in 
every instance, miserable failures. Thus, tho fish was excellent, and tho 
mutton perfect, while the fricandeau was atrocious, and tho petite pdiie 


oxecrablo. 

Should my taste be criticised, that, with a lovely girl beside me, for 
whom I already felt a strong attachment, I could thus sot myself to 
criticise the cuisine, in lieu of any other more agreeable occupation, let my 
apology ho that my reflection was an apropos, called forth by comparing 
Louisa Bcllew with her cousins, tho Dillons. I havo said they wore 
handsome girls ; they wero more— they were beautiful : they had all that 
fine pencilling of tho eyebrow, that deep, square orbit, so characteristically 
Irish, and which gives an expression to tho oyo, whatever bo its colour, 
of inexpressible softness ; their voices, too, albeit the accent was provincial, 
wore soft and musical, and thoir manners quiet and lady-like, yet, some- 
how, they, stood immeasurably upait from Imr. 
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I have already ventured on one illustration from the cookery ; may I 
take another from the cellar ? How often in wines of the same vintage, 
of even the same cask, do we find one bottle whose bouquet is more 
aromatic, whose flavour is richer, whose colour is more purely brilliant ? 
There seems to be no reason why this should be so, nor is the secret 
appreciable to our senses ; however, the fact is incontestable. So among 
women: you meet .some half-dozen in an evening party, equally beautiful, 
equally lovely, yet will there bo found one among the number towards 
whom, without any assignable cause, more eyes arc turned, and more 
looks bent ; around whoso chair more men are found to linger, and in 
whose slightest word some cunning charm seems ever mingled. Why is 
this so? I confess I cannot tell you, but trust me for the fuct. " If 
however, it will satisfy you that I adduce an illustration — Louisa Bed low 
was one of these. With all the advantages of a cultivated mind, she 
possessed that fearlessness that only girls really innocent of worldly 
trickery and deceit ever have ; and thus, while her conversation ranged 
ar eyond the limits the cold ordeal of fashion would proscribe to a 

^tfvatin^ nt} ’ th ° artleSS enthusia9m of her manner was absolutely 


In Dublin, the most marked feature about her was au air of loftv 
pnde and hauteur, by which, in the mixed society of Rooney’s house, was 

thehlvt 6 m i t0 rCpel th ° ° Uruaive und impertinent attentions it was 
for a lo f f pUCe t0 practlse ‘ Surrounded by those who resorted there 
for a lounge, it was a matter of no common difficulty for her, a voun- and 

due Here 0 wf- ^ OWnposition > anJ eMct the respect that was her 
A f * '' e ' er ’ in ter male's house, it was quite different 

Rehcved from all performance of a part, she was natuml grace ul and 

Sr — “ irSSS 

When we returned to the drawing-room, seated beside W r * , 

mto an explanation of aU my proceeding, 8 i ncc my Cnte , rcd 

and had the satisfaction to porcoivo that not „nl^T > ‘ h countr 5 ’> 
everything I had done h„. 1 onl ? d,d sl '° approve of 

credit in^my fort^ lT mm fi a a Wanner intCTC9t than 1 could 

Supposing that my success ^ rcspectin S the future. 

horsemanship, she cautioned me about bein^ d^^ ° f my 

wagers. Ul Dem S ™ into any matches or 


“ My cousin Ulick,” said 
escape him. I speak frankly 
I would beseech you to take 
como into collision with him. 
to know my father : for this 

misunderstanding with my 
through life has been such as 


ahe, « 19 one of those who rarely let a nrev 

care^of hT * y ™ y d ° 80 : therefo ™, 
Th J\ aU do not 

O Wt t 0 i dy ° U> Mr * Hinton * that I wiah you 
ject, it is essential you should have* no 

or although his whole conduct 
to grieve and afflict him, yet the feeling iol 
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his only sister’s child has sustained him against all the rumours and 
reports that have reached him, and even against his own convic- 
tions." 


“ You have, indeed,” said I, “suggested a strong reason for keeping 
well with your cousin : my heart is not only bent on being known to your 
father, but, if I dare hope it, on being liked by him also.” 

“Yes, yes,” said she, quickly, blushing while she spoke, “ I am euro 
he'll like you— and I know you’ll like him. Our house, perhaps, I should 
tell you, is not a gay one : we lead a secluded and retired life ; and this 
has had its effect upon my poor father, giving a semblance of dis- 
content only a semblance, though — to a nature mild, manly, and 

benevolent." 


She paused an instant, and, as if fearing that she had been led away 
to speak of things she should not have touched upon, added, with a more 

lively tone — 

“ Still, we may contrive to amuse you : you shall have plenty of fishing 
and coursing, the best shooting in the West, and as for scenery, I'll 

answer for it you are not disappointed. 

While we chatted thus, the time rolled on, and at last the clock on 
the mantelpiece apprised us that it was time to set out for the ball. Ihis, 
as it may be believed, was anything but a promise of pleasure to me. 
With Louisa Bellew beside me, talking in a tone of confidential intimacy 
she had never ventured on before, 1 would have given worlds to have 
remained where I was ; however, the thing was impossible; the ball— the 
ball ! passed from lip to lip, and already the carriages were assembled 
before the door, and cloaks, hoods, and mantles were distributed on all 

BKlCS* 

Resolving, at all events, to secure Miss Bellew as my fellow-traveller, 

I took her arm to lead her downstairs. 

“ Holloa ! Hinton,” cried the Major, “you’re coming with me, am t 


you 


p *» 


I got up a tremendous fit of coughing, as I stammered out an apology 

about night air, &c. , . , „ , .. 

“ Ah, true, my poor fellow,” said tho simple-hearted Bob, you 

must take care of yonrself-this has been a severe day’s work for 


YOU. 




‘ With such a heavy cold,” said Louisa, laughing, as her bright eyes 
sparkled with fun, “ perhaps you’ll take a seat m our carnage? ’ 

I pressed her arm gently, and whispering my assent, assist. d her m 

aud placed myself beside her, 
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Fast as had been the pace in the Major's tax-cart, it scorned to me na 
though the miles flew much more quickly by as I returned to the town , 
how, indeed, they passed, I cannot well say ; but, from tho moment that 
1 quitted Mr, Dillon’s house to that of my arrival at Loughrc-a, thero 
seemed to be but one brief, delightful moment . I have already said that 
Miss Bellew's manner was quite changed ; and, as 1 assisted her from 
the carriage, I could not but mark the flashing brilliancy of her eye and 
the sparkling animation of her features, lending, as they did, an added 
loveliness to her beauty. 

“Am I to dance with you, Mr. llinton?" said she, laughingly, as I 
led her up the stairs, "if so, pray be civil enough to ask me at once ; 
otherwise, I must accept the first partner that offers himself." 

“ How very stupid I have been ! Will yon, pray, let me have the 
honour ? ” 

"Yes, yea — you shall have the honour; but now that I think of it, 
yon mustn t ask me a second time : wo country folks are very prudish 
about these things ; and as you are the lion of the party, t should get into 
a sad scrape wero I to appear to monopolise you." 

" But you surely will have compassion on me," said I in a tone of 
affected baslt fulness. “ You know I am a stranger here — neither known 
to nor by any one save you." 

j'l/i, trive dc modtslic ! ’ said she, coquettislily. " My cousins will be 
quite delighted, and, indeed, you owe them some axnendc already." 

“ As how ? " said I ; “ what have I done ? ” 


"Rather, what have you left undone ? I’ 11 tell you. You have not come 
to the ball in your fine uniform, with your aiguillettes and your showy 
feathers, and all the pride, pomp, and circumstance of your dignity aa 
aide-de-camp. Loam that in the West wo love the infantry, doto on' the 
agoons, but we adore the staff. Now, a child would find it as difficult 
to recognise a plump gentleman with a star on his breast as a king ns we 
western ladies would to believe in the military features of a person 
habited in quiet black. You should, at least, have some symbol of your 
calling. A little bit of moustache, liko a Frenchman— a foreign order at 
yomr buttonhole your arm in a sling, from a wound as it wore— even a 
pair of brass spurs would redeem you. Poor Mary, here, won’t believe 

you wear a great sword, and are tho most warlike-looking person 
imaginable on occasions." ® P erson 

,r 7 "V™ aro! ”.“ id h “ «»-». blushing 
P . • >, Mr. Hinton, what do you think of the rooms t ** 
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This question happily recalled me to myself; for up to that very 
moment, forgetful of everything save my fair companion, r had not 
noticed our entrance into the ball-room, around which we were 
promenading with slow steps. I now looked up, and discovered that we 
were in the town-hall, the great room of which building was generally 
reserved for occasions like the present. Nothing could be more simple 
than the decorations of the apartment. Tho walls, which were white- 
washed, were tastefully ornamented with strings and wreaths of flowers 
suspended between the iron chandeliers, while over the chimney-piece 
were displayed the colours of the marching regiment then quartered in 
the town: indeed, to do them justice, the garrison were the main 
contributors to the pleasures of the evening. By them were the garlands 
so gracefully disposed; by them were the rat-holes and other dangerous 
crevices in the floor caulked with oakum ; their hand was now blowing 
‘•God save the King” and “Rule Britannia” alternately for tho last 
hour; and their officers, in all the splendour of scarlet, were parading 
the room, breaking the men’s hearts with envy and the women’s with 
admiration. 


O’ Grady was quite right — it is worth while being a soldier in Ireland , 
and, if such be the case in the capital, how much more true it is in 
Connaught I Would that some minute anatomist of human feeling could 
demonstrate that delicate fibre in an Irishwoman’s heart that vibrates so 
responsively to everything in the army list ! In this happy land you 
need no nitrous oxide to promote the high spirits of your party; I had 
rather have a sub in a marching regiment than a whole gasometer full of 
it. Mow often have I watched the sleepy eye of languid loveliness 
brighten up — how often have I seen features almost plain in their 
character assume a kind of beauty as some red-coat drew near,' Don’t 
tell mo of your insurrection acts, of your nightly outrages, your out- 
breaks, and your burnings, as a reason for keeping a large mi litary force 
in Ireland ; nothing of the kind ! A very different object, indeed, is the 
reason — Ireland is garrisoned to please the ladies. The War Office is the 
most gallant of public bodies, and, with a true appreciation of the 
daughters of tho West, it inundates the land with red -coats. These 
observations were forced upon me as I looked about the room and saw 
on every side how completely the gallant Seventy -something had cut out 
the country gentry. Poor fellows ! you are great people at the assizes — 
you are strong men at a road-sessions — but yon are mighty small folk 
indeed before your wives and daughters, when looked at to the music of 
“ Paddy Carey,” and by tho light of two hundred and fifty mutton 
candles. 

The country-dance was at length formed, and poor Mr. Harkin, the 
master of the ceremonies and Corvphffius- in-ordinary of Lough rou, hud, 
by dint of scarce less fatigue than I experienced in iny* steeple-chase, by 
running hither and thither, imploring, beseeching, wheedling, coaxing, 
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and oven cursing, at length succeeded in assembling sixty-four souls, in 
a double file, upon the floor. Poor fellow I never was there a more 
disorderly force. Nobody would keep his own place, but was always 
trying to get above his neighbour. In vain did he tell tho men to stand 
at their own side. Alas ! they thought that side their own where tho 
ladies were also. Then the hand added to his miseries ; for scarcely hnd 
ho told them to play “ The Wind that shakes the Barley," when some one 
changed it to “The Priest in his Boots," and afterwards to “ Tho Dead 
March" in Saul, These were heavy afflictions ; for bo it known that ho 
could not give way, us other men would in such circumstances, to a good 
outbreak of passion — for Mr. Harkin was a public functionary, who, like 
all other functionaries, had a character to sustain boforo the world. 
When kings are angry, we are told by Shakespeare, Schiller, and others 
that they rant it in good royal style. Now, when a dancing- master is 
excited by passion, he never loses sight of tho unities. If he flies down 
the floor to chide tho little fat man that is talking so loud, he contrives to 
do it with a step, a spring, and a hop, to the time of one, two, three. Is 
t acre a confusion in tho figure — ho advances to rectify it with a chass6 
ngadoon. Does Mr. Somebody turn his toes too much out, or is Miss 
So-and-so holding her petticoats too high— he fugles the correction in his 
own person, first imitating the deformity ho would expose, and then 
displaying tho perfection he would point to. 

On the evening in question, this gentleman afforded mo ly far tho 
most of the amusement of tho ball ; nearly half the company had been in 
tunc of y ore his pupils, or were actually so at tho very moment ; so that, 
independent of his cares as conductor of the festivities, ho had also tho 

ITdisdpfe" ° De Wh ° “ W WS 0Wn trium l ,Us rcfl « tcd “ the recess of 

n- ^ , th “ danre ™ arranged. A certain kind of order was 

“I- the »“*. “J ^ Harkin, standing in tho fifth position 

cried out •• BeX^”* 1 Amv wTnt’uT < *’ PS ° £ ‘ h ° hi ‘ nJ nn<1 

I flew With mv ua'rtne. , .1 ° 1 "* n<1 at on “. “><» the middle 

human le^ iX w„ t, 7““- * quick <™ntry-dance, that no 

succeeding them, like wavs after wave-nott.X waftoo UiZm T* 

twsa mlx w Ti,cre ^ 

very bond, of matriumn - oM^'?' ““T hn<i be ° n >'"kcd in tho 

tho plump and the linn ™ “ ‘d '-ourg, Die dwarf and tho Brobdingnag, 

neighbour! and Co lv LZ la “* hm * tho “ccemricitien of hta 

BytheV, wtt o asX^Tlo^ldXIt * 

principle of self-esteem into « if o, * ° C ° uJd carr >' out this 

enjoyed what we derived from dt) rcCI ^ rocit J' treati e3, and, wliile wo 
mutained ourselves I 0thers ’ b ° UDConsciou3 of tho loss we 

Unlike our English performance. the dance hem was as free-and-easy 
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a thing as needs be. Down the middle you went, holding, mayhap 
squeezing, your partner's hand, laughing, joking, fluting, venturin; 
occasionally on many a bolder flight than at other times you could hnv 
dared, for there was no time for the lady to be angry as she tripped 
along to “The Hare in the Corn; ” and, besides, but little wisdom could 
be expected from a man while performing more antics than Punch in a 
pantomime. With all this, there was a running fire of questions, replies, 
and recognitions, from every one you passed : 

That s it, Captain ; push along — begad, you're doing it well ! " - 
“ Don’t forget to-morrow ! “ Hands round ! “ Hasn’t she a leg of 

her own ! < “ Keep it up ! “ This way 1 - turn, Miss Malone C'— 

“ You’ll come to breakfast ? *’ — “ How are ye, Joe ? ” &c. 

Scarcely was the set concluded, when Miss Bcllew was engaged by 
another partner; while I, at her suggestion, invited her cousin Mary to 
become mine. The ball-room was now crowded with people ; the mirth and 
tun grew fast and furious ; the country-dance occupied the whole length 
of the room — and round the walls were disposed tables for whist or loo, 
where the elders amused themselves with as much pleasure, and not less 


noise. 

I fear that I gave my fair partner but a poor impression of an aide- 
de-camp’s gallantry — answering at random, speaking vaguely and without 
coherence, my eyes fixed on Miss Belle w, delighted when by chance I 
could catch u look from her, and fretful and impatient when she smiled at 
some remark of her partner. In fact, love has as many stages as a fever, 
and I was in that acute period of the malady when the feeling of 
devotion, growing every moment stronger, is chequered by a doubt lest 
the object of your affections should really be indifferent to you — thus 
suggesting all the torturing agonies of jealousy to your distracted mind. 
At such times as these a man can scarcely he very agrccablo even to the 
girl he loves ; but he is a confounded bore to a chance acquaintance. 
So, indeed, did poor Mary Dillon seem to think ; and as at the conclusion 
of the dance, I resigned her hand to a Lieutenant Somebody, with pink 
cheeks, black eyebrows, and a most martial air, I saw sho looked upon her 
escape as a direct mercy from Providence, Just at this moment Mr. 
Dillon, who had only been waiting for the propitious moment to pounce 
upon me, seized me by the arm, and led me down the room. There was 
a charming woman dying to know mo in one corner the best cock- 
shooter in Ireland wished to make my acquaintance in another ; — thirty 
thousand pounds, and a nice bit of property in Leitrim, was sighing for 
me near the fire ; — and three old ladies, the “ dignitaries" of the land, had 
kept the fourth place at the whist tublo vacant for my sake, and were at 
length growing impatient at my absence. 

Kon sunt me a verba, good reader. — Such was Mr. Dillon’s representa- 
tion to me, as lie hurried me along, presenting me as ho went to every one 
we met — a ceremony in which I soon learned to perform my part 
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respectably, by merely repeating a formula I had adopted for my guidance— 
« Delighted tojinow you, Mr, Burke,” or “ Charmed to make your acquain- 
tance, Mrs. French ; ” for as nine-tenths of the men were called by one, 
and nearly all the ladies by the other, appellation, I seldom blundered in 
my addresses. 

The evening wore on, but the vigour of the party seemed unabated. 
The fatigues of fashionable life seemed to he as little known in Ireland as 
its apathy and its ennui. Poor, benighted people ! you appear to enjoy 
societv, not as a refuge for your own weariness, not as an escape* valve for 
your own vapours, but really as a source of pleasurable eniot ions — an 
occasion for drawing closer the bonds of intimacy, for being agreeable to 
your friends, and for making yourselves happy. Alas! you have much 
to learn in this respect ; you know not yet how preferable is the languid 
look of tired beauty to the brilliant eye and glowing cheek of happy 
girlhood; you know not how superior is the cutting sarcasm, the whis- 
pered equivoque , to the kind welcome and the affectionate greeting ; and 
while enjoying the pleasure of meeting your friends, you absolutely forget 
to be critical upon their characters or their costume ! 

£\Vhat a pity it is that good nature is under-bred, and good feeding is 
vulgarity for, after all, while I contrasted the tone of everything around 
me with 'the supercilious cant and uniinpussioned coldness of London 
manners, I could not but confess to myself that the difference was great, 
and tho interval enormous. To which side my own heart inclined, it 
needed not my affection for Louisa Belle w to tell me; yes, I had seen 
enough of life to learn how far are the real gifts of worth and excellence 
preferable to the adventitious polish of high society. While these 
thoughts rushed through inv mind, another flashed ncross it. What, 
■ . wero here ! What if my proud cousin ! llow 

would her dark eye brighten, as some absurd or ludicrous feature 
of the company would sugget its mot of malice or its speech of 
sarcasm! How would their air, their carriage, their deportment, ap- 
pear in her sight ! I could picture to myself the cold scorn of her 
manner towards the men, the insulting courtesy of her demeanour to tho 
women ; the affected innocence with which she would question them as to 
their every-day habits and habitudes, their usages and their wants, 
though she were inquiring into tho manners and customs of South - 
Islanders! I could imagine the ineffable scorn with which she would 
receive what were meant to be kind and polite attentions ; and I could 
ashion to myself her look, her manner, and her voice, when escaping 
“ £h0 # would “ U her “m,it pan,,, k, , auvaga 6he „! ou fj 

OT6 7 fcaturo o£ ‘he parly, converting into food for 

nrm un, hospitable bearing, and making their very 

warmth of heart the groundwork of a sarcasm ! 

B^-„ ba11 “ n ‘ i “ ncd with unbated vigour, and as, in obedience to Mis, 
B lie request, I could not again ask hur to dance, 1 myself felt little 
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inclination to seek for another partner. The practice of the place seemed. 

oneier, a« imperatively to exclude idleness as the discipline of a man. of- 

W drinK " WCTC ° dan T S> y ° U ° U8ht t0 be “rds, making 

loie drmkint- negus, or exchanging good stories with some motherly fit 

Old lady, too heavy for a reel, too stupid for loo. In this dilemma I cut 

into a round game, which I remember often to have scon at Rooney’s, tech- 

r.ically called speculation. A few minutes before, and I was fancying to 

myself what my mother would think of all this; and now, as I drew my 

■ hair to the table, I muttered a prayer to my own heart that she might 

never hear of my doings. How strange it is that we would mueh rather 

be detected in some overt act of vice than caught in any ludicrous 

situation or absurd position ! I could look my friends and family steadily 

rnough in tho face while standing amid aU the blacklegs of Epsom anil 

thc swl ™Uers at Ascot, exchanging with them the courtesies of life, and 

talking on terms of easy and familiar intercourse ; yet would I rather have 

been seen with the veriest pickpocket in fashionable life than seated amid 

that respectable and irreproachable party who ebook their sides with 

laughter around the card-table ! 

Truly, it was a merry game, and well suited for a novice, as it 
required no teaching. Each person had his three cards dealt him, one of 
which was displayed to tho company in rotation. Did this happen to be a 
knave, or some other equally reproachful character, the owner was mulcted 
to the sum of five pence ; and he must indeed have had a miser’s heart 
who could regret a penalty so provocative of mirth ! Often as the event 
took place, tho fun never seemed to grow old ; and from tho exuberance 
of tho delight and the unceasing How of the laughter, I began to wonder 
within myself if theso same cards had not some secret and svmbolic 
meaning unknown to the neophyte. Hut the drollery did not end here: 
you might sell your luck, and put up your hand to auction. This led to 
innumerable droll allusions and dr}' jokes, and in fact, if ever a game was 
contrived to make one's aides ache, this was it. 

A few sedate and sober peoplo there wero who, with bent brow and 
pursed-up lip, watched the whole proceeding; they were tho secret 
police of the card-table; it was in vain to attempt to conceal your luckless 
knave from their prying eyes ; with tho glance of a tax-collector they 
pounced upon the defaulter, and made him pay; rarely or nover sinilino- 
themselves, they really felt all tho eagerness, all tho excitement of 
gambling ; and I question if, after all, their hard looks and stern features 
wero not tho best fun of the whole. 

After about two hours thus occupied, during which I had won the 
esteem and affection of several elderly Ladies by the equanimity and high- 
mindedness with which I boro up against tho loss of two whole baskets of 
counters, amounting to the sum of four-and-sixpencc, I felt mv shoulder 
gently touched, and at the name moment Hob Mahon whispered iu my 
ear — 
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“ The Dillons aro going ; and lie wants to speak a word with you : so 

give me your cards, and slip away** * 

Resigning my place to tho Major, whose advent was received with 
evident signs of dissatisfaction, inasmuch as he was a shrewd pla3*er, I 
hurried through the room to tlnd out Dillon. 

“ Ah ! here he is," said Miss Bellow to her undo, while sho pointed to 
me. “ How provoking to go away so early — isn’t it, Mr. Hinton '( " 

“You, doubtless, feel it so," said I, with something of pique in 
my manner; “your evening has been so agreeably pissed." 

“ And ours loo, if lam to judge from the, laughter of your card-table. 
I am sure I never heard so nois3 T a party. 'Well, Mary ! does ho con- 
sent ? ” 

“ No : papa is still obstinato ; and the carriage is ordered. He 503*8 
we shall have so much gaiet3* this week that we must go homo earl\* to- 
night.” 

“There — there! now be good girls. Get on your muffling, and let 
us be off ! Ah ! Mr. Hinton ! — the vexy man I wanted. Will you do us 
the very great favour of coming over for a few da 3*8 to Mount Brown 'i 
Wo shall have tho partridge-shooting after to-morrow, and I think I can 
show 3'ou some sport. May I send in for you in tho morning ? What hour 
will suit \*ou ? You will not refuse mo, I trust ? ” 

“ I need not say, my dear sir, how obliged I feel for, and with what 
pleasure I should accept, your kind invitation ; but the truth is, I’ve como 
away without leave of absence. The Duke may return any day, and I 
shall he in a sad scrape." 

“ Do 3'ou think a few da)'S ? ” 

A look from Louisa Bellow at this moment came mo^t powerfully in 
aid of her uncle’s eloquence. 

I hesitated and looked uncertain how to answer. 

“ There, girls ! now is your timo. He is half persuaded to do a kind 

thing ; do try and convince him the whole way. Come, Mary ! Fanny ! 
Louisa ! ” 


A second look from Miss Bellow decided tho matter ; and as a flush of 
pleasuro coloured my cheek, I shook Dillon warmly by tho hand, and pro- 
mised to accept his invitation. 


“Thatis hkea reaiiy good fellow ” said the little man, with a face 

-pu rkling with pleasuro. “Now, what say you, if we drive over for you 

about two o dock ? The girls aro coming in to make some purchases, knd 
we can all dnvo out together." 

.7!;;* so very palatable to me, was agreed upon, ami I now 

toov Urns Bellew ,« to lead her to tho carriage. On descending to tho 

’ I of . 8 fcTC m,nutc5 ensued, hut tho number of vehicles pro- 

< ented the carnage conung up. Tho weather appeared to have changed • 
and it was now raining heavily, and blowing a perfect storm g ’ 

As the fitful gnats of wind howled along the dark corridors of the old 
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building, dashing the rain upon our faces even where we stood, I drew inr 
fair companion closer to my side, and held her cloak more firmly round 
her. "What a moment was that!— her aim rested on mine; her verv 
tresses were blown each moment across ray cheek! 1 know not what I 
euid, hut I felt that in the tones of my voice, they were the ntterings 
of my heart that fell from ray lips. I had not remembered that Mr. 
Dillon had already placed his daughters in the carriage, and was calling 
tc us loudly to follow. 

*' i I pray you not,” said Louisa, in reply to I know not what. 

14 Don’t you hear my uncle ? ” 

In her anxiety to press forward, she had slightly disengaged her arm 
from mine as she spoke. At this instant a man rushed forward, and 

catching her hand, drew it rudely within his arm, calling out as he did 
eo — 

* 4 Never fear, Louisa ! you shall not be insulted while your cousin is 
here to protect you.” 

She sprang round to reply. “ You are mistaken, Ulick ! It is Mr. 
Hinton ! ** She could say no more ; for he lifted her into the carriage, 
and, closing the door with a loud bang, desired the coachman to drive 
on. 

Stupefied with amazement, I stood still and motionless. My first 
impulse was to strike him to the ground : for although a younger and a 
weakei man, I felt within mo at the moment the strength to do it. My 
next thought was of Louisa’s warning not to quarrel with her cousin. 
The struggle was indeed a severe one, hut I gained the victory over my 
passion. Unable, however, to quit the spot, I stood with my arms folded, 
and my eyes riveted upon him. Ho returned my stare; and with a sneer 
of insufferable insolence passed mo by and walked upstairs. Not a word 
was spoken on either sido ; hut there are moments in one s life in which a 
look or passing glance rivets an undying hate. Such a one did wo 
exchange, and nothing that the tongue could speak could compass that 
secret instinct by which wo ratified our enmity. 

With slow, uncertain steps, I mounted the stairs ; some strange fascina- 
tion led me, as it were, to dog his steps ; and although in my heart I 
prayed that no collision should overcome between us, yet I could not resist 
the headlong impulse to follow and to watch him. Liko that unexplained 
temptation that leads tho gazer over some lofty precipice to move on, 
step by step, yet nearer to the brink, conscious of his danger, yet unablo 
to recede, so did I track this man from place to place, following him as 
he passed from one group to the other of his friends, till at length ho 
seated himself at a table, around which a number of persons were engaged 
in noisy and boisterous conversation ; ho filled a tumbler to the brim with 
wine, and, drinking it off at a draught, re- filled again. 

44 You are thirsty, Ulick,” said some one. 

“Thirsty ! On fire, by D — ! You'll nut believe me when I tell you 
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1 can’t do it ; no, by Heaven ! there is nothing in the way of pro- 
vocation ” 

A a he said thus much, some lady passing near induced him to drop his 
voice, and tho remainder of the scntcnco was inaudible to me, Hitherto 
I had been standing beside his chair ; I now moved round to tho op- 
posite side of the table, and, with my arms folded and my eyes firmly 
fixed, stood straight before him. For an instant or two he did not remark 
me, as he continued to 6peak with his head bent downwards. Suddenly 
lifting up his eyes, he started— pushed his chair slightly hack from tho 

“ And look ! see ! ” cried he, as with outstretched finger he pointed 
toward me— “ see! if he isn’t there again!” Then suddenly changing 

the tone of h.s voice to one of affected softness, ho continued, addressing 

me: I have been explaining, sir, as well as my poor powers will 

permit the excessive pains I have taken to persuade you to prove 

LTL/ SCntk '™ ;in * ^ ne half trouble you have put mo to would 
iavc told an Irish gentleman what was looked for at his hands - you 

~ l ° , ,‘ h6 fellows in tho world at your 

vt ” , 7 . ComCl nOW ' ,,0 >' 6! if ar, y lilacs a bet. I’ll 

the sW-wTo W T< ”r‘^ Won '‘ rufflc hi » •*»“>■«• nature. Pas, 
the shen\ heie, Godfrey. Is that a clean glass beside you ? ” 

\° sajnn ^ he took the decanter, and, leisurely filling the -dies 
e 1 7T c' bUt " 1 ' Cn ha a “ tho orL posutn; 

i F F 

cloar^ mv ™ ^ — 

upon rno, I could see nothing b„“ ££ ot m ^ 
hoar nothing save the discordant laugh and tho 7^ 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
the inn pirh. 

in the sta^r^lmow n^* 4 sTv fi’ i“- 4 by , Whut meanB 1 found tnyeolf 
that I might breathe lL Zw 777 ™ ‘ ( ° ““ 0,1 »V 4 
mo, and I felt stunned and stupefied. L ” S<! ° s,,£tocat,<>n oppressed 

drenched with lain,” ^hTa Wen dl y vice' h-h’^ b °'' ' Sc,> ’ y °'* r coat ia 
forcibly by the arm, the Major led me forward" ” 1 "'h* 10 ’ mo 

td. me. L7°lt77T kTf ins t0 , fl w ™ — h 

»• Haro I committed any dreadful thing? 
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There is an aching pain here— here iu my forehead, as though — I dare 
not speak my shame,” 

“Nothing of tho kind, my boy,” said Mahon; “you’ve conducted 
yourself admirably. Matt Keane saw it all, and ho says he never wit- 
nessed anything finer ; and he’s no bad judge, let mo tell you. So there 
now, be satisfied, and take off your wet clothes.” 

There was something imperative in the tone in which ho spoke ; 
besides, the Major was ono of those people who somehow or other always 
contrive to have their own way in the world, so that I yielded at once, 
feeling, too, that any opposition would only defer my chance of an 
explanation. 

Whilo I was thus occupied in my inner room, T could overhear my 
friend without, engaged in the preparation of a little supper, mingling an 
occasional soliloquy with the simmering of the grilled bone that browned 
upon the fire : the clink of glasses and plates, and all the evidences 
of punch-making, breaking every now and then amid such reflections as 


these — 

“A mighty ugly business— nothing for it but meeting him— poor 
lad, they'll say we murdered him among us — och, he’s far too young 
for Galway. Holloa, Ilinton, are you ready ? Now you look something 
reasonable ; and when we’ve eaten a bit, we’ll talk this matter over 
coolly and sensibly ; and to make your mind easy, I may tell you at once, 
I have arranged a meeting for you with Burke at five to-morrow morn- 


ing. 


i ) 


I grasped his hand convulsively within mine, as a gleam of savage 
satisfaction shot through me. 

“ Yes, yes,” said he, as if replying to my look ; “ it’s all as it ought to 
be. Even his own friends are indignant at his conduct; and, indeed, I 
may sav it’s the first time a stranger has met with such treatment in our 

country.” 

“ I can believe it well, Major, 1 ’ said I ; “ for unless from tho in- 
dividual in question, I have mot with nothing but kindness and good 
feeling amongst you ; he indeed would seem an exception to his count ry- 

«< Therefore the sooner you shoot him the better. But I wish I -could 


see Father Tom.” , 

.< jidest, daminc" cried tho priest, at tho same moment, as ho entered 

the room ; throwing his wet great-coat into a corner, and giving himself a 

shake a Newfoundland dog might have envied. “ Isn't this pretty work, 

Bob?” said he, turning to his cousin with a look of indignant reproach: 

“he is not twenty-four hours in tho town, and you’ve got him into 

nfi-ht already; and suro it’s my own fault, that ever brought you 

together. Kccfortunam «« gratiam kabes - no indeed, you have neither 

luck nor grace. Mauvaist tete, as tho French say— always in troubles. 

Armh don't be talking to me at all, at all- reach mo over tho spirits- 
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— sorra better I ever saw you! — disturbing me out of my virtuous 
dreams at two in the morning. True enough, die mi hi aocietatem 

tuam ; but little I thought he’d be getting you shot before you left 

the place.” 

I endeavoured to pacify tho good priest 'as well as I was able ; the 
Major, too, made every explanation, but what between his being called 
out of bed, his anger at getting wet, and his cousin’s well-known cha- 
racter for affairs of this nature, it was not beforo ho had swallowed his 
second tumbler of punch that he would “ listen to rayson.” 

“Well, well, if it is so, God’s will be done," said he, witha sigh. “ Tin 
bon coup d'epee , as we used to say formerly, is beautiful treatment for bad 

blood ; but maybe you’re going to light with pistols— oh, murthor, them’s 
dreadful things ! ” 

“ I begin to suspect,” said the Major slyly, “ that Father Tom’s afraid, 

if you shoot Ulick, he’ll never get that fifty pounds he won — hine ilia 
l aery hue — eh, Tom r ” 


Ah, the spalpeen, said the Priest, with a deep groan, “ didn’t he do 
me out of that money already." 

1 ** ow so > father,” said I, scarce able to repress my laughter at the 
expression of his face. 

“I was coming down the main Btreet yesterday evening with 
Doctor Plunkot, the bishop, beside me, discoursing a little theology 

Ih,rV f ° 0 . ’" “ 9 P - 0US "? d “ s l wclable as m »y K when that vilify 
Burhe came rumung out of a shop, and pulling out his pocket-book! 

" • Wait a bit. Father Tom, you know I’m a little in your debt about 
°,at race, and as you're a sporting character, it’s only fair to book up at 


“ • Oh “ ?“ I, hear ’ FatbCr L ° ftus ? ’ “)•« th ° bishop. 

guard ; ofaZr, ^Zrl^^ ^ 

his jokes upon the people.’ ) 1S «lwaj & cutting 

mighty hard at us b^th^ ^ ^ thl8 m ° Uey ? ’ Baid the hishop, looking 
“ ^ a £urtllin S of my Lord.’ 

book: * and 8 f affh^ ^Lord^ &ri d' he t Uf K e ’ P u ng up his pocket- 
of you for an kmi « two eve^ H * T ’ ‘ 1 ^ 1 had a loan 

and with that he went off laughine till ^ ° r tr ? th * you re a tnim P ; ’ 

sides, and I am sure I wish he had.” ^ ^ ^ ^ aV ®’ bought he’d split his 

at his scheme than did wo^’ " t™ ‘ n "? hed louder or Wer 

“ the mirth, and I could perceive lit r, t Pr ? at lon 6 1h i»“ed 
turn and the evening wore on that hi ? , P i“ h mado more inroads upon 

«Uy melting away before tho’wa^th oJS hT' °* du<ilUns Was eroJu ‘ 

in 01 his Hibernian propensities. like 
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a wet sponge passed across the surface of a dark picture, bringing forth 
from the gloom many a figure and feature indistinct before, and displaying 
toucnes of light not hitherto appreciable, so whisky seems to exerciBe 
some strange power of displaying its votaries in all their breadth of cha- 
racter, divesting them of the adventitious clothes in which position or 
profession has invested them ; thus a tipsy Irishman stands forth in 
the exuberance of his nationality, UibsTincis Hibonio ? , borgetting all 
his moral declamation on duelling, oblivious of his late indignation 
against his cousin, he rubbed his hands pleasantly, and related story 
after story of his own early experiences, some of them not a little 

amusing. 

The Major, however, seemed not fully to enjoy the priest’s anec- 
dotical powers, but sipped his glass with a grave and sententious air. 

“Very true, Tom,” said ;he, at length breaking silence; “you 
have seen a fair share of these things for a man of your cloth ; but where’s 
the man living— show him to me, I say— that has had my experience, 
either as principal or second ? Haven’t I had my four men out in the 

same morning ? ” 

“Why, I confess,” said I meekly, “ that does seem an extravagant 


allowance.” 

“ Clear waste, downright profusion du luxe , m on cher , nothing else, 
observed Father Tom. Meanwhile the Major rolled his eyes fearfully 
at me, and fidgeted in his chair with impatience to be asked for his story, 
and, as I myself had some curiosity on the subject, I begged him to relate 


“Tom here, doesn’t like a story at supper,” said the Major, pom- 
pously, for, perceiving our attitude of attention, lie resolved on being 

a little tyrannical before telling it. 

The priest made immediate submission, and, slyly hinting that his 
objection only lay against stories he had been hearing for the last thirty 
years, said he could listen to the narration in question with much plea- 


hUr< “ You shall have it, then 1 ” said the Major, as ho squared himself in 

his chair, and thus began : , „ ltr .. ,, . n 

“ You have never been in Castle Connel, Hinton ? Well, there is a 

wide bleak line of country there, that stretches away to the westward, 

with nothing but large, round-backed mountains, low, boggy swamps 

with here and there a miserable mud hovel, surrounded by, maybe, halt 

an aero of lumper.,, or l»a<l oats ; a few small streams struggle through 

this on their way to the Shannon, but they arc brown and dirty as the 

soil they traverse ; and the very fish that swim m them are browa and 

“ mU .! t f n the very heart of this wild country, I took it into my head 
build a house, 'a strange notion it was, for there was no neighbourhood 
and no sporting: but, somehow, I had t-ken a dislike to mixed society 
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Borne time before that, and I found it convenient to live somewhat in re- 
tirement; so that, if the partridges were not in abundance about me, 
neither were the process-servers ; and the truth was, I kept a much 
sharper look-out for the sub-sheriff than I did for tho snipe, 

“ Of course, as I was over head and cars in debt, my notion was to 
build something very considerable and imposing ; and, to be sure, I lmd 
a fine portico, and a flight of steps leading up to it ; and there wore ten 
windows in front, and a grand balustrade at tho top ; and, faith, taking it 
all in all, the building wan so strong, tho walls so thick, tho windows so 
narrow, and the stones so black, that my cousin, Darcy Mahon, called it 
Newgate— and not a had name either— and the devil another it ever went 
bj , and even that same had its advantages, for when tho creditors used 
to read that at tiro top of my letters, they’d say, ‘ Poor devil ! ho has 
enough on his hands ; there’s no use troubling him any more.' Well, big 
as Newgate looked from without, it had not much accommodation when 
you got inside. There was, it is true, a fine hall, all flagged, and out of 
it you entered what ought to have been the dinner-room, thirty-eight feet 
by seven-and-twenty, but which was used for herding sheep in winter 
On the right hand there was a cosy little breakfast-room, just about the 
size ox this we are in. At the back of the hall, but concealed by a pair of 
olding-doors, there was a grand staircase of old Irish oak, that ought to 
have led up to a great suite of bedrooms, but it only conducted to one a 
little cnb I had for myself. The remainder woro never plastered nor 
floored and, indeed, in one of them, that was over tho big drawing room 

the joists were never laid, which was all the better, for it was there we 
used to keep our hay and straw. Cre " u 

♦ 'wT* U v <he tim ° 1 meiltion > the harvest was not brought in and in 
stead of us being full, as it used to bo, it was mighty low- so that wl 

5 ou opened the door above-stairs, instead of finding the hay up beside vl ." 
d was about fourteen feet down beneath you } ^ 5 ° U ’ 

eJLm t my P ^ nS L°a " '“l V l .!*" <k ' t " !ls ' «> 3t ’ >™ ‘boy aro 

foreigner to Wjlnwyldd you ’to “ , y0Une: man - ond » 

of our national customs* Of III ill , httl « b °“o>' >m d erstnnding of some 

and the ladies, I befeve our n,r Irish ha ''0, after nine 

every shilling we have or that rM 1M ' 3101 ’ 13 to bmld a big house, spend 

it half finished, and then live in “a clrneroT it w b °- “ 8ettin S 

body may say. It’s a droll notion after all- hut 1 if f ° r s ^" dour ’’ « “ 
Ireland that hasn’t at least sir ' but show ">» ‘ho county in 

parlour, and tho cows were kontTntl ^hl al ‘ hoU8h tho shoo P livoa in the 
Slept in the boudoir, and two CnV'^ a drawl "S- ro °m, Darby Whaley 

library, faith, upon the outsWo tlofi-ed “ k ° pt h ° US0 in 

saw it from tho high-road to Ennis f y lm l><*mg, and not ono that 

m «very directionldidaVl "a’hr;'; , y ° U “"“a** “ f “ ‘™lro miles 

>12 ' SUJ , 1 hat Mahon must be a snug follow j look 
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what a beautiful place he has of it there ! ’ Little they knew that it was 
safer to go up the 4 Reeks ’ than my grand staircase, and it was like rope- 

dancing to pass from one room to the other. 

“ Well, it was about four o’clock in the afternoon of a dark, leaden day 

in December that I was treading homewards in no very good humour, foi, 
except a brace and a half of snipe, and a grey plover, I had met with 
nothing the whole day. The night was falling fast, so I began to hurry 
on as quickly as I could, when I heard a loud shout behind me, and a 

voice called out, . , , , , 

‘“It’s Bob Mahon, hoys ! By the Hill of Scanff, wo are m luck . 

« i turned about, and what should I see but a parcel of fellows m red 

coats ; they were the Blazers. There was Dan Lambert, Tom Burke, 

Harry Eyre, Joe M 'Mahon, and the rest of them : fourteen souls in all. 

They had come down to draw a cover of Stephen Blake’s, about ten miles 

from me, but, in the strange mountain country, they lost the dogs, they 

lost their way, and their temper ; in truth, to all appearance, they los 

everything but their appetites. Their horses were dead heat, too, and they 

looked as miserable a crew as ever you set eyes on. 

« < i 8D ’t it lucky, Bob, that we found you at home? said Lambert. 

<< * They told us you were away/ says Burke. 

“ ' Some said that you were grown so pious that you never wen on , 

except on Sundays/ added old Harry, with a grin. . , , 

« « Begad/ said I, ‘as to the luck, I won’t say much font, for here e 
all I can give you fo'r your dinner ; • and so I pulled out the four b.rda aod 
shook them at them; ‘and as to the piety, troth, maybe, you d l.ho to 
keep a fast with as devoted a son of the Church as myself. 

“ < But isn’t that Newgate up there ? ’ said one. 

‘.^d yoTdou’t mean to say that such a house as that hasn’t a good 

I, ‘and the/re both full at this very moment- 
the one with seed potatoes, and the other with W hiteha%en coals. 

<i t Have you got any bacon ? ’ said Mahon. 

« < oh, yes ! ’ said I, ‘ there’s bacon. 

“ 4 And eggs ? ’ said another.’ . , 

“ • For the matter of that, you might swim in batter. , 

.. . Come , come/ said Dan Lambert, ■ we re not so badly off after all. 

“ ‘ Is there whisky ? ’ cried Eyre. . , > 

« Seventy-three gallons, that never paid the King sixpence . 

As T Raid this they gave three cheers you’d have heard a mile off. 

i t r at^weafy minutes’ walking, we got up to the house, and 
After about t J the Joor| J thonght W d kiat, you 6*0, the 

redcoats' made him think it was the army coming to take mo jway, an 
he was for running off to raise the country, when I caught him by 

DM'k. 
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« * It’s the B lasers ! yo old fool,’ said I. ' The gentlemen are come to 
dine here.’ 

<< < Hun-oo I * said he, clapping his hands on hU knees, * there must be 
great distress, entirely, down about Nenagh and them parts, or they’d 
never think of coming up hero for a bit to eat.* 

“ 4 Which way lio tho stables, Bob ? * said Burke. 

44 ‘Leave all that to Darby,’ said I ; for ye see he had only to whistle 
and bring up as many people as he liked — and so ho did, too ; and, as thei o 
was room for a cavalry regiment, the horses were soon bedded down and 
comfortable, and in ten minutes' timo we were all sitting pleasantly round 
a big fire, waiting for tho rashers and eggs. 

“ ‘ Now, if you’d like to wash your hands before dinner, Lambert, come 
along with me.' 

“ * By all means,’ said he. 

“ The others wore standing up too ; hut, I observed, that as tho house 
was large, and the ways of it unknown to them, it was better to wait till 
1 ’d come back for them. 


“‘This was a real piece of good luck, Bob,’ said Dan, as ho followed 
mo up-stairs ; ‘ capital quarters wc’vo fallen into ; and what a snug bed- 
room ye have hero.’ 

“ ‘ Yes,’ said I carelessly ; ‘ it’s one of tho small rooms — there are eight 
like this, and five large ones, plainly furnished, as you soo ; hut for tho 
present, you know ’ 


“*Oh, begad! I wish for nothing better. Let mo sleep hero — tho 
other fellows may care for your four-posters with satin hangings.’ 

“ ‘ W ell,* said I, 1 if you are really not joking, I may tell you, that the 
room is one of tho warmest in the house,’ and this was telling no lio. 

“ ‘ Here I’ll sleep,’ said he, rubbing his hands with satisfaction, and 
gh ing the bed a most affectionate look. ‘ And now let us join tho rest.* 

^ ^i^hen ^ brought Dan down, I took up Bnrko, and aftor him 
M‘ Mahon, and so on to the last ; hut every timo I entered the parlour, I 
found them all bestowing immenso praises on my house, and each follow 
ready to bet ho had got the best bed*room. 


“Dinner soon made its appearance; for if the cookery was not very 
perfect, it was at least wonderfully expeditious. There were two men 
cutting rashers, two more frying them in the pan, and another did nothing 

but break tho eggs. Darby running from the parlour to tho kitchen and 
back again, as hard as ho could trot. 


Do you know now, that many a time since, when I have been giving 
venison and Burgundy, aud claret enough to swim a life-boat in, I often 
thought it was a cruel waste of money ; for the fellows weren’t half as 
pleasant as they were that evening on bacon and whisky ! 

,nothor 8 Ume r 5 n° a , th 1 6Ubject ’ Hinton ’ ™ *• you more about 

•m, rv, r ° ' y °’T' re now . ‘h«t I’m euro we all overfeed our 
P .• ned both plies ; and my honest experience is, that a« far 
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as regards conviviality, fun, and good-fellowship, it is a great mistake tr. 
provido too well for your guests. There is something heroic in eating 
your mutton-chop or your leg of turkey among jolly fellows; thero is a 
kind of reflective flattering about it that tells you you have been invited 
for your drollery, and not for your digestion ; and that your jokes, and 
not your flattery, have been your recommendation. Lord bless you ! I've 
laughed more over red-herrings and potteen than I ever expect to do 
again over turtle and toquay. 

44 My guests were, to do them justice, a good illustration of my theory. 
A pleasanter and a merrier party never sat down together. Wo had good 
songs, good stories, plenty of laughing, and plenty of drink ; until at last, 
poor Darby became so overpowered, by the fumes of tho hot water, X 
suppose, that ho rvas obliged to be carried up to bed, and so we were com- 
pelled to boil the kettle in the parlour. This, I think, precipitated 
matters ; for, by some mistake, they put punch into it instead of water, 
and the more you tried to weaken tho liquor, it was only the more tipsy 
you were getting. 

“ About two o’clock, five of the party were under the table, three more 
were nodding backwards and forwards like insane pendulums, and the rest 
were mighty noisy, and now and then rather disposed to bo quarrelsome. 

“ * Bob,’ said Lambert to me, in a whisper, * if it’s the same thing to 
you, I’ll slip away, and get into bed/ 

“ ' Of course, if you won’t take anything more. Just make yourself at 
home ; and as you don’t know the way here, follow me ! ’ 

“ 4 I'm afraid,’ said he, 4 I’d not find my way alone/ 

44 4 1 think,’ said I, 4 it’s very likely. But como along ! ’ 

44 1 walked upstairs before him ; but instead of turning to the left, I 
went the other way, till I came to tho door of the large room, that I have 
told you already was over the big drawing-room. Just as I put mv hand 
on the lock, I contrived to blow out tho candle as if it was tho wind. 

44 4 What a draught there is here ! ’ said I ; ‘but just step in, and i 'll go 

for a light/ 

44 He did as he was bid ; but instead of finding himself on my beautiful 
little carpet, down ho went fourteen feet into the hay at the bottom ! I 
looked down after him for a minute or two, and then called out, 

4 4 4 As I am doing the honours of Newgate, tho least I could do was to 
show you the drop. Good night, Dan ! hut let me advise you to get a 
little further from the door, as there are more coming/ 

“Well, sir, when they missed Dan and mo out of the room, two or 
throe more stood up, and declared for bed also. Tho first I took up was 
Ffrench, of Green Park ; for, indeed, he wasn’t a cute fellow at tho best of 
times , and if it wasn’t that the hay was so low, he’d never have guessed 
it was not a feather-bed till he woke in tho morning. Well, down ho 
went. Then came Eyre! Then Joe Mahon— two- and-twonty etono— no 
less! Lord pity them !— this was a great shock entirely! But when I 


ALL AMONG THE UA Y. 


l'J9 


opened the door for Tom Burke, upon my conscience you d think it was 
a Pandemonium they had down there. They were lighting liko devils, 
and roaring with all their might. 

“‘Good night,’ Tom ! ’ said I, pushing Burlto forward. ‘ It’s the cows 
you hear underneath.’ 

“ ‘ Cows ! * said he. ‘ If they’re cows, begad they must have got at 
that seventy- three gallons of pottecn you talked of ; for they’re all 
drunk.’ 


“ With that, he snatched the candle out of my hand, and looked down 
into the pit. Never was such a sight seen before or since. Dan was 
pitching into poor Ffrencli, who, thinking ho had an enemy beforo him, 
was hitting out manfully at an old turf-creel, that rocked and creaked at 
ever}* blow, as he called out, 

“ ‘ I'll smash you ! I’ll dingo your ribs for you, you infernal scoundrel ! ’ 
“ Eyre was struggling in the hay, thinking lie was swimming for his 
life; and pour Joe Mahon was patting him on tho head, and saying, 

‘ Poor fellow! good dog! ’ for he thought it was Towsor, the bull-terrier, 
that was prowling round the calves of his legs, 

“ ‘ If they don’t get tired, there'll not be a man of them alive by morn- 
ing!’ said Tom, as ho closed the door. * And now, if you’ll allow mo to 
sleep on the carpet. I’ll take it as a favour.’ 

“By this time they wero all quiet in the parlour; so I lent Tom n 
couple of blankets and a bolster, and having locked my door went to bed 
with an easy mind and a quiet conscience. To bo sure, now and then u 
cry would burst forth, as if they were killing somebody below stairs, but 
I soon fell asleep, and heard no more of them. 

B} da} bicak next morning they mado their escape ; and when I was 
trying to awake, at half-past ten, I found Colonel M‘il orris, of tho Mayo, 
with a message from the whole four. 


“‘ A bad business this, Captain Mahon,’ said he; ‘my friends have 
been shockingly treated.’ 

It’s mighty hard,’ said I, 4 to want to shoot me because I hadn’t 
fourteen feather-beds in the house.’ 

“ * They will be the laugh of the whole country, sir.’ 
they ^ T> * ** the COuntr y is not in yer y low spirits, I think 

“‘There’s not a man of them can see !— their eyes aro actually closed 

w P * 


<4 T ^ e Lor d be praised ! ’ said I. ‘ It’s not likely they ’ll hit me.’ 

But, to make a short story of it, out we went. Tom Burke was rav 
friend ; I could scarce hold my pistol with laughing ; for such faces no man 

. ^ Ut . f f ^’Preservation sake, I thought it best to hit one 
of them , so I just pinked Ffrench a little under the skirt of the coat- 

„ m \ ! 8aid the Colonel, 4 it’s your turn now.’ 

\v a&n t that Lambert,’ said I, 4 that I hit ? ’ 
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“‘No,’ eaid he, ‘that was Ffrenoh.’ 

“ ‘ Begad, I’m Sony for it. Ffrenoh, my dear fellow, excuse me ; for 

you see you’re all so like each other about tho eyes this morning * 

“ With this thero was a roar of laughing from them all, in which, I 
assure you, Lambert took not a very pro min ent part; for, somehow, he 
didn't fancy my polite inquiries after him; and so we all shook hands, 
and left the ground as good friends as ever, though to this hour tho name 
of Newgate brings less pleasant recollections to their minds than if their 
fathers had been hanged at its prototype.” 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE DUEL. 

When morning broke I started up and opened the window. It was one 
of those bright and beauteous daybreaks which would seem to be the com- 
pensation a northern climate possesses for its want of the azure sky of noon 
and the silvery moonlight of night, the gifts of happier climes. 

The pink hue of the sky was gradually replacing tho paler tints, liko 
a deep blush mantling the check of beauty; the lark was singing high in 
heaven, and tho deep note of the blackbird came mellowed from tho leafy 
grove; the cattle were still at rest, and seemed half unwilling to break 
the tranquil stillness of tho scene, as they lay breathing the balmy odours 
from the wild flowers that grew around them. Such was the picture that 
lay on ono side of me ; on the other was the long street of a little town on 
which yet the shadows of night wero sleeping; the windows were closed ; 
not a smoke-wreath rose from any chimney, but all was still and peaceful. 

In my little parlour I found the good priest and the Major fast asleep 
in their chairs, pretty much in the same attitudes I had left them in some 
hours before. 'The firo Rad died away ; the square decanter of whisky was 
emptied to its last drop, and the kettle lay pensively on one side, liko somo 
shipwrecked craft, high and dry upon the shore. I looked at my watch ; 
it was but four o’clock. Our meeting was appointed for half -past five; 
so I crept noiselessly back to my room, not sorry to have balf-an-hour to 
myself of undisturbed reflection. When I Rid finished my dressing, I 
threw up the sash and sprang out into tho garden. It was a wild, un- 
cultivated spot, but still there was something of beauty in those old trees, 
whose rich blossoms scented the air, while tho rank weeds of many a gay 
and gaudy hue shot up luxuriantly about their trunks, tho pink marsh- 
mallow and tho taper fox-glove mingling their colours with the sprayey 
meadow-sweet and the wild sweet-briar. There was an air of solitude in 
tho neglect around mo that seemed to suit tho habit of my soul; and I 
strolled along from one walk to another, lost in mv own thoughts. 

There were many things at a moment liko that 1 wuuld fain havo written 
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fain have said ; but eo it is, in tho wealth of our emotions we can givo 

nothing ; and I could not bring myself to write to my frionds, oven to say 

farewell. Although I felt that in every stage of this proceeding I had 

nothing to reproach myself with, this duel being thrust on mo by one who 

had singled me out for his hatred, yet I saw, as its result, nothing but the 

wreck of all my hopes. Already had $he intimated how Btrong was 

her father’s attachment to his nephew, and with an expressive fear 

cautioned me against any collision with him. How vain aro all our efforts, 

how fruitless are all our endeavours, to struggle against the current of our 

fate! We may stem for a short time the full tide of fortune — we may 

breast, with courage high and spirit fierce, tho rough billows as they break 

npon us, but we are certain to succumb in tho end. With some meiii 

failure is a question of fear — some want the persevering courage to drag 

cn amid trials and difficulties — and some are deficient in tho temper 

which, subduing our actions to a law, go veins and presides over overy 

moment of our lives, rendering us, even in our poriods of excitement and 

u citation, amenable to the guidance of our reason. 

This was my case ; and I felt that, notwithstanding all my wishes to 

avoid a quarrel with Burke, yet in my heart a lurking spirit urged mo to 

seek him out and offer him. dofiance. While these thoughts were passing 

through my mind, I suddenly heard a voice which somehow seemed half 

familiar to my ear. I listened. It came from a room of which tho 

window was partly open. I now remetnbored that poor Joe Lay in that 

part of the house, and tho noxt moment I knew it to bo his. Placing a 

ladder against the wall, I crept quietly up till I could poop into the room. 

Tho poor fellow was alone— sitting up in his bed, with his hunting-cap 

on, an old whip in his hand, which he flourished from time to time with 

no small energy ; his cheek was flushed ; and his eye, prominent and 

flashing, denoted the access of high fever. It was evident that his faculties, 

clouded as they were oven in liis !i sjipicst moments, wero now under the 

wilder influence of delirium. Ho was speaking rapidly to himself in a 

quick undertone, calling the dogs by name ; caressing this one, scolding 

that; and then, bursting forth into a loud " Tally-ho ! ” his face glowed 

with an ecstatic pleasure, and ho broke forth into a rude chant, tho words of 

which I have never forgotten ; for as ho sang them, in a voico of wild and 

touching sweetness, they seemed tho very outpourings of his poor simple 
heart : * 

Ml C T' 

I never yet owned a horse or hound, 

I never was lord of a foot of ground ; 

\et few are richer, I will bo bound, 

Than me of a hunting morning. 

I m far better off nor hi in that pays, 

hor though IVe no money, I live at my ease, 

Vi ith hunting and shooting whenever I please, 

And a 1 Tally-high-ho ! J in the morning. 
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' -As I go on foot, I don't lose my sate, 

As I take the gaps, I don’t break a gate ; 

And if I'm not first, why I’m seldom late. 

With my * Tally-high -ho ! ‘ in the morning. 

“ And there’s not a man, be he high or low, 

In the parts down here, or wherever you go, 

That doesn’t like poor Tipperary Joe, 

With his 4 Tally-high-ho ! * in the morning.” 

A loud view-halloo followed this wild chant, and then the poor follow, 
as if exhausted by his efforts, sank hack in the bed, muttering to himself, 
in a low, broken voice, but with a look so happy and a smile so tran- 
quil, he seemed more a thing to envy, than one to commiserate and 
pity. 

44 1 say, Hinton,” shouted the Major from the window of my 
bedroom, 44 what tho deuce are you doing up that ladder there? 
Not serenading Mis. Doolan, J hope. Are you aware it is five 
o’clock ? ” 

I descended with all haste, and, joining my friend, took his arm, and 
set out towards the rendezvous. 

44 1 didn’t order the horses,” said Mahon, 44 for the rumour of such a 
thing as this always gets abroad through one’s servants.” 

44 Ah, yes,” said I ; “and then you havo tho police.” 

“The polico ! ” repeated he, laughing; “not a bit of it, my boy: 
don’t forget you’re in glorious old Ireland, where no one ever thinks of 
spoiling a fair fight. It is possiblo tho magistrate might issue his 
warrant if you would not come up to time, hut for anything else ” 

44 Well,” said I, 44 that does afford me another glimpso of your habits. 
How far have wo to go, Major ? ” 

44 You remember the grass field below the sunk fence, to the left of the 
mill ?” 

“Where the stream runs?” 

“Exactly ; that’s the spot. It was old Pigott chose it, and no man is 
a better judge of these things. By-the-by, it is very lucky that Burke 
should have pitched upon a gentleman for his friend — 1 mean a real 
gentleman — for there are plenty of his acquaintances who, under that 
name, would rob the mail." 

Thus chatting as we went, Mahon informed me that Pigott was an old 
half-pay Colonel, whoso principal occupation for thirteen years had been 
what the French would call 44 to assist ” at affairs of honour. Even tho 
Major himself looked up to him as a last appeal in a disputed ora difficult 
point ; and many a reserved case was kept for his opinion, with tho same 
ceremonious observance as a knotty point of law for the consideration of 
tho twelve Judges. Glossing tho little rivulet near tho mill, we held on 
by a small by-path which brought us over tho starting ground of tho 
steeple-chase, by the scene of part of rnv preceding day’s exploits. While 
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I was examining, with some curiosity, the ground cut up and trod by tho 
horses’ feet, and looking at the spot where he had taken the fence, the 
sharp sound of two pistol shots quickly aroused me, and I eagerly asked 

what it was. 

u Snapping the pistols,” said Mahon. “ Ah, by-the-by, all this kind 
of thing is new to you : never mind ; put a careless, half- indifferent kind 
of face on the matter. Do you take anufl ? It doesn't signify ; put your 
hands in your pockets, and hum ‘ Tatter Jack Walsh ! ’ ” 

As I supposed there was no specific charm in the melody ho alluded to, 
nor, if there had been, had I any time to acquire it, I consoled myself by 
observing the first part of his direction, and strolled after him into tho 
field with an indifference only, perhaps, a little too perfect. 

Mr. Burke and his friends, to tho number of about a dozen persons, 

were already assembled; and wore one to judge from thoir loud talking 

and hearty laughter as we came forward, it would seem difficult to credit 

the occasion that brought them there; so, at least, I thought. Not so, 

however, tho Major ; for, with a hop, step, and a jump, performed by 

about the shortest pair of legs in the barony, ho sprang into the midst of 

the party, with some droll observation on the bcnelits of carl} - rising, 

which once moro called forth their merriment. Seating myself on a largo 

moss-covered stone, I waited patiently for tho preliminaries to be settled. 

As I threw my eye among the group, I perceived that Burke was not 

there ; but, on tinning my head, I remarked two men walking arm-in-arm 

on the opposite side of the hedge. As they paced to and & o, I could see, by 

the violence of his gesticulations, and the energy of his manner, that one was 

Burke. It seemed as though his companion was endeavouring to reason 

with, and dissuade him from some course of proceeding he appeared bent 

on following ; but there was a savugo earnestness in his manner that 

would not admit of persuasion ; and at last, as if wearied and vexed by 

his f i iend s import uni tics, lie broke rudely from him, and springing over 

the fence, called out, “ Pigott, are you aware it is past six 3 P ” Then, 

pulling out his watch, he added, “ I must be at Ballinasloo by eleven 
o'clock,” 


“ If you speak another word, sir,” said the old Colonel, with an air 

of offended dignity, « I leave tho ground. Major Mahon, a word if you 
please.” 

They walked apart from the rest for a few seconds, and then tho 
Co onel, throwing his glove upon the grass, proceeded to step off the ground 

with a military precision and formality that I am sure, at any other time, 
would have highly amused me* 


r ° /-, 1S from tho Ma i° r > to 1 could perceive tho 

Colonel rcadilj yielded, a walking-stick was stuck at either end of the 

hX!Tf £“£!’ Whi ?” he two s «onds, Pacing themselves beside them, 

wl a sle't'ot Vely 6r ° at 6alIsfacti ° n > and “>*>■% “Steed it 
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“ Would you like to look at those P ” said Pigott, taking up the pistolo 
from where they lay on tho glass. 

“ Ah, I know them well,” replied the Major, laughing; “ these were 
poor Tom Casey’s, and a bettor fellow, and a handier with hie iron, never 
snapped a trigger. These are ours, Colonel ; ” presenting, as he spoke, 
two splendid-looking Mortimers, in all the brilliancy of their maiden 
freshness. A look of contempt from the Colonel, and a most expressive 
shrug of his shoulders, was the reply. 

“ Begad, I think so," said Mahon, as if appreciating the gesture ; “ I 
had rather have that old tool with the cracked stock — not but this is a 
very sweet instrument, and elegantly balanced in the hand.” 

“ We are now ready,” said Pigott; “ bring up your man, Major.” 

As I started up to obey tho summons, a slight hustle near attracted me. 
Two or three of Burke’s friends were endeavouring, as it were, to pacify 
and subdue him ; but his passion knew no bounds, and as ho broke from 
them, he said, in a voice perfectly audible where I stood, “ Won’t I, by 
G— ? then I’ll toll you, if I don't shoot him ” 

“ Six 1 ” said the Colonel, turning on him a look of passionate indig- 
nation, “if it were not that you were hero to answer the appeal of wounded 
honour, I’d leave you to your fate this moment; os ft is, another such 
expression as that you’ve used, and l abandon you on the spot.” 

Doggedly, and without speaking, Burke drow his hat far down upon 

his eyes, and. took tho place marked out for him. 

“Mr, Hinton,” said tho Colonel, as ho touched hia hat with most 
courteous politeness, “will you have the goodness to stand there? 

Mahon, meanwhile, handed each man his pistol, and, whispering in 
my ear “ Aim low," retired. 

** The word, gentlemen,” said the Colonel, “ will be one, tvo, thiee. 
Mr. Hinton, pray observe, I beg of you, you’ll not reserve your tire after 
I say three.” With his eyes Oxcd upon us, ho walked back about ten 
paces. “ Are you ready— are you both ready ? ” 

“Yes, yes,” said Burke impatiently. 

“Yes,” said I. 

“ One, two, three.” 

I lifted my pistol at the second word, and as tho last dropped from tho 
Colonel’s lips one loud report rang through the air, and both pistols went 
off together. A quick, sharp pang shot through my cheek, as though it 
had been seared by a hot instrument, I put up my hand, hut tho ball 
had only touched the flesh, and a few drops of blood were all tho damage. 
Not so Burke : my ball had entered above the hip, and already his trousers 
wore stained with blood, and, notwithstanding his endeavours, he could 

not stand up straight. 

“ Is he hit, Pigott?” cried ho, in a voico harsh from agony. ” Is li- 
bit, Isay?” . * 

“ Only grazed,” said I tranquilly, as I wiped the stain from my face. 
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“Another pistol, quick ! Do you hear me, PigottP** 

“We are not the arbiters in this case,” replied the Colonel coolly. 
“Major Mahon, is your friend satisfied ?” 

“ Perfectly satisfied on our own account,” said the Major; “but if the 

gentleman desires another shot ” 

"I do, I do!” screamed Burke, as, writhing with pain, ho pressed 
both hands to his side, from which the blood, now gushing in torrents, 
formed a pool about his feet. “Bo quick there, Pigott ; I am getting 
faint.” Ho staggered forward as he spoke, his face pale and his It pa 
parted; then, suddenly clutching his pistol by the banel, ho fixed bis 
eyes steadily on me, while with a curse he hurled the weapon at my head, 
and fell senseless to tho earth. His aim was true, for straight between 
the eyes the weapon struck me, and felled mo to the ground. Although 
stunned for the moment, I could hear the cry of horror and indignant 
shame that broke from the bystanders; but tho next instant a dreamy 
confusion came over me, and I became unconscious of what was passing 
around. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

A COUNTRY DOCTOR. 

Should my reader feel any interest concerning that portion of my history 
which immediately followed the events of my last chapter, I believe I must 
refer him to Mrs. Doolan, the amiable hostess of the “ Bonaveen Arms.” 
She could probably satisfy any curious inquiry as to tho confusion pro- 
duced in her establishment by the lively sallies of Tipperary Joe in one 
quarter, and the more riotous madness of myself in another. The fact is 
good reader, my head was an J mglish one ; and although its contents 
were gradually acclimating themselves to tho habits of the country tho 
external shell had not assumed that proper thickness and due power of 

ivoris'T Wluth lns | I beads woul <l to bo gifted With. In plain 

words, the injury had brought on delirium. V 

It ™ somewhere in the third week alter this unlucky mornimr that 
found myself lying m my bed, with a wet cloth upon my temples • while 
over my whole frame was spread that depressing sense of ^eat ieb£tv 

the voices of • both Father Tom and C °thoT“° Q “’T “ d reco ^ 

third party whom I «f+ rt ?, th ^ Itt J or a s they conversed with a 
n -n, - 1 * * afterwards learned was tho Galen of Lonr*br«* 

. Mopm, surgeon of the Roscommon Militia, had been for S 
tho terror of the Birk “ u ueen for forty j T ears 

naturally harsh and disaimJln 0UDd>ng c0 “ ntl T : for, independent of a 

sneering way of ’“T^J >“* a «"*•» slung and 

auuressing his patients that woe perfectly shaking. 



206 


JACK HINTON . 


Amusing himself tho while at their expense, by suggesting the various 
unhappy and miserable consequences that might follow on their illness, 
he appeared to take a diabolical pleasure in the terror he was capable of 
eliciting. 

There was something almost amusing in the infernal ingenuity he had 
acquired in this species of torture. There was no stage of your illness, no 
phase of your constitution, no character, no condition of your malady, that 
was not the immediate forerunner of one or more afflicting calamities. 
Were you getting weaker, it was “tho way they always died out ; ” did 
you gain strength, it was a “ rally before death ; ” were you despondent, 
it was “best for you to know your state; ” were you sanguine, he would 
rebuke your good spirits, and suggest the propriety of a priest. However, 
with all these qualifications, people put up with him ; and as lie had a cer- 
tain kind of rude skill, and never stuck at a bold method, he obtained the 
best practice of the country, and a wide-spread reputation. 

“ Well,” said Father Tom, in a low voice — “ well, Doctor, what do 
you think of him this evening ? ” 

“What do I think of him? Just what I thought before — congestion 
of the membranes. This is the low stago he is in now. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if he'd get a little better in a few days, and then go off like the 
rest of them.” 

“ Go off! eh? Now, you don’t mean ” 

“ Don’t I ? Maybe not. The ould story — coma, convulsions, and 
death.” 

« j) the fellow ! ” said the Major, in a muttered voice; “ I feel as 

if I was in a well. But I say, Doctor, what are wo to do?” 

“ Anything you please. They say Iris family is mighty respectable, and 
have plenty of money. I hope so; for here am I coming three times a 
day, and maybe when he dies it will be a mourning ring they’ll be sending 
me instead of my fee. He was a dissipated chap, I am sure: look at the 
circles under his eyes ! ” 

“Ay, ay,” said the Priest, “but they only came since his illness.” 

“So much the worse,” added the invincible Doctor; “ that’s always a 
symptom that tho base of the brain is attacked. 

“And what happens then ? ” said tire Major. 

“ Oh, ho might recover. I knew a man once get over it, and he is 
alive now, and in Swift’s Hospital.” 

“ Mad ? ” said the Priest. 

« jjad U s a March hare,” grinned the Doctor ; “ ho thinks himself tho 
post-office clock, and chimes all the hours and half-hours day and night.” 

“The Heavens bo about us!” said Father Tom, crossing hi ms* If 
piously. “I’d rather bo dead than that. ’ 

“When did you see Burke?” inquired the Major, wishing to change 

the conversation, 

« About an hour ago ; be is going fast ! ” 
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“ Wby, I thought he was bettor,” said Father Tom ; “ they told mo 
he eat a hit of chicken, and took a little wine and water.” 

“Ay, so he did; I bid them give him whatever he liked, as his time 
was so short: so, attor all, maybe it is well for this young chap here not 
to get over it.” 

“How so?” said the Major ; “ what do you mean by that?” 

“Just that it is as good to die of a brain fever as to be hanged, and 
it won't shock the family.” 

“I’d break his neck,” muttered Bob Mahon, “if thcro was another 
doctor within forty miles.” 

Of all his patients, Tipperary Joe was the only one of whom he spoke 
without disparagement : whether that the poor fellow’s indifference to his 
powers of terrorising luul awed or conciliated him, I know not; but he 
expressed himself favourably regarding his case and his prospects of 
recovery. 

Them chaps always recover,” drawled out the Doctor, in a dolorous 

cadence. 

“ Is it true,” said the Major, with a malicious grin— 1 14 is it true that ho 
changed all the splints and bandages to the sound leg, and that you didn’t 
discover the mistake for a week afterwards P Mary Doolan told mo.” 

“ Mrs. Doolan,” said the Doctor, “ ought to bo thinking of her own 

misfortunes; and with a chronic inflammation of the pericardium, sho 
might be making her sowl.** 

She ill . ■ that fine, fat, coQrfortnbIe*lookIng woman ! M 

“Ay, just so; they’re always fat, and have a sleepy look about the 
eyes, just like yourself. Do you over bleed at the nose ? ’’ 

“ a it. Come, come, I know you well, Doctor • 

you shall not terrify me,” * 

“ You're right not to fret, for it will take you off suddenly, with a 

about^your'throat'-— — “ y °“ ^ aud a 

cou^o^tttlTe riT^hriS 

sively hot ” at ‘ Xhls room 1S oppres- 

s&ar 1 » » - - 

I don t wonder,” chimed in the Doctor ; “ you are another of the 
and you are a surprising man to go on so long. Sure it is two vi^ ' 
I warned your niece that when she saw yoS fall down L 'T S ° 
vem m your neck, if it was only with the Lving-knJc « ^ “ 

- * *£££%%! - <- - - 
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So saying, with his knees bent, and his hands crossed under the skirts 
of his coat, he sneaked out of the room ; while the others, overcome with 
fear, shame, and dismay, sat silently, looking misery itself, at each side of 
the table. 

“That fellow would kill a regiment,” said the Major, at length. 
“Come, Tom, let’s havo a little punch ; I’vo a kind of a trembling over 
me.” 

“Not a drop of anything stronger than water will cross my lips this 
Messed night. Do you know, Bob, I think this place doesn’t agree with 
me ; I wish T was back in Murranakilty : the mountain air and regular 
liabits of life — that’s the thing for me.” 

“ We aro none of us abstemious enough,” said tho Major; “and then 
we bachelors — to bo sure, you have your niece.” 

“ Whisht ! ” said the Priest ; “ how do you know who is listening? I 
vow to God I am quito alarmed at his telling that to Mary; some night 
or other, if I take a little too much, she’ll maybe try her anatomy upon 
me.” 

This unhappy reflection seemed to weigh upon the good priest’s mind, 
and set him a-mumbling certain Latin offices between his teeth for a 
quarter of an hour. 

“ I wish,” said the Major, “ Hinton was able to read his letters, for 
here is a whole bundle of them — some from England, some from the Castle, 
and some marked ‘On his Majesty’s Service.’” 

“I’ll wait another week, anyhow, for him,” said the Priest. “To go 
back to Dublin in the state he is now would be the ruin of him, after the 
shake he has got: the dissipation, the dining out, and all the devilment 
would destroy him entirely; but a few weeks' peace and quietness up at 
Murranakilty will make him as sound as a bell.” 

“ You are right, Tom, you are right,” said the Major; “ tho poor fel- 
low mustn’t bo lost for the want of a little care; and now that Dillon has 
gone, there is no one here to look after him. Lot us go down and see if 
the post is in : I think a walk would do us good,” 

Assenting to this proposition, the priest bent over me mournfully foi a 
moment, shook his head, and, having muttered a blessing, walked out of 
the room with the Major, leaving mo in silence to think ovei all I had 

overheard. 

Whether it was that youth suggested the hope, or that I more quickly 
imbibed an appreciation of the doctor’s character from being the looker-on 
at the game, I am not exactly sure ; but certainly I felt little depressed by 
his gloomy forebodings respecting me, and greatly lightened at my heart 

by the good news of poor Tipperary Joe. 

Of all the circumstances which attended my illness, the one that most 
impressed me was tho warm, affectionate solicitudo of my two friends— 
the priest and his cousin. There was something of kindness and good 
feeling in their care of me, that spoke rather of a long friendship than of 
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the weaker ties of chance and passing acquaintance. Again I thought of 
home, and, while I asked myself if the events which beset my path in 
Ireland could possibly have happened to me there, I could not but acknow- 
ledge that, if they had so, I could scarcely havo hoped to have suddenly 
conjured up such faithful and benevolent friends, with no other claim, nor 
other recommendation, save that of being a stranger. 

The casual observation concerning my letters had, by stimulating my 
curiosity, awakened my dormant energy ; and, by a great effort, I stretched 
out my hand to the little bell beside my bed, and rang it. The summons 
was answered by tho bare-legged girl who acted as waiter in the inn. 
When she had sufficiently recovered from her astonishment to comprehend 
m ) request, I persuaded her to place a candle beside mo, and having given 
me the packet of letters that lay on tho chimney-piece, I desired her on 
no account to admit any one, hut say that I had fallen into a sound sleep 
and should not be disturbed. * 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE LETTER-HAG. 

The pucka go of letters was a large one. of all sizes ; from all quarters thov 

came : some from home, some from my brother officers of tho Guanls, some 
from the Castle, and even one from O’Grady. 

to fur" 3 * 1 ° P ^ ed W f a Sh ° rt UOt ° 110111 Koiton > the private secretary 

meat to Ilk of ^ ^ mbQn haJ wri «en a *tatZ 

meat to the Duke of all tho circumstances attending my duel and that 

His Grace desires mo to add,’* continued the writer “ that V o.. l 
only consult your own health » ni i .... • . , ler * that jou need 

to duty ; auj i u f ac *; vm i _ - ' emen oo with respect to your return 

My mind relieved of a ^ t , dis °™tionary.” 

recovered my strength already so far°that > T ttU t °° nt ? nt f of this lcttor . 1 
others. My next was from my father ; it rLttuZ” ‘° 

post, wmdeWthhf leTtert n v;u M wh 0r fX’ *° Whom 1 writo b y «* 
good-natured in conveyffi- to me » >■ T* &t Ho bas b «en most 

cannot express how Rr,Uful “n i.” o£ 5°" hdo doings; and I 

he has taken towaTdf£ u Z? *? J* th “, £ ™ly friendly part 
you I feared lest tho Major's might he L 11 * w ® crutln y> £or I confess to 
»y that^your conduct meets with my entil oUeTL^ 



210 


JACK HINTON. 


a wiser head might, it is possible, have avoided some of the difficulties you 
have met with ; but this I will add, that once in trouble, no one could 
have shown better temper, nor a more befitting spirit, than you did. 
While I say this, my dear Jack, understand me clearly that I speak of 
you as a young, inexperienced man, thrown, at his very outset of life 
not only among strangers, but in a country where, as I remarked to you 
at first, everything was different from those in your own. You have now 
shown yourself equal to any circumstances in which you may be placed ; 
1 therefore not only expect that you will meet with fewer embarrassments 
in future, but that, should they arise, I shall have the satisfaction of 
finding your character and your habits will be as much your safeguard 
against insult, as your readiness to resent any will be sure and certain. 

“ I have seen the Duke several times, and he expresses himself as much 
pleased with you. From what he mentions, I can collect that you are 
well satisfied with Ireland, and therefore I do not wish to remove you 
from it. At the same time, bear in mind, that by active service alone can 
you ever attain to, or merit, rank in the army ; and that hitherto you 
have only been a soldier by name. 


After some further words of advice respecting the future, and some 
few details of family matters, he concluded hy entrusting to my mother 
the mention of what she herself professed to think lay more in her pecu- 

^ ar As°u 3 ual, her letter opened with some meteorological observations 
upon the climate of England for tho preceding six weeks ; then followed 
a iournal of her own health, whose increasing delicacy, and tho imperative 
necessity of being near Doctor V , rendered a journey to Ireland too 

dangerous to think of* 


„ y c3 my dearest boy,” wrote she, “ nothing but this would keep mo 
from you’ a moment; however, I am much relieved at learning that you 
are now rapidly recovering, and hope soon to hear of J'our return to 
Dublin It is a very dreadful thing to think of, hut perhaps, upon the 
whde it is better 7hat you did kill this Mr. Burke. Do Oramoton 
tells mo that a maMaiu tile like that must ho shot sooner or later. It 
makes mo nervous to dwell on this odious topic, so that I shall paaaonto 
somethin 1 * else. The horrid little man that brought your lottere, and who 
calls himself a servant of Captain O’Grady, insisted on seeing me yester- 
^ i ^ver w- more shocked in my life. From what he says. I gather 
that' he may ho looked on as rather a favourable specimen of the natives. 
They mustf indeed, be a very frightful people ; and although he “ 8s “'. 
me he would do me no injury, I made Thomas stay m thS room the® 
time and told Chubbs to give the alarm to the pol.ee if ho heart th 
Slightest noise; the creature, however, did nothing, and I a q 
Covered from my fear already. What a picture, my dear hoy, did he 
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present to me of your conduct and your habits ! Your intimacy with that 
odious family I mentioned in my last seems the root of all your mis- 
fortunes. Why will such people thrust themselves forward ? * What do 
they mean by inviting you to their frightful parties P Havo they not 
their own peculiar horrors? not but I must confess that they aro rnoro 

excusable than you; and I cannot conceive how you could so soon have 
forgotten the lessons instill £(3 into VOlt from vour oavl if.nf A q 

^ > OUt' 

nco 

w yvu. uuver ien wnero you won't meet it; always 

at the most inopportune moment ; and then, if you remark, your under-bred 
people axe never content with a quiet recognition, but they must always 
indulge in a detestable cordiality there is no escaping from. Oh, John 
John ! when, at ten years of age, you made the banker’s son at North- 
ampton hold your stirrup as you mounted your pony, I never thought I 
should have this reproach to make you ! The little fiend who calls him- 
self Corny something also mentions your continued familiarity with the 
young woman I spoke of before. What her intentions are is perfectly 
clear; and should she accomplish her object, your position in society and 
future fortune might possibly procure her large damages; but pause my 

d !" boy ’ be * ore y°“ so any further. I do not speak of tho moral featured 
of the case, for you are of an age to judge of them yourself; but think 
I beseech you, of the difficulties it will throw around your path in “ft’ 
and the obstacles it will oppose to your success. There is poor Lord 

fhf^d" • , aisr aTuutSvfnT z:r sr r 

knows; therefore, beware! 119 1,001 LorJ IleDI 7 

1 he more I think of it, the more strongly do I feel the foroe nf * 
first impressions respecting Ireland* and were if „ f\ w of my 

hear of battles and bloodshed inThe Peninsu I staid ” " “"r 
being there. There would seem > ‘ V 1 ® h J evon P refer your 

thing belonging to mlrny^r dear faTheTfemf 7/T ^ 
hardship, almost unrewarded - for eW«m , Adm,ru1 ’ luid « life of 

ship in tho Note ; manvTnZt wi i 7 1,9 com “*“deJ a guard- 

come home dripnin & with \ a !° en llUn> wllcn 1 ^as a little girl 
lants ho w^r 8 ;dZre S o"uo an „„, ] I>C , OCtl7 - i r OT3ibl0 ’ f “>'" <»« 

and after aU this, he didn’t get his WuoZZnliZo was netriif ^ ; 

cousin Julia"? this'S^tofsT * 111 "h ’ ' m<l ‘ 9 ’ 1 rcma,k > attentive ttfyoui 
eery suit is taking l M 1 th '“ k* Chan- 

will, of course, be looked to DeV*. S 9U ’t he otherwise, your interests 
deal of wit; but for him and the cl ^w "? nT” 8 ' a “ J h “ “ «w»t 
season is over, and we can’t l«*ve town for Tl J ^,5“*" drear J r > as the 
epistle concluded with a genem, sumnung-np'Ti^nTe^'Ld^ 
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affectionate entreaty to boar in mind her caution regarding the Rooneys. 
« Once more, my dear boy, remember that vulgar people are a part of our 
trials in this life ; as that delightful man, the Dean of St George’s, says, 
* they arc the snares of our feet; and their subservient admiration of us is 
a dangerous and a subtle temptation.’ Read ibis letter again, and believe 
me, my dearest John, 

“ Your affectionate and unhappy mother, 

“ Charlotte Hinton.” 


I shall not perform so undutiful a task as to play the critic on my 
excellent mother’s letter. There were, it is true, many new views in life 
presented to me by its perusal, and I should feel sadly puzzled were I to 
Bay at which I was more amused or shocked— at the strictness of her 
manners or the laxity of her morals; but I confess that the part which 
most outraged me of all was the eulogy on Lord Dudley de \ ere s con- 
versational gifts ; but a few short months before, and it is possible I should 
not only have credited but concurred in the opinion; brief, however, as 
had been the interval, it had shown me much of life : it had brought^ me 
into acquaintance, and even intimacy, with some of the brightest spirits 
of the day ; it had taught me to discriminate between the unmeaning 
jargon of conventional gossip and the charm of a society where force of 
reasoning, warmth of eloquence, and brilliancy of wit contested for the 
palm; it had made me feel that the intellectual gifts reserved in other 
countries for the personal advancement of their owner, by their public 
and ostentatious display, can be made the ornament and the delight of the 
convivial board, the elegant accompaniment to the hours of happy inter- 
course, and tho strongest bond of social union. 

So gradually had this change of opinion crept over mo, I did not recog- 
nise in myself (he conversion, and, indeed, had it not been for my mother s 
observations on Lord Dudley, I could not have credited how far my con- 
victions had gone round. X could now understand the _ measurement l.j 
Which Irishmen were estimated in tho London world. I could see that 
such a character as l)o Verc had a reputation for ability, how totally im- 
possible it was for those who appreciated him to prize tho great and varied 

b Lost in such thoughts, I forgot for some moments that 0 Grad} s 
letter lav open before me. It was dated Chatham and written the n.gh 
before he sailed. Tho first few lines showed mo that he know nothing 
my duel, having only received my own letter, with an account of the 
steeple-chase. Ho wrote in high spirits. The Cemmander-.n-Chref had 
been most kind to him, appointing him to a vacant majontj , not, 
anticipated in tho 41st, but in tho 9th Light Dragoons. 

Tam anxiously looking out for Corny,” said ho 
ha- from Ireland, the only hit of nows from which place, except J our own, 
is that the Rooneys have gono into deep mourning, themselves and the 
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whole house. Various rumours arc afloat as to whether any money specu- 
lations of Paul’s may have suggested tho propriety of retrenchment, or 
whether there may not have been a death in tho royal family of O’Toole. 
Look to this for me, Hinton; for even in Canada I shall preserve the 
memory of that capital house, it3 excellent cuisine, its charming hostess. 
Cultivate them, my dear Jack, for your sako and for mine. One Rem- 

biandt is as good as a gallery: so sit down before them, und make a study 
of the family.” 

The letter concluded as it began, by hearty thanks for tho servico 1 had 

rendered him, begged me to accept of Moddiriddcroo as a souvenir of his 

friendship, and in a postscript, to write which tho letter had evidently been 

re-opened, was a warning to me against any chance collision with Ulick 
Burke. 


‘ *\ ot > m y dear ho Y> because he is a dead shot, although that samo is 
something, but that a quarrel with him could scarcely be reputable in its 
commencement, and must bo bad whatever tho result.” 

Af , t f r somc farther cautioning on this matter, the justice of which was 

tolerably evident from my own experience, O’Grady concluded with a 
hurried postscript : ‘ 

k v r° my DOt yCt aiTived > and wo ^vo received our orders for em- 
bu-kat.on within twenty-four lioura. I begin half to despair of his being 

after the Td n r be ‘ h ° Ca6 °’ " iU 5™’ d ™ Hinton, look 
snbTect ?” mC ’ MSt Un,U 1 writ ® ‘o you again on tho 

cJltii 1 faiiir,^ »“ d ,°a r z-s° loll sr l T \ „ f ok ■r > 1 tt voJ th,,t * 

,0 th ;‘ “ “ ntai “ d * corr ®ct likeness ofCo.ny MaTy 

hand^toUow^g '*** WUt8D ' “ 


length ^ ^ 1 ‘ hmk 1 »' 

«o the man, we shall never forgive you’^Slet^Tst 

“Julia.” 

Corny’s delay : my cousin, with 
thing resembling adutv-^nd T S n .’“v" g ° nC ° ° f “ “P ri « *° any. 
O'Grady’ s fears were weld founded° W i n, I’, 0 d . 0ubt u P on my mind that 
without his follower. ' ’ a ° d that ho h,ld been obliged to sail 

by their perusal, fatig^^Md 1 ^ 5 !< f ’t 1 *’ and 116 oxc!tcm ont produced 
my pillow, X closed my eyes^d f^," , m °,- “ nd ’ as 1 “ nk b “ k «Pon 

on the following day 7 Jt feU 60und aslec P’ not to awake until late 
bead dear and l “ “• ** ™> * 

fleeted my mind refreshed by rest, unbroken 
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by a single dream : and so restored did I feel, that, save in the debility 
from long confinement to bed, I was unconscious of any sense of 
malady. 

From this hour my recovery dated. Advancing every day with rapid 
steps, my strength increased ; and, before a week elapsed, I so far regained 
my lost health that I could move about my chamber, and even lay plana 
for my departure. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 


BOB MAHON AND THE WIDOW. 


It was about eight or ten days after the events I have mentioned, when 
Father Tom Loftus, whose care and attention to me had been unceasing 
throughout, came in to inform me that all the preparations for our journey 
were properly made, and that by the following morning at sunrise we 
should be on the road. 


I confess that 1 looked forward to my departure with anxiety. Tho 
dreary monotony of the day, spent in either perambulating my littlo 
room, or in a short walk up and down before tho inn door, had done more 
to depress and dispirit me than even the previous illness. The good priest, 
it is true, came often to see me, but then there were hours spent quito 
alone, without the solace of a book or the sight of even a newspaper. I 
knew the faco of every man, woman, and child in the village, I could 
tell their haunts, their habits, and their occupations— even tho very hours 
of the tedious day wero marked in my mind by various little incidents, 
that seemed to recur with unbroken precision; and if, when the pale 
apothecary disappeared from over the half-door of his shop, I know that 
he was engaged at his one-o'clock dinner, so the clink of the old ladies 
pattens, as they passed to an evening tea, told me that the day was waning, 
and that the town clock should strike seven. Ihcro was nothing to bicak 


tho monotonous jog-trot of daily life save the appearance of a few raw 
subalterns, who, from some cause or other, less noticed than others of the 
regiment by tho neighbouring gentry, strolled about the town, quizzing 
and laughing at tho humble townsfolk, and endeavouring, by looks Oi 
most questionable gallantry, to impress the female population with a sense 
of their merits. 

C^ftcr all, mankind is pretty much the same in every country and every 
age ; some men ambitioning the credit of virtues the very garb of which 
they know not; others, and a large class too, seeking for the reputation 
of vices the world palliates with the appellation of fashionable. \ We laugh 
at the old courtier of JjOuuj XlV.’s time, who, in the flattery of the age 
he lived in, preferred being called a scitirat, an infame scilerat, that, 
by tho excesses ho professed, tho vicious habits of the sovereign might 
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eeem less striking, and yet we see the very same thing under our own 
eyes every day we live. But to return. 

There was nothing to delay me longer at Loughrea. Poor .Too was so 
nearly recovered that in a few days more it was hoped ho might leave his 
bed. He was in kind hands, however, and I had taken every precaution 
that ho should want for nothing in my absence. I listened, then, with 
pleasure to Father Tom’s detail of all his preparations ; and, although I 
knew not whither we wore going, nor how long the journey was likely to 
prove, yet I looked forward to it with pleasure, and only longed for the 
hour of setting out. 

As the evening drew near, I looked anxiously out for the good father’s 
coming. He had promised to come in early with Major Mahon, whom I 
had not seen for the two days previous : the Major being deeply engaged 
in consultations with his lawyer regarding an approaching trial at the 
assizes. Although I could gather from his manner, as well as from the 
priest’s, that something of moment impended, yet, as neither of them more 

than alluded to the circumstance, I knew nothing of what was going 
forward. 


It was eight o’clock when Father Tom made his appearance. He came 
alone ; and, by his flurried look and excited manner, I saw there was some- 


thing wrong. 


41 What is it, Father ? ” said I. “ Where is the Major ? ” 

“Och, confound him! they have taken him at last,” said he, wiping 
his forehead with agitation. 

Taken him t said I. 41 Why, was ho hiding ? ” 

. . " be sure ' he was k^ing, and masquerading, and disguising 

rmself ; but, faith, those Claro fellows — thero’s no coming up to them ■ 

they have such practice in their own county they would take the devil 

himself, if there was a writ out against him. And, to bo euro, it was a 
clever trick they played old Bob.” 

Hero the good priest took such a fit of laughing, that ho was obliged 
to wipe his eyes. ° 

afto'rwhltlridhL^ 0 ’ “ ““ W " Sn ’ t ° 800d tUm th °>- Pky<* him, 

” Come, Father, let’s hear it.” 

“TtT th ° Way , of M '*>' bo y°“ never romarked— of courso you 

0nlV J P ‘ here a C0UP,C ° £ opposite Bob', 

waSX ttrtrdT r aturo> a f dow ™ » » b * 

that, somehow or otter iillt’j S * eorro 'f f “ 1 Io ° k about her 
have a ™ at^t^ ^ ‘ f0r °° W that ^ Mow 

there comforting f nd CO “oLgho^ ^ 017 ^ '° pleas “ U J’ °ver 

« < ! “i d - 1 ’ ‘ don,t f* ou 8eo that aho is in grief ? ’ 

Not ,o much » grief,' .aid he, ■ but she lets^owm two beautiful 
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braids of her brown hair under her widow’s cap; and whenever you see 
that, Father Tom, take my word for it, tho game’s not up.* 

"I believe there was some reason in what he said, for the last timj I 
went up to see him, he had the window open, and he was playing 
‘ Flanxty Kelly * with all his might on an old fiddle ; and the widow 
would come, now and then, to the window, to draw tho little muslin 
curtains ; or she would open it, to give a halfpenny to the beggars ; or she 
would hold out her hand, to see if it was raining — and a beautiful lilv* 
whitft hand it was ; but all the time, you see, it was only exchanging 
looks they were. Boh was a little ashamed when he saw me in the 
room ; but he soon recovered. 

“‘A very charming woman that Mrs. Moriarty is,* said he, dosing 
the window. ' It's a cruol pity that her fortune is all in the Grand 
Canal — I mean Canal debentures. But, indeed, it comes pretty much to 
tho same thing.’ 

“And so he went on, raving about the widow ; for by this time he 
knew all about it. Ilcr maiden name was Cassidy, and her father a dis- 
tiller; and, in fact, Hob was quite delighted with his beautiful neighbour. 
At last, I bid him good-bye, promising to call for him at eight o’clock, to 
come over here to you ; for you sec there was a back-door to the house, 
that led into a small alley, by which Mahon used to make his escape in 
the evening. Ho was sitting, it seems, at his window, looking out for 
tho widow, who, from some cause or other, hadn't made her appearance 
the entire of the day. There he sat, with his hand on his heart, and a 
heavenly smile on him, for a good hour, sipping a little whisky-and- 
water between times, to keep up bis courage. 

“ ‘ She must be out,’ said Bob to himself. ‘ She’s gone to pass the 
day somewhere. I hope she doesn’t know any of those impudent 
vagabonds tip at the barracks. Maybe, after all, it’s sick she is.’ 

“ While lie was ruminating this way, who should he see turn tho corner 
hut the widow herself. There she was, coming along, in deep weeds, with 
her maid after her — a fine, slashing-looking figure, rather tailor than herself, 
and lustier every way : but it was the first time he saw her in the streets. 
As she got near to her door, Bob stood up to make a polite bow. Just as 
he did so, the widow slipped her foot, and fell down on the flags with a 
loud scream. The maid ran up, endeavouring to assist her, but the 
couldn’t stir ; and, as she placed her hand on her leg, Bob perceived at 
once she had sprained her ankle. Without waiting for his hat, ho sprang 
down stairs, and rushed across the street. 

“ 4 Mrs. Moriarty, my angel ! ’ and Bob, putting his arm round her 
waist. ‘ Won’t you permit me to assist you ? ’ 

“ She clasped his hand with fervent gratitude, while the inuid putting 
her hand into her reticule, seemed fumbling for n handkerchief. 

“ ‘ I’m a stranger to you, ma’am,’ said Bob; ‘ but If Major Mahon, of 
the Roscommon ' 
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M 4 The very man we want/ said the maid, pulling a writ out of the 
reticule : for devil a thing else they were hut two bailiiTs from Emile. 
“‘The very man we want, 1 said the bailiffs. 

“ ‘ I am caught !’ Baid Bob. 

“ * The devil a doubt of it.’ ’’ 

“ The poor Major,’' said I. “ And where is he now ? ” 

“ On his way to Ennis in a post-chaise, for it seems the ladies had a 
hundred pounds for their capture. Ah ! poor Bob ! But thcro is no use 
fretting ; besides, it would be sympathy thrown away, for he’ll give them 
the slip before long. And now, Captain, are you ready for tho road Y I 
have got a peremptory letter from the Bishop, and must bo back in 
MurranaMlty as soon as I can.” 

'* My dear father, I am at your disposal. I belie vo we can do no more 
for poor Joe; and as to Mr. Burke— and, by-the-bye, how is he ?” 

Getting better, they say. But I believe you’ve spoiled a very 
lucratii e souice of his income. He was the best jumper in the west of 
Ireland ; and they tell me you’ ve lamed him for life. lie is down at 
Milltown, or Kilkco, or somewhere on tho coast ; but suro wo’ll have time 
enough to talk of these things as we go along. I'll be with you by seven 
o clock. We must start early, and get to Fortumna before night.” 

Having promised implicit obedience to the worthy priest’s directions, 
be they what they might, I pledged myself to mako up my baggage in the 
smallest possible space, and have breakfast ready for him before starting 
After a few other observations, and some suggestions as to the kind of 
equipment he deemed suitable to the road, he took his leave, and I sat 

down alone to a little quiet reckoning with myself as to the past, the pre- 
sent, and the future. 1 

_ ” y s ! 10r . t «ferienco of Ireland, the only Hung approaching to 

abstract principle I could attain to was the utter vanity, tho perfect 

= ,b..“y Of any man . s determining on . given lino of «tion, or tho 
rtrad> pursuit of any one enterprise. No; the inevitable course of fnto 

^ £5 

S t: 'Z£*l { T bCf0re - iD 0ther Iands - roots would ha™ 

trolled, you, actions^ LT noft^’ C 1 ^ 

ton cue of Mattiatt v ^ ^ ^ lisp in the 

figures, but trust me, C U yo/lit Tl t' V* a “ J 

and who does not ?— and if YO u am y ° U Uk<3 the peo P le » 

not be ? — then, do I say vou Ln hUd th ° m > aud who would 

ceiving it, going the pace' with +• . J0uiself » ^thout knowing or per- 

ment filling up every hour of vou^VaV^and 0 ^ frolic » and d oviI- 

your night also, pne grand featured tl ^ J 11001151 ^^ 10 P°^ion of 

K b uu mature of the country seemed to me, that 


no 
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matter what particular extravagance you were addicted to— no matter 
what strange. or absurd passion to do or seem something remarkable— 
you were certain of always finding some one to sympathise with, if not 
actually to follow, you. Nothing is too strange, nothing too ridiculous, 
nothing too convivial, nothing too daring for Paddy. With one intuitive 
bound he springs into your confidence and enters into your plans. Only 
be open with him, conceal nothing, and he's yours, heart and hand ; 
ready to endorse your bill, to carry off a young lady, or carry a message 

to bum a house for a joke, or jeopardy his neck for mere pastime — to 
go to the world’s end to serve you, and, on his return, shoot you after- 
wards out of downright good nature.) As for myself, I might have lived 
in England to the age of Methuselah and yet never have seen as much of 
life as in the few months spent in Ireland, f Society in other lands seems 
a kind of freemasonry, where, for lack of every real or important secret, 
men substitute signs and pass- words, as if to throw the charm of mystery 
where, after all, nothing lies concealed but in Ireland, where national 
character runs in a deep or hidden channel, with cross currents and back 
water ever turning and winding — where all the incongruous and dis- 
cordant elements of what is best and worst seem blended together — there 
social intercourse is free, cordial, warm, and benevolent. Men come 
together disposed to like each other ; and what an Irishman is disposed to 
he usually has a way of effecting. My brief career had not been without 
its troubles; but who would not have incurred such, or as many more, to 
have evoked such kind interest and such warm friendship ? From Phil 
O’ Grady, my first, to Father Tom, my last friend, I had met with nothing 
but almost brotherly affection ; and yet, I could not help acknowledging 
to myself that, but six short months before, I would have recoiled from 
the friendship of the one and the acquaintance of the other, as something 
to lower and degrade me. Not only would the outward observances of 
their manner have deterred me, but, in their very warm and earnest 
proffers of good-nature, I would have seen cause for suspecting and 
avoiding thorn. Thank Heaven, I now knew better, and felt deeper. 
How this revolution became effected in mo I am not myself aware ; 
perhaps — I only say perhaps — Miss Bcllew had a share in effecting 
it. 

Such were some of my thoughts as I betook myself to bed, and soon 
after to sleep. 


219 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE IUUEST’s gig. 


I am by no means certain that the prejudices of my English education 
were sufficiently overcome to prevent my feeling a kind of tingling of 
shame as I took my place beside Father Tom Loftus in his gig. Early as 
it was, there were still some people about ; and I cast a hurried glance 
around to see if our equipage was not as much a matter of amusement to 
them as of affiiction to me. 

When Father Tom first spoke of his “dennet,” I innocently pictured 
to myself something resembling the indigenous productions of Loughrea. 
“A little heavy or so,” thought I ; “strong for country roads— mayhap 
somewhat clumsy in the springs, and not over rofined about the shafts.” 
Heaven help my ignorance ! I never fancied a vehicle whose component 
parts were two stout poles, surmounting a pair of low wheels, high above 
which was suspended, on two lofty C springs, the hodv of an ancient 
buggy t lining of a bright scarlet, a little faded and dimmed by time, 
bordered by a lace of the most gaudy pattern ; a flaming coat of arms, 
with splendid blazonry and magnificent quarterings, ornamented each 


panel of this strange-looking tub, into which, for default of steps, you 
mounted by a ladder. 

“Eli, father,” said I, “what have we hole? this is surely not the ” 

“ Ay, Captain,” said the good priest, as a smile of proud satisfaction 
curled his lip, “ that’s tho ‘ convaniency ; ’ and a pleasanter and an easier 
nc\cr did man sit in — a little heavy, to bo sure'; but then one can always 

walk up tho hills, and if they’re very stiff ones entirely, why it’s only 
throwing out the ballast.” 

“Tho ballast ! — what do you mean? ” 

“Just them,’’ said he, pointing with his whip to some three or four 
huge pieces of limestone rock that lay in the bottom of tho gig; « there’s 
seven, maybe eight stono weight — every pound of it. M 

v.'v- A ? < \ for Heavea ’ s ! ” said I, “ why do you carry that mass of 

rubbish along with you?” 

fJ+y,i US - t teU / 0 “’ The road has holes in it you could bury 

y ather in, and when the convaniency gets into one of them, she has a 

way of springing up into the air, that, if you’re not watching, is sure to 
p.tch you out— -maybe into the bog at the eide-maybe on the b^t’s Wk 

a "reat'dcal'of'fun tn * nt<> ? F^Bc-house window, where thero was 

Zmwas S W u W ° rk * ^ « *<> bU JSX 

r«r ln b 18 as said these last few words 

that left me to the full a, mueh puzzled about tho accident «, his worthy 
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“ ‘ Sit milii lagena, 

Ad summurn plena.’ 



Here, Captain, take a pull — beautiful milk punch ? ” 


E P ok< \ the worthy father deposited the reins at his feet, and 



terrific. It was some time before I could gather up the reins, as Father 
Tom, jug and all, had been thrown at the first shock on his knees to the 
bottom of the “ convaniency,” where, half-suffocated by fright and the 

milk punch that went wrong with him, he bellowed and coughed with all 
his might. 

“ How Id him tight— ugh, ugh. ugh ! not too hard— don’t chuck him for 
the love of — ugh, ugh, ugh ! the reins is rotten, and tho traces no better— 
ugh, ugh, ugh ! Bad luck to the villains, why didn’t they catch his head ; 
— and the sliding execrabihs ! — the d d fool ! how he yelled ! ” 

Almost fainting with laughter, I pulled my best at the old horse, not, 
however, neglecting the priest’s caution about the frailty of the harness. 
This, however, was not the only ditficulty l had to contend with, for the 
“ currieulus,” participating in the galloping action of tho horse, swung up- 
wards and downwards, backwards and forwards, and from ono sido to the 
other— all at once, too — in a manner so perfectly addling, that it wa3 not 
before we reached tho first turnpike that I succeeded in arresting our 
progress. Hero a short halt was necessary for the priest to recover him- 
self, and examine whether either his bones or an}' portion of the harness 
had given way ; both had happily been found proof against mishaps, and 
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drew from the reverend father strong encomiums upon their merits ; and 
after a brief delay we resumed our road, but at a much more orderly and 
becoming paco than beforo. 

Once more en route , X bethought me it was high time to inquire about 
the direction wo were about to travel, and tho probable length of our 
journey; for I confess 1 was sadly ignorant as to the geography of the 
land we were travelling, and the only point I attempted to keep in view 
was the number of miles we were distant from tho capital. Tho priest’s 
reply was, however, anything but instructive to me, consisting merely of a 
long catalogue of names, in which the syllables “ kill,” “ whack,” “ nock,” 
'‘shock,” and “bally,” jostled and elbowed each other in the rudest 


fashion imaginable; the only intelligible portion of his description being 
that a blue mountain, scarcely perceptible in tho horizon, lay about half- 
way between us and Murranakilty. 

My attention was not, however, permitted to dwell on these matters ; 
for my companion had already begun a narrative of the events which had 
occurred during my illness. The Dillons, I found, had left for Dublin 
soon after my mishap. Louisa Bellew returned to her father; and Mr. 
Burke, whose wound had turned out a more serious affair than was at first 
supposed, was still confined to his bed, and a lameness for life anticipated 
as tho inevitable result of the injury. 

“Sir Simon, for once in his life,” said the priest, « has taken a correct 
view of his nephew’s character ; and has, now that all danger to life is 
past, written him a severe letter, reflecting on his conduct. Poor Sir 
Simon ! his life has been one tissue of trial and disappointment through- 
out. Every buttress that supported his venerable house giving way one 
by one, tho ruin seems to threaten total downfall, ere the old man exchange 
the home of his fathers for his last narrow rest beside them in tho church- 
yard. Betrayed on every hand, wronged, and ruined, ho seems merelv tn 
linger on m life; like the stern -timbers of some mighty wreck, that marks 
the spot where once the goodly vessel perished, and are now tho beacon of 

^;i r d »° others * You know the story * ° f cours °> that 1 chiofly 

“No. I am completely ignorant of tho family history,” said I 
he priest blushed deeply, as his dark eyebrows met in a heavy frown • 
then turning hastily towards me, he said, in a voice whose thick Tw 

utterance bespoke his agitation— miCk » low 

more ^collected ^ Tl! ri ‘° SpCak fm thcr of "hat-hod I been 

had nerer alluded to ! An unhappy duel, the conse 

poor friend S “ ZnZZh 5“ ° Ver >’ h °^ in «' «• of my 

Zched you. M - 1 fcarCd - k ' St th0 +*T might have 

that tho bare recollection of wh”°t. S °’ ^'° U s P ar a m y recurring to 

happiest day of nl y or to n co v JJ* “ diirk do “ d tho 

myself.” y m > Promise mo this, or I shall not forgivo 
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I readily gave the pledge he required, and we pursued our road; not, 

however, as before, but each sunk in his own reflections— silent received 
and thoughtful. * “ ^ 

“ In about four da ye,” said Father Tom, at last breaking the silence, 
“ perhaps five, we’ll bo drawing near Mununakilty.” He then proceeded, 
at more length, to inform me of the various counties through which we 
were to pass, detailing, with great accuracy, the several scats we should 
see, the remarkable places, the ruined churches, the old castles, and even 
the \erj fox-covers that lay on our route. And although my ignoranco 
was but little enlightened by the catalogue of hard names that fell as 
glibly from his tongue as Italian from a Roman, yet I was both enter- 
tained and pleased with the many stories he told : some of them legends 
bygone days, some of them the more touching and truth -dealing records 
of what had happened in his own time. Could I have borrowed any por- 
tion of his narrative power— were I able to present, in his strong but 
simple language, any of the curious scenes he mentioned, I should, per- 
haps, venture on relating to my reader one of his stories; but when I 
think how much of the interest depended on his quaint and homely but 
ever forcible manner, as, pointing with his whip to some ruined house 
with blackened walls and fallen chimncj's, he told some narrative of 
rapine and of murder, I feed how much the force of reality added power to 
a story that in repetition might be weak and ineffective. 


X 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE MOUNTAIN TASS. 

On the whole, the journey, to me, was a delightful one, and certainly not 
the least pleasant portion of my life in Ireland. Endowed — partly from 
hia individual gifts, partly from the nature of his sacred functions — with 
influence over all the humble ranks in life, the good priest jogged along 
with the assurance of a hearty welcome wherever he pleased to halt ; the 
only look of disappointment being when lie declined some proffered 
civility, or refused an invitation to delay his journey. The chariot was 
well known in every town and village, and scarcely was the rumble of its 
wheels heard coming up the “ street,” when the population might be seen 
assembling in littlo groups and knots, to have a word with “ the father ” — 
to get his blessing— to catch his eye, or even obtain a nod from him. He 
knew every one and every thing ; and, with a tact which is believed to 
be the prerogative of royalty, he never miscalled a name, nor mistook an 
event. Inquiring after them, for soul and body, he entered with real 
interest into all their hopes and plans, their fears and anticipations, 
and talked away about pigs, penances, purgatory, and potatoes, in a way 
that showed his information, on any of these matters, to he of no mean or 
common order. 
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By degrees our way left the more travelled high road, and took by a 
mountain track, through a wild, romantic line of country, beside the 
Shannon. No villages now presented themselves, and, indeed, but little 
trace of any habitation whatever: large, misshapen mountains, whoso 
granite sides were scarce concealed by the dark fern — the only vegetation 
that clothed them — rose around and about us. In tho vallcj's, some strips 
of bog might be seen, with little hillocks of newly-cut turf, tho only sem- 
blance of man’s work the eye could rest on. Tillage there was none. A 
dreary silence, too, reigned throughout. I listened in vain for the bleating 
of a lamb or the solitary tinkle of a sheep-bell ; but no — save the cawing 
of the rooks, or the mournful cry of the plover, I could hear nothing. 
Now and then, it is true, the heavy flapping of a strong wing would point 
the course of a heron soaring towards the river ; but his low flight even 
spoke of solitude, anr' showed he feared not man in his wild and dreary 
mountains. At intervals, we would see the Shannon winding along, fur, 
far down below us; and I could mark the islands in the bay of Scariff, 
with their ruined churches and one solitary tower ; but no sail floated on 
the surface, nor did an oar break the sluggish current of tho stream. It 
was, indeed, a dreary scene, and, somehow, my companion's manner 
seemed coloured by its influence ; for scarcely had we entered the little 
valley that led to this mountain track than he became silent and thought- 
ful, absorbed in reflection, and when he spoke, either doing so at random 

or in a vague and almost incoherent way, that showed his ideas were 
wandering. 


I remarked that, as we stopped at a little forge shortly after daybreak 

the south had taken the priest aside and whispered to him a few words at 

winch he seemed strangely moved ; and as they spoke together for some 

moments in an under tone, I perceived by the man’s manner and gesture 

as well as by the agitation of the good father himself, that something of 

importance was being told. Without waiting to finish tho little repair to 

the carnage which had caused our halt, ho remounted hastily and 

beckoning me to take my place, drove on at a paee that spoke of haste 

and eagerness. I confess that my curiosity to know the reason was great 
but as I could not with urouriet v n a,. ,i:j „ ■ great, 

to eive thA infnrmnt* P * , n0J m y companion seem disposed 

to give, the information, I soon relapsed into a silence unbroken L hU 

own and we travelled along for some miles without speakin " Now and 

then the pnest would make an effort to relievo the wearing of tf ™ 

of tiff" “"was plai“ ho'e'o" “7 f"*™ '° ^ Wild 

mind was oeeapied on other and vtry ^fferoTt Zu^tT’ if ** *‘ iS 

where to res’t for the Z£t Kat^ ^ habitation could I see 

current of my friend's thoughts T W1 . s lowever, to interrupt the 

eyes on every side, from the dark mountains' tlTt^we^d a We ^ T 
the narrow gloomy valley that lay several hundred feet beueath o JSick 
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but all in vain. The stillness was unbroken, and not a roof, not even a 
smoke-wreath, could be seen, far as the view extended 

The road by which we travelled was scarped from the side of a moun- 
tain, and for some miles pursued a gradually descending course. On 
suddenly turning the angle of rocky wall that skirted us for above a mile, 
we came in sight of a long reach of tho Shannon, upon which tho sun 
was now setting in all its golden lustre. The distant shore of Munster, 
rich in tillage and pasture-land, was lit up, too, with com-ficld and green 
meadow, leafy wood and blue mountain, all glowing in their brightest 
hue. It was a vivid and a gorgeous picture, and I could have looked on 
it long with pleasure, when suddenly I felt my arm grasped by a strong 
finger. I turned round, and tiro priest, relaxing his hold, pointed down 
into the dark valley below us, as he said, in a low and agitated voice, 
“ You see the light— it is there — there.” Quickening our pace by every 
effort, we began rapidly to descend the mountain by a zig-zag road, whose 
windings soon lost us the view I havo mentioned, and left nothing but 
the wild and barren mountains around us. Tired as our poor horse was, 
the priest pressed him forward, and, regardless of the broken and rugged 
way, lie seemed to think of nothing but bis haste, muttering between his 
teeth with a low but rapid articulation, while his face grew Hushed and 
pale at intervals, and his eye had all the lustrous glare and restless look 
of fever. I endeavoured, as well as I was able, to occupy my mind with 
other thoughts, hut with that invincible fascination that turns us ever to 
the side we try to shun, I found myself again and again gazing on my 
companion's countenance. Every moment now his agitation increased; 
his lips wero firmly closed ; his brow contracted ; his cheek flattened, and 
quivering with a nervous spasm ; while his hand trembled violently 
as he wiped tho big drops of sweat that rolled in agony from his fore- 


head. 

At last wc reached the level, where a better road presented itself before 
us, and enabled us so to increase our speed that wc wero rapidly coining 
up with the light, which, as tho evening closed in, seemed larger and 
brighter than before. It was now that hour when the twilight seems 
fading into night, a grey and sombre darkness colouring every object, but 
yet marking grass and rock, pathway and river, with some seeming of 
their noonday hues, so that as we came along I could make out tho root 
and walls of a mud cabin built against the very mountain side, in the 
gable of which the light was shining. A rapid, a momentary thought 
flashed across my mind as to what dreary and solitary man could fix his 
dwelling-place in such a spot as this, when in an instant the priest sud- 
denly pulled up the horse, and, stretching out one hand with a gesture of 
listening, whispered, “ Hark ! — did you not hear that ? ” As ho spoke, a 
cry, wild and fearful, rose tlirough the gloomy valley— at first in one pro- 
longed and swelling note, then, broken as if by sobs, it faltered, sank, and 
rose again, wilder and madder, till tho echoes, catching up the direful 


TOO LATEf 
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sounds, answered and repeated them as though a chorus of unearthly 
spirits were calling to each other through the air. 

“O God! too late — too late! ” said the priest, as ho bo%vcd his face 
upon his knees, and his strong framo shook in agony. ** O Father of 
mercy!” he cried, as ho lifted his eyes, bloodshot and tearful, toward 

heaven, ” forgive me this — and if unshriven before Thco ” Another 

cry, more frantic than before, hero burst upon us, and the priest, mut- 
tering with rapid utterance, appeared lost in prayer. But at him I looked 
no longer, for straight before us on the road, and in front of the lit t lo 
cabin, now not above thirty paces from us, knelt tlio figure of a woman, 
whom, were it not from the fearful sounds we had heard, one could scarce 
believe a thing of life; her ago not more than thirty years; she was pale 
as de^th ; not a tinge, not a ray of colour streaked her bloodless check ; 
her black hair, long and wild, fell upon her back and shoulders, straggling 
and disordered; her hands were clasped as she held her stiffened arms 


straight before her. Her dress bespoke the meanest poverty, and her 
sunk check and drawn-in lips betokened famine and starvation. As 1 
gazed on her, almost breathless with awe and dread, the priest leaped out, 
and hurrying forward, called out to her in Irish ; but she heard him not', 
she saw him not— dead to every sense, she remained still and motionless! 
No feature trembled, no limb was shaken ; bIio knelt before us, tike* an 
image of stone; and then, as if by some spell that worked within her 
once more gave forth the heartrending cry we heard at first. Now, low’ 
and plaintive, like the sighing night-wind, it rose fuller and fuller 
pausing and continuing at intervals, and then, breaking into short and 
fitful efforts, it grew wilder and stronger, till at last, with one outbreak 
hke the overflowing of a heart of misery, it ceased abruptly. 

lhe priest bent over her and spoke to her; ho called her by her 
name, and shook her several times— but all in vain. Her spirit— if 

earth^ prCSCnt Wlth her bod > T — had lo st all sympathy with things of 


“ God help her,” said he ; “ God comfort her 
hon ” 


This is sore afllie* 


AsTm spoke, he walked towards tho little cabin, the door of which 
now stood open. All woe still and silent within iu waI1 , Vnusodto 
e^ he dwou.ngs of tho poor in Ireland, my eye ranged over the bare 
, •* lls> th ® dam P » nd earthen floor, the few and miserable pieces of fund 

^TX Cn I™ et y ce™r“r t t n u"" .“T t‘°v ^ * “ dd « 

poverty ir. i "lit have made it °'f ’ , s 1Gtl ed upon a bed whoso 
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beard and moustache, which appeared to have been let grow for some 
time previous, and whose black and waving curl looked darker from the 
pallor around it. Some lines there were about the mouth that looked 
like harshness and severity, but the strugglo of departing life might have 
caused them. 

Gently withdrawing the Bheet that covered him, the priest placed his 
hand upon his heart. It was evident to me, from his manner, that he 
still believed him living ; and as he rolled back the covering he felt for 
his hand. Suddenly starting, he fell back for an instant, and as he 
moved his fingers backwards and forwards, 1 saw that they were covered 
with blood. I drew near, and now perceived that the dead man’s chest 
was laid open by a wound of several inches in extent. The ribs had been 
cut across, and some portion of the heart or lung seemed to protrude. At 
the slightest touch of the body the blood gushed forth anew, and 
ran in streams upon him. His right hand, too, was cut across the 
entire palm, the thumb nearly severed at the joint. This appeared 
to havo been rudely bound together ; but it was evident, fiom the 
nature and size of the other wound, that he could not have sui vived it 


many hours. 

As I looked in horror at the frightful spectaclo before me, my foot 
struck at something beneath the bed. I stooped down to examine, and 
found it was a carbine, such ns dragoons usually carry. It was broken at 
the stock, and bruised in many places, but still seemed not unservice- 
able. Tart of the butt-end was also stained with blood. The clothes of 
the dead man, clotted and matted with gore, were also there, adding, 
by their terrible testimony, to the dreadful fear that haunted me. Yes, 
everything confirmed it — murder and crime had been there. A low, mut- 
tering sound near made me turn my head, and I saw the priest kneeling 
beside the bed, engaged in prayer. His head was bare, and he woio 
a kind of scarf of blue silk, and the small case that contained the lust 

rites of his Church were placed at his feet. 

Apparently lost to all around save the figure of the man that lay dead 
before him, ho muttered, with ceaseless rapidity, prayer after prayer, 
stopping ever and anon to place bis hand on the cold heart, or to listen, 
with his ear upon the livid lips ; and then resuming with greater eager- 
ness, while the big drops rolled from his forehead, and the agonisiug 

torture lie felt convulsed his entire frame. 

“O God!” he exclaimed, after a prayer of some minutes, in which 

his features worked like one in a fit of epilepsy—" O God; is it, then, too 

Lite?” , ... 

lie started to his feet as ho spoke, and, bending over the corpse, witn 

bunds clasped above his head, ho poured forth a whole torrent of words in 

Irish, swaying his body backwards and forwards, as his voice, becoming 

broken by emotion, now sank into a whisper, or broke into a discordant 

shout. “ Shaun ! Shaun ! ” cried ho, as. stooping down to the ground, he 
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snatched lip the little crucifix and held it before the dead man's face ; at 
the same time he shook him violently by the shoulder* and cried, in 
accents I can never forget, some words aloud, among which alono I could 
recognise one word, Thea — the Irish word for <l God.” lie shook him till 
the head rocked heavily from side to side, and the blood oozed from tho 
opening wound and 6tained the ragged covering of the bed. At this 
instant the priest stopped suddenly, and fell upon his knees, while, with 
a low, faint sigh, he who seemed dead lifted hia eyes and looked around 
him; his hands grasped the sides of the bed, and, with a strength that 
seemed supernatural, he raised himself to the sitting posture. Ilia lips 
were ported and moved, but without a sound, and hia filmy eyes turned 
slowly in their sockets from one object to another, till at length they fell 
upon tho little crucifix that had dropped from the priest’s hand upon the 
bed. In an instant the corpse-like features seemed inspired with life — a 
gleam of brightness shot from his eyes — the head nodded forward a couplo 
of times, and I thought I heard a discordant, broken sound issue from 
the open mouth, and, a moment after, the head dropped upon the chest, 

and the hands relaxed, and he fell back with a crash, never to move 
more. 


O vet come with horror, I staggered to tho door, and sank upon a little 
bench in front of the cabin. Tho cool air of the night soon brought mo 
to myself, and while, in my confused state, I wondered if the whole might 
not he some dreadful dream, my eyes once more foil upon the figure 
of the woman, who still knelt in the attitude we had first seen her. 
Her hands were clasped before her, and from time to time her wild 
cry rose into the air, and woke the echoes of that silent valley. A 
faint moonlight lay in broken patches around her, and mingled its beams 
with the red glare of the little candles within, as their light fell upon her 
marble features. From the cabin I could hear the sounds of tho priest’s 
voice, as he continued to pray without ceasing. As the hours rolled on 
nothing changed, and when, prompted by curiosity, I looked within the 
hovel, I saw the priest still kneeling besido the bed, liis face pale, and 

ovw htef haffSanl> aS thou 6 h months of sickness and suffering had passed 

d J £££ 8pe “ k ’ 1 darCd DOt disturb him - I down near tho 
It is one of tho strange anomalies of our nature that the feelings 
totll r^lumW Wi Ta ae0n \ W6 * tCnde " C >’ b >' oonVnt^ 

bofor ° dcath ' sou, d lv , 

theboj.?ro„ifura rr° blunt seEsati °“- und th ° 

succumb; and 5 “eL so I foJ/n 1 ” 7,? °' bUrdcn ’ a£ter » 

with eren-tbing to excite ttTta “o^lto ^“Hhe ’’IT “th, 

•tnckeu motionless and senseless b/grief-L dead m^ 
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recalled to life by the words that were to herald him into life everlasting 
— the old man, whom I had known but as a gay companion, displayed 
now before my eyes in all the workings of his feeling heart, called up by 
the afflictions of one world and the terrors of another, — and this in a wild 
and dreary valley, far from man’s dwelling. Yet, amid all this, and, 
more than all, the harassing conviction that some deed of blood, Borne 
dark hour of crime, had been here at work, perhaps to be concealed for 
ever, and go unavenged, save of Heaven — and yet, with this around and 
about me, I slept. How long I know not ; hut when I woke the mist of morn- 
ing hung in the valley, or rolled, in masses ol cloud-like vapour, along 
the mountain-side. In an instant the wliolo scene of the previous night 
was before me, and the priest still knelt beside the bed and prayed. I 

looked for the woman, but she was gone. 

The noise of wheels at some distanco could now he heard on the moun- 
tain road, and, as I walked stealthily from the door, 1 could see three figuics 
descending the pass followed by a car and horse. As thci came along, I 
marked that beneath the straw on the car something protruded itself on 
either side, and this I soon saw was a coffin. As the men approached the 
anglo of the road, they halted, and Fceme to converse in an eager and 
anxious manner, when suddenly one of them broke from the others, and, 
springing to the top of a low wall that skirted the road, continued to look 
steadily at the house for some minutes together. The thought flashed on 
me at the moment that perhaps my being a stranger to them might have 
caused their hesitation, so I waved my hat a couple of times above my 
head. Upon this they resumed their march, and in a few minutes more 
were standing beside me. One of them, who was an old man, with hard, 
weather-beaten features, addressed me, first in Irish, but, correcting him- 
self, at once, asked, in a low, steady voice : . 

« "Was the priest in time? Did he get the rites < 

I nodded in reply j when he muttered, as if to himself 

(i QqjJ’q will bo done, bhflun didn t tell of Hogan 

« 'Whisht ! father- whisht ! ” said one of the younger men, as he laid 
his hand upon tho old man’s anil ; while he added something in Irish, 

gesticulating with energy as he spoke. 

“Is Mary coino back, sir ? ” said the thiid, as he touched his hat to me 

ICS1 “ Th'f ^oman - hia wife?” said I; “I hnvo not seen her to 

ay i. She was »p with us, at Kiltimmon, at two o'clock this morning, 
but wouldn't wait for us. She wanted to get back at once, poor cruytnre 
She boars it well, and has tho stout heart. Faith, maybe before Ion 
she'll make some others faint in their- hearts Hurt have stricken hors this 

night.” 

“ Was she calm, then ?” said I. u* r 

“ As you aro tins minute ; and sure enough sho helped me, with h 
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own hands, to put the horso in the car ; for, you see, I couldn’t lift tho 
shaft with my one arm.” 

I now saw that his arm was hound up, and buttoned within tho bosom 
of his great-coat. 

The priest now joined us, and spoke for several minutes in Irish ; and, 
although ignorant of all he said, I could mark, in tho tone* of his voice, 
his look, his manner, and his gesture, that his words were thoso of robuko 
and reprobation. The old man heard him in silence, but without any 
evidence of feeling. The others, on the contrary, seemed deeply affected, 
and the younger of the two, whose arm was broken, seemed greatly 
moved, and the tears rolled down his hardy checks. 

These signs of emotion were evidently displeasing to the old man, 
whose nature was of a sterner and more cruel mould ; and ns he turned 
away from the Father’s admonition, he moved past me, muttering, as ho 
went : 

“Isn’t it all fair? — blood for blood; and sure thev dhruv him to 
it’’ 


After a few words from the priest, two of the party took their spades 
from the car and began digging the grave; while Father Tnftus, lending 
the other aside, talked to him for some time. 

“ Begorra,” said tho old man, as he shovelled the earth to either side, 
“Father Tom isn t like himself, at all, at all. He used to have pit}', and 
the kind word for the poor, when they were turned out on the world to 


starve, without as much as a sheaf of straw to lie upon, or potatoes 
enough for the children to eat.” 

AN hisht, father, or the priest will hear ve,” said the younger one, 
looking cautiously around. 

“ Sorrow bit o’ me cares ; if ho does, it’s thruth I’m telling. You are 
not long in these parts, sir, av I may make so bowld ?” 

“ No,” said I, *« I’m quite a stranger.” 

“Well, any how, ye may understand that this isn’t a fine soil for a 
potato-garden ; and yet, the devil a other poor Shaun bad, since they 
t-mod h,m out O" tho road last Michaelmas-day, himself, and his wifi, 
and the httle gossoon— the only one they had, too— with a fever and ague 
upon him. The poor child, however, didn't feel it long, for ho died ten 
da> s after. M ell, well 1 the ways of Gotl there's no saving against 
But sure, if tho little boy didn’t die, Shaun was off to America, for he 
tuk his passage and got a sca-chcst of a friend, and was all ready to go • 
but you see, when the child died, he could n ot bring himself to leave the 

th °™ us ? d to 6° and s P«» d half of his days firing it. and 
ttling the sod about it, and wouldn’t tnko a day’s work from any of the 

neighbours; and at last hs went off one night, and we never knew wW 
inth C ^ me hlm UU a Pedlar brought word that ho and Mary was livin'* 

“ C r^' aW& \ from over ybody, without a friend to sly Z jZi 
you. -It . deep enough now, Mickey-there's nobody will turn him out 
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of this. And so, sir, ho might have lived for many a year ; hut when he 
heard that the boys was up, and going to settle a reckoning with Mr. 
Tarleton ” 

“ Come, now,” cried the priest, who joined us at the moment, and who, 
from his look, I could perceive, was evidently displeased at the old man’s 
communicativeness — “ come, now, the sooner you all get hack the bettoi 
We must look after Mary, too, for God knows whero she is wandering. 
And now let us put tho poor boy in the earth.” 

With slow and sullen steps tho old man entered the house, followed hv 
tho others. I did not accompany them, but stood beside tho grave, my 
mind full of all I heard. In a few minutes they returned, carrying tho 
coffin, one comer of which was home by the priest himself. Their heads 
were bare, and their features were pale and careworn. They placed tho 
body in the grave, and gazed down after it for some seconds. Tho priest 
spoke a few words in a low, broken voice, tho very sounds of which, 
though thtrr meaning was unknown to me, sank deep into my heart. Ho 
whispered for an instant to one of the young men, who went into tho 
cabin, and speedily returned, carrying with him some of the clothes of the 
deceased, and the old carbine that lay beneath the bed. 

“ Throw them in the grave, Mickey — throw them in,” said the priest. 


»• Where’s his coat?” 

“ It isn’t thore, sir,” said tho man, “ That’s everything that has a 
murk of blood upon it. 

“Give me that gun,” cried the priest; and at the same moment he 
took the carbine by the end of the barrel, and by ono stroke of his strong 
foot snapped it at the breech. “ My curse bo on you,” said he, as ho 
kicked the fragments into the grave ; “ there was peace and happiness in 
the land before men know ye, and owned ye. Ah ! Hugh," said he, 
turning his oyes fiercely on the old man, “ I never said ye hadn’t gnefs 
and trials, and sore ones, too, some of thorn ; hut God help ye if ye think 
that an easy conscience and a happy homo can bo bought by murder.’ 
The old man started at the words, and as his dark brow loured, and his 
lip trembled, I drew near to tho priest, fearful lest an attack might bo 
made on him. “ Ay, murder, hoys— that’s the word, and no less. Don t 
tell me about righting yourselves, and blood for blood, and nil that. 
There’s a curse upon the land where these things happen, and the earth is 
not lucky that is moistened with the blood of God’s creatures.” 

“ Cover him up-covcr him up ! ” said the old man, shovelling in the 
earth, so as to drown the priest’s words, “ and let us bo going. We oug it 
to be back by six o’clock, unless,” added he, with a sarcastic bitteine. 
that made him look like a fiend-” unless your reverence is going to set 

th °« God forgive y on ^ Hugh, and’ turn your heart,” said the old man, as 
bo shook his outstretched hands at him As ho spoko those wordsha took 
mo by tho arm, and led mo within tho house. I could fcel lus hand 
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tremble as it leaned upon me, and tlie big tears rolled down his checks in 
silence. 

We sat down in the little cabin, but neither of us spoke. After somo 
time we heard the noise of the cart-wheels, and the sound of voices, which 
grew fainter and fainter as they passed up the glen, and at length nil 

became still, 

“And the poor wife,” said I, “ what, think you, has becomo of her r ” 

“ Gone home to her people, most likely,” answered tho priest, “ Her 
misfortunes will make her a homo in every cabin. Nono so poor, none v< j 
wretched, as not to succour and shelter her. But let ns hence. ” 

We walked forth from the hovel, and tho priest, closing tho door after 
him, fastened it with a padlock that ho had found within, and then 
placing tho key upon tho door-sill, he turned to depart — hut, suddenly 
stopping, he took my hand in both of his, and said, in a voice of touching 
earnestness : 

“This has been a sad scene. Would to God yon had not witnessed it. 
Would to God, rather, that it might not have occurred. But promise 
me, on the faith of a man of honour, and the word of a gentleman, that 
what you have seen this night you reveal to no man, until I have paused 
away myself, and stand before that judgment to w hich we all are coming.” 

“ I promise you faithfully,” said I. “And now let us leave a spot 
that has thrown a gloom upon my heart a lifelong will never obliterate.” 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE JOURNEY. 

As we issued from tho glen the country becamo more open, patches of 
cultivation presented themselves, and an air of comfort and condition 
superior to what we had hitherto seen was observable in tho dwellings of 
the countrj people. The road led through a broad val ley bounded on ono 
side by a chain of lofty mountains, and on the other separated by tho 
Shannon from tho swelling hills of Munster. Deeply engaged in our 
thoughts, we travelled along for some miles without speaking. The sceno 
we had witnessed was of that kind that scctncd to forhid our recurrence to it 
save in our own gloomy reflections. We had not gone far when tho noiso 
of horsemen on the road behind us induced us to turn our heads. They 
came along at a sharp trot, and we could soon perceive that although tho 
two or three foremost were civilians, they who followed were dragoons. I 
thought I saw the pnest change colour as the clank of the accoutrements 

struck upon his ear. I had, however, but little time for the observation 
as the party soon overtook us. 

“ Yo11 aro on wad, gentlemen,” said a strong, powerfully. 
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built man, who, mounted upon a grey horse of great bone and action, rode 
close up beside us* 

<4 Ah, Sirlhomas, is it you?" said the priest, affecting at once his 
former easy and indifferent manner. « I had rather see the hounds at 
jour back than those beagles of King George there. Is there anything 
wrong in tho country ? " 

Let me ask you another question," said tho knight in answer. “How 
long have you been in it, and whero did you pass tho night, not to hear 
of what has occurred ? ” 

“ Faith, a home question," said the priest, summoning up a hearty 
laugh to conceal his emotion ; “ but if tho truth must out, we came round 
by the priory at Glenduff, as my friend here, being an Englishman — may 
I beg to present him to you?— Mr. Hinton— Sir Thomas Garland— he 
heard wonders of the monks’ way of living up here, and I wished to let 
him judge for himself." 

“Ah, that accounts for it,” said the tall man to himself. “ We have 
had a sad affair of it, Father Tom. Poor Tarleton has been murdered." 

“Murdered!” said tho priest, with an expression of horror in his 
countenance I could scarcely believe feigned. 

“ Yes, murdered. The house was attacked a little after midnight. The 
party must havo been a large one, for while they forced in the hall-door, 
the haggard and the stables were seen in a blaze. Poor George had just 
retired to bed, a little later than usual, for his sons had returned a few 
hours before from Dublin, where they had been to attend their collego 
examination. The villains, however, knew the house well, and made 
straight for his room. Ho was up in an instant, and, seizing a sabre that 
hung beside his bed, defended himself, with the courage of desperation, 
against them all. Tho scuffle and tho noise soon brought his sons to tho 
spot, who, although mero boys, behaved in tho most gallant manner. 
Overpowered at last by numbers, and covered with wounds, they dragged 
poor Tarleton down the stairs, shouting out as they went, 'Bring him 
down to Freney's — let tho bloody villain see the black walls ami the cold 
hearth he has made before he dies.’ It was their intention to murder 
him on the spot where, a few weeks before, a distress for rent had been 
executed against some of tho tenants. Ho grasped the banisters with a 
despairing clutch, while, fixing his eyes upon his servant, who had lived 
with him for some years past, he called out to him in his agony to save 
him ; but the fellow came deliberately forward and held tho flame of a 
candle beneath the dying man s fingers, until he relaxed his hold and fell 
back among his murderers. Yes, yes, Father, Henry Tarleton saw it with 
his own eyes ; for while his brother was stretched senseless on tho floor, 
he was struggling with the others at the head of tho staircase; and 
strange enough, too, they never hurt tho boys, but when they had 
wreaked their vengeanco on the father, bound them back to back and 
left them.” 
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(< Can they identify any of them?” said the plies', with intense 
emotion in his voico and manner. 

Scarcely, I fear; their faces were blackened, and they wore shirts 
tiieir coats. Henry thinks lie could swear to two or three of the 
timber; but our best chance of discovery lies in tho fact that several of 
them were badly wounded ; and one in particular, whom he saw cut down 
by his father’s sabre, was carried downstairs by his comrades bathed in 
Mood.” 

“ lie didn’t recognise him ? ” said the priest, eagerly. 

“No; but hero comes tho poor boy, so I'll wish you good morn- 
ing.” 

He put spurs to his horse as he spoke, and dashed forward, followed 
by the dragoons; while at the same moment, on tho opposite side of the 
road, a young man — pale, with his dross disordered, his arm in a sling — 
rode by. Ho never turned a look aside ; his filmy eye was fixed, as it 
were, on some far-off object, and he seemed Bcarco to guide his horse ns 
he galloped onward over the rugged road. 

The priest relaxed his pace to permit the crowd of horsemen to pass on, 
while his countenance once more assumed its drooping and despondent 
look, and he relapsed into his former silence. 

“ You see that high mountain to the left there,” said he, after a long 
pause. “Well, our road lies round the foot of it; and, please God, by 
to-morrow evening wo’ 11 be some five-and-twenty miles on tho othor side, 
in the heart of my own wild country, with the big mountains behind you’ 
and the great blue Atlantic rearing its frothing waves at your feet.” Ho 
stopped for an instant, and then grasping my arm with a strong hand 
continued in a low and distinct voice: “ Never speak to mo nor question 
me about what we saw last night, and try only to remember it as a 

West*” AlU n ° W kt m ° k ‘ U y0U how 1 intend to amuso you in tho far 

Here the priest began a spirited and interesting description of the 
ccnery and the people— their habits, their superstitions, and their pas- 
times. Sustaining the interest of his account with legend and story— now 
gra\e, now gay ; sometimes recalling a trait from the older history of tho 

T U rr in f ent 0£ th0 filir 0r the ^ottu7al‘l 

y his wonderful knowledge of tho peasantry, their modes of thinking 
exprel^on^able^tt cl ^ lmitiUioii of their figurative and forcible 

tain's ZT’scr * rn^Z t m : " hot !' cr ho took »°»u- 

along the surface of^he. 1651110 f° m0 C ° Uor ’ 8 turf firo - or skimmed 
man UUmer sca m th ° frail kark of an AchiU fisher. 

" th ° Wild r0SiOn " h0r ° hc lived Ikoro were 

stand a word of EngUsh Of* thT^ ° n ° ° £ "' h °“ C0,Jd SpCnk or luiller - 

ruler and the juige Before ^ „e !™|. not oul >’ the !>™st, but tho 

luogo. Before hun all their disputes we j 0 settled-all their 
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differences reconciled. His word, in the strongest 3 cnse of the phrase, was 
a law not indeed to bo enforced by bayonets and policemen, by con* 
stables and sheriffs’ officers — but one which in its moral force demanded 


obedience, and would have made him who resisted it an outcast amonsr his 

o 

fellows. 

“ We aro poor,” said the priost, " hut we aro happy. CYimo is 
unknown amongst us, and the blood of man has not been shed in strife 
for fifty years within the barony. When will ye learn this in England? 
When will ye know that these people may be led, but never driven — that 
they may bo persuaded, but never compelled ? When will ve condescend 
to bend so fur the prerogative of your birth, your riches, and your rank, 
as to reason with tho poor and humble peasant that looks up to you for 
protection ? Alas ! my young friend, were you to aslt me what is the 
great source of misery of this unhappy land, I should tell you tho 
superior intelligence of its people. 1 see a smile ; but hear mo out. 
Unlike the peasantry of other countries, they are not content. Their 
characters are mistaken, their traits misconstrued*— partly from indif- 
ference, partly from prejudice, and in a great measure because it is the 
fashion to recognise in tho tiller of the soil a mere drudge, with scarco 
more intelligence than the cattle in his plough, or tho oxen in his team ; 


but hero you have u people quick, sharp-sighted, and intelligent, able to 
scan your motives with ten times the accuracy you can guess at theirs ; 
suspicious, because their credulity has been abused ; revengeful, because 
their wild nature knows no other vindicator than their own right arm ; 
lawless, for they look upon your institutions as the sources of their misery 
and the instruments of your tyranny towards them ; reckless, for they 
have nothing to lose ; indolent, for they have nothing to gain. Without 
an eifort to win their confidence or secure their good-will, you overwhelm 
them with institutions — cumbrous, complicated, and unsuitable; and 
while you neglect or despiso all appeal to their feelings or affections, you 
place your faith in your soldiery or a special commission. Heaven help 
you! you may thin them off by tho gallows and transportation, but tho 
root of the evil is as far from you as ever. l r ou do not know them— you 
will not know them : more prone to punish than prevent, you are satisfied 
with the working of the law, and not shocked with tho accumulation of 
crime : and, when broken by poverty and paralysed by famine, a gloomy 
desolation spreads over the land, you meet in terms of congratulation to 
talk over tranquillised Ireland.’* 

In this strain did the good priest continue to develop his views concern- 
ing his country; the pivot of his argument being that, to a people so 
essentially different in every respect, English institutions and English Laws 
were inadequate and unsuitable. Sometimes I could not only follow, but 
flgieo with him. At others, I could but dimly perceive his meaning, and 
dissent from the very little I could catch. Enough of this, howe\tr. In 
a biography so flimsy as mine politics would play but au unseemly part ; 


A SCENE OF BEAUTY. 



and oven wore it otherwise, my opportunities were too fow, and my own 
incapacity too great, to make my opinions of any value on a subject bo 
complicated and so vast. Still tho topic served to shorten (ho road, and 
when, towards evening;, we found ourselves in tho comfortablo parlour of 
the little inn at Ballyhocsousth,* so far had wo both rogained our spirits 
that once more the priest’s jovial good humour irradiated his happy 
countcnanco, and I myself, hourly improving in health and strength, h-lt 
already the bracing influence of the mountain air, and that strong sense 
of liberty never more thoroughly appreciated than when regaining vigour 
after tho sufferings of a sick bed. 

We were seated by an open window, looking out upon tho landscape. 
It was past sunset, and the tall shadows of the mountains were meeting 
across the Like, like spirits who waited for the night hour to interchange 
their embraces. A thin pale crescent of a now moon marked tho blue sky, 
but did not dim the lustre of the thousand stars that glittered round it. 


All was hushed and still, save the deep note of the rail, or the measured 
plash of oars heard from a long distance. The rich meadows that sloped 
down to the water sent up their delicious odours in the balmy air, and 
there stole over tho senses a kind of calm and peaceful pleasure that such 
a scene at such an hour can alone impart. 

“This is beautiful — tins is very beautiful, Father,” said I. 

“ So it is, sir,” said the priest. “ Let no Irishman wander for scenery. 

He ha3 as much right to go travel in search of wit and good fellowship. 

^ ° don t want for blessings. All wo need is, to know how to enjoy them. 

And, believe me, there is a plentiful feast on the table if gentlemen would 

only pass down the dishes. And now, that reminds me— what are you 

drinking? negus. I wouldn t wish it to my greatest cncmv. But, to ho 

snre, I am always forgetting you are not one of ourselves. There, reach 

mo over that squaro decanter. It wouldn’t have been so full now if wo 

had had poor Bob here— poor fellow. But one thing is certain, wherever 

ho is, he js happy. I believe I never told you how ho got into his present 
scrape* 1 

“JS t o, Father; and that’s precisely tho very thing I wish to ask 
you* 


fbJwT S ' h ? 1 lJ ea f lt . ' and ifc isnt a bad stor y iu itd wa v. But don’t you . 

" r 13 3 ““I* ranch for you?- shall wc closo ,he 

“ ¥ ifc d °P cnd on Father, pray leave it open.” 
roguishly •'JlJ.T , fOTS ° iUa S a S» in ” tho old fellow, laughing 

beCig, bi;tr t :r ,,,w ^ as Pharis ^ ^ 

frora' lZ2"7»Z: h Z ,ho at Novem h ot Bob eot “ «"* lin ‘ 

* that the soonor ho got out of Dublin tho more 


* Angliti —' Town of the Fight of Flails. 
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conducive it would be to his personal freedom, as various writs were flying 
about the capital after him. lie took the hint, and set off the same night, 
and i cached his beautiful chateau of Newgate without let or molestation: 
in which, having victualled for the winter, he could, if necessary, sustain 
a reasonable siego against any force the law was likely to bring up. 
Ihe house had an abundant supply of arms: there were guns that figured 
in 41, pikes that had done good service a little later, swords of every 
shape — from the two-handed weapon of the twelfth century to a Roman 
pattern made out of a scythe by a smith in the neighbourhood; but the 
grand tonor of the country was an old four-pounder of Cromwell's time, 
that the Major had mounted on the roof, and whoso effects, if only 
proportionately injurious to the enemy to the results nearer home, must 
indeed have been a formidable engine ; for the only time it was fired — I 
believe to eelebrato Rob’s birthday— it knocked down a chimney with the 


recoil, blew the gardener and another man ten feet into the air, and 
hurled Bob himself through a skylight into the housekeeper’s room. No 
matter for that, it had a great effect in raising the confidence of tho 
country people, some of whom verily believed that the ball was rolling 
for a week after. 

“ Bob, I say, victualled the fortress ; but he did more — for lie 
assembled all the tenants, and in a short but pithy speech ho told them 
tho state of his affairs, explaining with considerable eloquence what a 
misfortune it would be for them if by any chance they were to lose him 
for a landlord* 

“‘.See now, boys,’ said he, ‘there’s no knowing what misfortune 
wouldu’t happen ye ; they’d put a receiver on the property — a spalpeen 
with bailiffs and constables after him — that would be making you pay 
up the rent; and, faith, I wouldn’t say but maybe he’d ask you for tho 


arrears.’ 


“ ‘ Ob, murther, murther ! did any one ever hear the like?’ the peoplo 
cried on every side ; and Bob, like a clever orator, continued to picture 
forth additional miseries and misfortunes to them if such a calamitous 
event wero to happen, explaining at the same time the contemptible 
nature of the persecution practised against him. 

“ ‘ No, boys,' cried he, ' there isn’t a man among them all that has the 
courage to come down and ask for his money face to face, but they set up 
a pair of fellows they call John Doe and Richard Roe — there’s names fur 
you ! Did you ever hear of a gentleman in tho county with names like 
that ? But that’s not tho worst of it, for yon see even these two chaps 
can’t be found. It’s truth I’m telling you, and some people go so far as 
to say that thcro is no such people at all, and it’s only a way they have to 
worry and annoy country gentlemen with wlmt they call a fiction, of tho 
law ; and my own notion is, that tho law is nothing but lies and fiction 
from beginning to end.’ 

“A very loud cheer from Bob’s audienco proclaimed how perfectly 
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they coincided in his opinion ; and a keg of whisky being brought into 
the lawn, each man, drained a glass to his health, uttering at the same 
time a determination with respect to tho law officers of tho crown that 
boded but little happiness to them when they made a tour in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

“ In about a w r eek after this there was a grand drawing homo ; that’s, 
you understand, what we call in Ireland bringing in the harvest ; and 
euro enough, the farmyard presented a very comely sight, with ricks of 
hay, and stacks of corn, and oats, and barley, and out -houses full of 
potatoes, and, in fact, everything the country produces, besides cows and 
horses, sheep, pigs, goats, and even turkeys, for most of tho tenants paid 
their rents in kind, and as Bob was an easy landlord, very few came with- 
out a little present— a game-cock, a jackass, a ram, or some amusing 
beast or other. Well, the next day — it w r as a fine dry day, with a light 
frost, and as the hog was hard, Bob sent them all away to bring in tho 
turf. "Why then, but it is a beautiful sight, Captain, ami I wish you saw 
it ; maybe two or three hundred cars all going as fast as they can pelt, on 
a fine bright day, with a blue sky and a sharp air, tho bovs standing up 
in the kishes driving without rein or halter — always at a gallop— for all 
the world like Ajax, Ulysses, and the rest of them that we read of ; and 
the girls, as pretty Cray t arcs as ever you threw an eye upon, with their 
short red petticoats, and their hair plaited and fastened up at the back of 
their 1 leads. On my conscience, the Trojan women was nothing to them. 
But to come back. Bob Mahon was coming home from the bog, about 
five o’clock in the evening, cantering along on a little dun pony he had, 
thinking of nothing at all, except, maybe, the elegant rick of turf that 
he’d be bringing home in the morning, when what did he see before him 
but a troop of dragoons, and at their head old Basset, tho sub-sheriff, and 
another fellow whose face he had often seen in tho Four Courts of Dublin 
‘By the mortiaV said Bob, * I am done for! * for ho saw in a moment that 
Basset had waited until all the country people were employed at a distance 
to come over and take him. However, he was no ways discouraged, but 
rushing his way through tho dragoons, he rode up beside Basset’s gig 

and taking a long pistol out of the holster, he began to examine the 
pruning as cool as may be. 

,hisov“ZJ' y0U ' Ni0k BaSSet f ' **“ BOh : ‘ “ d “» y° u 60in S 

Nothing of the kind, Major Mahon. 


God forbid we’d touch a hair 
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of yoar head. It s just a kind of a capias , as I may say, nothing 
more.’ 

“ ' Ami why did you bring the dragoons with you? ' said Boh, looking 
at him mighty hard. 

“Basset looked very sheepish, and didn't know what to say, but 
Mahon soon relieved him: 


“ 1 Never mind, Nick, never mind, you can’t help your trade ; but how 
would you look if I was to raise the country on ve? ’ 

“‘You wouldn’t do the like, Major— but surely if you did, the 
troops ’ 


“‘The troops’ said Bob: ‘God help you ! we’d be twenty— ay, 

thirty to one. i>ee, now, if I give a whistle, this minute ' 

“ ‘ Don’t distress yourself, Major,’ said Basset, ‘ for the decent people 
are a good six miles oil at the bog, and couldn’t hoar you if you whistled 


ever so loud.' 

“ The moment he said this, Bob saw that the old rogue was up to him, 
and he began to wonder within himself what was the best to be done. 

“ f See now, Nick,’ said he, ‘ it isn't like a friend to bring up all these 
red-coats here upon mo before my tenantry, disgracing me in the face of 
my people. Send them back to the town, and go up yourself with Mr. 
llenncssy there, and do whatever you have to do.’ 

No, no,’ screamed llcnnessy, ‘ I’ll never part with the soldiers.' 

“ ‘ Very well,’ said Bob, ‘ take your own way, and see what will come 


of it.’ 


“ lie put spurs to his pony as he said this, and was just striking into 
the gallop, when Nick called out : 

Wait a bit, Major, wait a bit. If we leave the dragoons where we 
are now, will you give us your word of honour not to hurt or molest us in 
the discharge of our duty, nor let any one else do so ' ’ 

“‘1 will/ said Bob, ‘now that you talk reasonably; I’ll treat you 
well/ 

« After a little parley it was settled that part of the dragoons were to 
wait on the road, and the rest of them in the lawn before the house, while 
Nick and his friend wero to go through the ceremony of seizing Bob’s 
effects, and mako an inventory of everything they could find. 

“ ‘ A mero matter of form, Major Mahon/ said ho: * we’ll mako it as 
short as possible, and leave a couple of men in possession ; and as I 

know the affair will be arranged in a few days ' 

“‘Of course/ says Bob, laughing; ‘nothing easier. So como along 

now-, and let mo show you the way.’ 

“ When they reached the house, Bob ordered up dinner at once, and 
behaved as politely as possible, telling them it was early, and they would 
have plenty of time for everything in the evening. But whether it was 
that they had no appetite just then, or that they were not over easy in 
their minds about Bob himself, they declined everything, and begun to 
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ect about their work. To it the)' wont with pen and ink, putting down 
all the chairs and tables, the cracked china, and the fireirons, and at lust 
Bob left them counting over about twenty pairs of old top-boots that 
Btood along the wall of his dressing-room. 

“ ‘ Ned,’ said Bob to his own man, ‘ get two big padlocks, and put 
them on the door of the hayloft as fast as you can/ 

Sure it is empty, sir,’ said Ned ; * barrin’ tlio rats, there’s nothing in 


(4 i 


It. 


“ ‘ Don't I know that as well as you f * said Bob ; ‘ but can’t you do as 
you are bid? and when you’ve done it, take the pony and gallop over to 
the bog, and tell the people to throw the turf out of their carts and gallop 
up here as fast as they can,’ 

He’d scarcely said it when Nick called out, ‘Now, Major, for the 

farmyard, if you please/ And so, taking Hennessy’s arm, ho walked 

out, followed by the two big bailiffs, that never left them for a moment. 

To be sure it was a great eight when they got outside and saw all the 

ricks and stacks as thick as they could stand ; and so they began counting 

and putting them down on paper, and the devil a thing they forgot, no*t 

even the boneens and the bantams ; and at last Nick fixed his eye upon 

the little door into the loft, upon which now two great big padlocks were 
hanging. 

1 suppose it’s oats you have up there, Major/ said ho. 

No, indeed, said Bob, looking a little confused. 

Maybe seed potatoes/ said Hennessy, 

“ 4 ^or it, neither/ said he. 

“ ‘ it’s likely,- cried Nick; • it is a fine dry loft. 1 

1 2vo, said Bob, i it is empty/ 

. . Wlthth:it ho endeavoured to turn them away and get them bn He 

nto the house; but old Basset turned back, and fixing his eye th 
door, shook his head for a couple of minutes S H 1 tho 

“ ‘ Jnct fl . , g .? " aU > P artl y covered with straw. 

and said nothin- ! P °° r B ° b imng dowT1 Ws head 

the doer, s ‘ " ith that the >’ the ladder and plaood it agai^t 

“ 1 fwYevc^^tiSd/'saW 0 Bob •’“'T- “ ahon “U Hennossy. 
they both grinned at each’ other as ’ H , klni1 of sulk >' w »y ; at which 
now/ thci » ^ much aa to say, ‘Wo have him 

Nick. T0U U ° 0t take u Muiss * th “. Major, il we break tho door,- aaid 
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“ * You may break it, and be hanged,’ said Bob, as he stuck his hands 
into his pockets and walked away. 

“ ‘ This will do,’ cried one of the bailiffs, taking up a big stono as he 
mounted the ladder, followed by Nick, Hennessy, and the other. 

“ It took some time to smash the locks, for they were both strong ones, 
and all the while Nick and his friend were talking together in great glee, 
but poor Bob stood by himself agaiust a hayrick, looking as melancholy 
ns might he. At last the locks gave way, and down went the door with a 
bang. The bailiffs stepped in, and then Nick and the others followed. It 
took them a couple of minutes to satisfy themselves that the loft was quite 
empty, but when they came back again to the door, what was their surprise 
to discover that Bob was carrying away the ladder upon his shoulders to a 
distant part of the yard ! 

“ 1 Holloa, Major ! ’ cried Basset, ‘ don’t forget us up here.* 

“ * Devil a fear of that,’ said Bob ; ‘ few that know you ever forget you.’ 

“ * We are quite satisfied, sir,’ said Ilenncssy ; ‘ what you said was per- 
fectly correct.’ 

“‘And why didn’t you believe it before, Mr. Hennessy? You see 
what you have brought upon yourself.’ 

“ ‘ You arc not going to leave U3 up here, sir?’ cried Hennessy ; ‘ will 
you venture upon false imprisonment 1 ’ 

“‘I’d venture on more than that, if it were needful; hut soe now, 
when you get back don’t be pretending that I didn’t offer to treat you 
well, little as you deserved it. I asked you to dinner, and would have 
given you your skinful of wine afterwards, but you preferred your own 
dirty calling, and so take the consequences.’ 

“ While ho was speaking a great cheer was heard, and all the country 
people came galloping into the yard with their turf curs. 

“ ‘ Be alive now, my boys,’ cried Bob. ‘ How many cars have you ? ’ 

“ ‘ Seventy, sir, here, hut there is more coming.’ 

‘“That’ll do,' said ho; ‘so now set to work and cany away all the 
oats, and the wheat, the hay, barley, and potatoes; let some of you take 
the calves and the pigs, and drive the bullocks over the mountain to Mr. 
Bodkin’s; don't leave a turkey behind you, boys, and make haste, for 
these gentlemen have so many engagements I can scarcely prevail on 

them to pass more than a day or two amongst us, 

“ Boh pointed as he spoke to the four figures that stood trembling at 
the hayloft door. A loud cheer, and a roar of laughter to the full as loud, 
graced his speech ; and at the same moment to it they wont, loading their 
cars with the harvest or the live stock as fast as they could ; to be sure, 
such a scene was never witnessed— the cows bleating, pigs grunting, fowl 
cackling, men and women all running here and there, laughing like mad, 
and Nick Basset himself swearing like a trooper the whole time that he d 
have them all hanged at the next assizes. Would you believe, the harvest 
it took nearly three weeks to bring home was tarried away that night, and 
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scattered all over tho oo untry at different farms, where it never could bo 
traced; all the cattle, too, were taken away, and before sunrise there 
wasn’t as much as a sheep or lamb left to bleat on the lawn. 

“ The next day Bob set out on a visit to a friend at some distance, 
leaving directions with bis people to liberate tho gentlemen in tho hayloft 
in tho course of the afternoon. The story made a great noise in the 
country, but before people were tiled laughing at it an action was entered 
against Bob for false imprisonment, and heavy damages awarded against 
him : so that you may sec there was a kind of poetic justice in the 
manner of his capture, for after all it was only trick for trick.” 

The worthy priest now paused to mix another tumbler, which, when 
he had stirred and tasted, and stirred again, he pushed gently before him 
on the table, and seemed lost in reverie. 

“Yes,” said Tie, half aloud, “it is a droll country we livo in, and 
there’s not one of us doesn’t waste more ingenuity and display more 
cunning in getting rid of his fortune than tho cleverest fellows clsewhora 
evince in accumulating theirs. But you are looking a little pale, I think : 
these late hours won’t suit you, so I’ll just send you to bed.” 

I felt the whole force of my kind friend’s advice, aud, yielding obedience 
at onre, I shook him by the hand and wished him -;jod night. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

MUllRANAKILTY. 

Ip my kind reader ia not already tired of the mountain road and the wild 

\Vest, may I ask him— dare I say her?— to accompany me a little farther 
while I present another picture of its life ? * ’ 

\ ou see the bold mountain, jagged and ragged in outline, liko the 
spme of some gigantic beast, that runs far out into the Atlantic, and ends 
in a bold abrupt headland, against which the waves, from the very coast 
cf Labrador, are beating without one intervening rock to break their 
force. Keep your eye along its base, to where you can mark a little 
clump of alder and beech, with here and there a taper poplar interspersed 

hat Z Jfnfos? S’ ‘r, ^ ° f > *“* ^ thatched 1 ZZ 

that lies almost buned in the foliage. Before the door a little patch of 

L rich^t rfa tZ in° “ ndy bcach >S lo "™k' in aU 

pc„>.o that. than. i. 
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length you stand upon the lawn before the cottage. What a glorious 
scone is now before you ! On the opposite side of the bay, the mountain, 
whose summit is lost among the clouds, seems, as it wore, cleft by some 
earthquake’s force, and through its narrow gorge you can trace the blue 
water of tho sea passing in, while each side of the valley is clothed with 
wood, lhe oak of a hundred years, here sheltered from tho rude wind 
of the Atlantic, spreads its luxuriant arms, while the frothy waves are 
breaking at its feet. High, however, above their tops you may mark the 
irregular outline of a large building, with battlements and towers, and 
massive walls, and one tall and loopholed turret, that rises high into the 
air, and around whose summit the noisy rooks are circling in their flight. 
That is Kilmorran Castle, the residence of Sir Simon Bellew. There, for 
centuries past, his ancestors were born and died; there, in the midst of 
that wild and desolate grandeur, the haughty descendants of an ancient 
house lived on from youth to age, surrounded by all the observances of 
feudal state, and lording it far and near, for many a mile, with a sway 
and power that would seem to have long since passed away. 

You carry your eye seaward, and I perceive your attention is fixed 
upon the small schooner that lies anchored in the offing; her topsail is in 
the clows, and flaps lazily against the mast as she rolls and pitches in the 
breaking surge. The rake of her low masts, and the long boom that 
stretches out far beyond her tuff rail, have, you deem it, a somewhat 
suspicious look; and you are right. She is La Belle Louise, a smuggling 
craft from Dieppe, whose crew— half French, half Irish — would fight her to 
the gunwale, and sink with but never surrender her. You hear the plash 
of oars ; and there, now, you can mark the eight-oared gig, springing to the 
stroke, as it shoots from the shore and heads out to sea. Sir Simon loves 
claret, and, like a true old Irish gentleman, he drinks it from the wood; 
there may, therefore, be some reason why those wild-looking red caps 
have pulled in shore. But now I’ll ask yon to turn to a humbler scene, 
and look within that room where the window, opened to the ground, is 
bordered by blossoming honeysuckle ; it is the priest's parlour. At a 
little breakfast-table, whose spotless cloth and neat but simple equipage 
Las a look of propriety and comfort, is seated one whose gorgeous dressing- 
gown and lounging attitude seem strangely at variance with the humble 
objects around him. He seems endeavouring to read a newspaper, which, 
ever and anon, he lays down beside him, and turns his eyes in the direc- 
tion of the fire; for, although it is July, yet a keen freshness of the 
morning air makes tho blazing turf by nomc..ns objectionable. He looks 
towards the fire, perliaps, you would say, lost in his own thoughts and 
musing*. But no; truth must out, and his attention is occupied in a very 
different way. Kneeling before the fire is a young and lovely country 
girl, engaged in toasting a muffin for the priest's breakfast. Her features 
are flushed, partly with shame, partly with heat ; and as nowand then alio 
throws hack her long hair from her face w ith an impatient toss of her head, 
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ahe steals a glance at the stranger, from a pair of eyes so deeply Mao that 
at first you wore unjust enough to think them black. Her dress ia a low 
bodice, and a short skirt of that brilliant dye the Irish peasant of the 
West seems to possess the secret for. The jupe is short, I say, and so 
much the better for you, as it displays a pair of legs which, bare of shoo 
or stocking, are perfect in their symmetry ; the rounded instep and the 
swelling ankle chiselled as cleanly as a statue of Cnnova’s. 

And now, my good reader, having shown you all this, let me proceed 

with my narrative. 

“And sure now, sir, wouldn’t it be better for you, and you sickly, to 
be eating your breakfast, and not be waiting for Father Tom ? maybe ho 
wouldn’t come in this hour yet.'’ 

“No, thank you, Mary; I had rather wait. 1 hopo you are not so 
tired of my company that you want an excuse to get away.” 

“ Ah, be asy now, if you plaze, sir ! It’s myself that’s proud to be talk- 
ing to you.” And as she spoke, she turned a pair of blue eyes upon me 
with such a look that I could not help thinking if the gentlemen of the 
West be exposed to such, tneir blood is not as hot as is reputed. I 
suppose I looked as much, for she blushed deeply, and calling out, “ Here’s 
Father Tom ! ” sprang to her legs, and hurried from the room. 

“Where are you scampering that way r 1 1 cried the good priest, as ho 
passed her in the hall. “ Ah, Captain, Captain ! behave yourself.” 

“ I protest, father * ’ cried I. 

“ To be sure you do. Why wouldn't you protest? Hut see now, it was 
your business brought me out this morning. Hand mo over the eggs; 
I am as hungry as a hawk. The devil is in that girl — they are as hard 
as bullets ! I see how it was, plain enough. It’s little she was thinking of 
the same eggs. Well, well ! this is an ungrateful world ; and only think 
of me, all I was doing for you.” 

“My dear father, you are quite wrong ” 

“No matter. Another slice of bacon. And, after all, who knows if 

I have the worst of it? Do you know, now, that Miss Bellow has about 
the softest cheek ” 


“What the devil do you mean?” said I, reddening. 

» j u st that I was saluting her a la Fvatjfaisc this morning ; and 
I never saw her look handsomer in my life. It was scarce seven o’clock 
when I was over at Kilmorran ; but early as it was, I caught her making 
breakfast forme; and, father and priest that I am, I couldn’t help falling 
in love with her. It was a beautiful sight just to watch her light step 
and paceful figure moving about the parlour— now opening the window 
o et in the fresh air of the morning ; now arranging a bouquet of moss- 
roses ; now busying herself among the breakfast-thin gs, and all the 
m hilo stealing a glance at Sir Simon, to see if he were pleased with what 
she was doing. lie 11 be over here by-and-by e to call on you ; and indeed 
it is an attention he seldom pays any one, for latterly, poor fellow, he £ 
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not over-satisfied with the world, and, if the truth were told, he has not 

had too much cause to be so.” 

You mentioned to him, then, that I was hero ? ” 

* be sure I did ; and the doing so cost me a scalded finger, for Miss 
Louisa, who was pouring out my tea at the moment, gave a jerk with her 
hand, and spilt the boiling water all over me. Bad cess to you, Mary, 
but you’ve spoilt the toast this morning: half of it never saw the firo, 
and the other half is as black as my boot. But, as I was saying, Sir 
Simon knows all about you, and is coming over to ask us to dine there, 
though I offered to give the invitation myself, and accept it first ; but 
he is very punctilious about these things, and wouldn't hear of anything 
but doing it in the regular way.” 

“ Bid he allude to Mr. Ulick Burke's affair ?” 

“Not a word. And even when I wished to touch on it, for the sake 
of a little explanation, he adroitly turned the subject, and spoke of some- 
thing else. But it is drawing late, and I have some people to see this 
morning, so come along now into my little library here, and I’ll leave 
you for a while to amuse yourself.” 

The priest led me, as he spoke, into a small room, whose walls were 
covered with books from the floor to the ceiling; even the very door bv 
which we entered had its shelves, like the rest, so that when once in you 
could seo no trace of it. A single window looked seaward, towards tho 
wide Atlantic, and presented a view of many milos of coast, indented ^ith 
headland and promontory. Beneath, upon the placid sea, was a whole fleet 
of fishing-boats, the crews of which were busily engaged in collecting the 
sea- weed to manure the land. The sight was both curious and picturesque. 
Tho light boats, tossing on tho heavy swell, were crowded with figures 
whose attitude evinced all tho eagerness of a chase. Sometimes an 
amicable contest would arise between two parties, as their boat-hooks 
were fixed in the same mass of tangled weed. Sometimes two rival 
crews would be seen stretching upon their oars, as they headed out to 
sea in search of a new prize ; the merry voices and the loud laughter, 
however, that roso above all other sounds, told that good-humour and 
good-will never deserted them in all tho ardour of the contest. 

Long after the priest left mo I continued to watch them. At last I 
Bi t mvself to explore the good father's shelves, which I found, for the most 
part, were filled with portly tomes of divinity and polemics, huge folio 
copies of St. Augustine, Origen, Eusebius, and othors ; innumerable 
vulumes of learned tractates on disputed points in theology, none of which 
possessed any interest for me. In one corner, however, beside the fire, 
whose convenience to tho habitual seat of Father Tom argued that they 
were not least in favour with his reverence, was an admirable collection 
of tho French dramatists, Moliire, Beaumarchais, Itacinc, and several 
more; these were a real treat, and seating myself beside tho window, I pre- 
pared for about the twentieth time in my hie, to read La Folic Juiwucc. 


I had scarcely got to the end of the second Act, when the door was 
gently opened, and Mary made her appearance, not in tho dishabille of 
the morning, however, but with a trim cotton gown, and smart shoes and 
stockings; her hair, too, was neatly dressed in the country fashion; yet 
still I was more than half disposed to think sho looked oven bettor in her 
morning costume. 

The critical scrutiny of my glance bad evidently disconcerted her, and 
made her, for the moment, forget the object of her coming. She looked 
down and blushed ; she fumbled with the corner of her apron ; and at last, 
recollecting herself, she dropped a little curtsey, and opening tho door 
wide, announced Sir Simon Bellow. 

“ Hr, Hinton, I believe,” said Sir Simon, with a slight smile, as he 
bowed himself into the apartment ; “ will you allow mo to introduce my- 
self? — Sir Simon Bellew,” 

The baronet was a tall, thin, meagre- looking old man, somewhat 
stooped by age, but preserving, both in look ami gesture, not only tho 
remains of good looks, but tho evident traces of one habituated to tho 
world. His dress was very plain, but the scrupulous exactitude of his 
powdered cue, and the massive gold-headed cane ho carried, showed ho 
had not abandoned those marks of his position so distinctive of rank in 
those days. He wore, also, large and handsome buckles in his shoes, but 
in every other particular his costume was simplicity itself. 

Conversing with an case which evinced his acquaintance with all tho 
forms of society, he touched shortly upon my former acquaintance with 
his daughter, and acknowledged in terms slight, but suitable, how sho 
had spoken of me. Hie manner was, however, less marked by everything 
I had deemed to bo Irish than that of any other person I had met with in 
the country; for, while ho expressed his pleasure at my visit to tho West, 
and invited me to pass some days at his house, his manner of doing so had 
nothing whatever of tho warmth and geniality I had so often seen. In 
fact, save a slight difference in accent, it was as English as noed bo. 

Whether I felt disappointed at this, or whether I had myself adopted 

the habits and prejudices of the land, I am unable to say, but certainly I 

felt chilled and repulsed ; and, although our interview scarce lasted 

twenty minutes, was delighted when ho rose to take his leave, and sav 
“ Good morning ! ” J 


* f s ° T ° d ei \ ou S h ‘ then > to promise you’ll dine with us to-morrow, 

. x IlmtonP I need scarcely remark, I can have no party to meot you, 

your ril' t n tio\v Ur f h0 °1 ^ den!ca US that; butas 1 “ 

t is less for society than scenery* perhaps l urw 
assure } ou j ou wall not bo disappointed. So now, au re voir „** Sir Simon 
bowed deeply as he spoke, and, with a wave of his hat that would have 
done honour to the court of Louis XV., he took his leave and departed 
* foUo yed him with my eye, as, mounted on his old grey pony he 
Mnbled quietly down the little path that led to tho shore. ^Albeit wold 
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man, his 6eat was firm, and not without a certain air of self-possession 
and ease; and, as he returned tho salutations of the passing country 
P* "1 lc, he did so with the rjuict dignity of one who felt he conveyed an 
honour even in the recognition. There was something singular in the 
contrast of that venerable figure with the wild grandeur of the scene; 
and, as I gazed after him, it set me thinking on the strange vicissitudes 
of life that must have made such as he pass his days in tho dreary solitude 
of these mountains. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

SIR SIMON. 

Mt journey had so far fatigued me that I wasn't sorry to have a day of 
rest, and, as Father Tom spent the greater part of it from home, I was 
left to myself and my own reflections. The situation in which I found 
myself was singular enough — the guest of a man whose acquaintance I 
had made by chance, and who, knowing as littlo of me as I did of him, 
yet showed by many an act of kindness, not loss than by many a chance 
observation, a deep interest in myself and my fortunes. Here, then, I 
was ; far from the sphore of my duties, neglecting tho career I had 
adopted, and suffering days, weeks, to pass over without bestowing a 
thought upon my soldier’s life. Following on this train of thought, I 
could not help acknowledging to myself that my attachment to Miss Pel- 
lew was the cause of my journey, and the real reason of my wandering. 
However sanguine may he the heart when touched by a first passion, tho 
doubts that will now and then shoot across it are painful and poignant; 
and now, in the calmness of my judgment, I could not but sec tho innu- 
merable obstacles my family would raise to all my hopes. I well knew 
my father’s predilection for a campaigning life, and that nothing would 
compensate him for the defeat of this expectation. I had but too many 
proofs of my mother's aristocratic prejudices to suppose that she ever 
could Acknowlcdgo as her daughter-in-law one whoso pretensions to rank, 
although higher than her own, were yet neither trumpeted by the world 
nor blazoned by fashion; and lastly, changed as I was myself since my 
arrival in Ireland, thero was yet enough of tho Englishman left in me to 
eco how unsuited was Louisa llollew, in many respects, to be launched 
forth in the torrent of London life, while yet her experience of the world 
was so narrow and limited. Still, 1 loved her. The very artlet>s sim- 
plicity of her manner, the untutored freshness of her mind, had taught 
mo to know that even great personal attractions may bo tho second excel- 
lence of a woman. And besides, I was just at that time of life when 
ambition is least natural. Ono deems it more heroic to renounce all that 
is daring in enterprise, all that is great in promise, merely to be loved 
My mind was therefore made up. The present opportunity was a giod 
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ono to sec her frequently, and learn thoroughly her tastes and hoi dis- 
positions. Should I succeed in gaining her affections, however opposed 
my family might prove at first, I calculated on their fondness for mo us 
an onlv son. and knew that in regard to fortune I should be independent 
enough to marry whom I pleased. 

In speculations such as these the time passed over, and although I 
waited with impatience for the hour of our visit to Kilmorran Castle, 
still, as the time drew near, many a pnssing doubt would flit across mo, 
how far I had mistaken the promptings of my own affection for nny 
return of my love. True it was, that more than once her look and manner 
testified I was not indifferent to her ; still, when I remembered that I 
had ever seen her surrounded by persons sho was anxious to avoid, a 
suspicion crossed me that perhaps I owed tho little preference she showed 
me less to any qualities I possessed than to my own unobtrusivonc ss. 
These were galling and unpleasant reflections, and whither they might 
have led me I know’ not, w’hen the priest tapped with hia knuckles at my 
window', and called out, 

“ Captain, we shall be late if you don’t hurry a bit; and I had rather 
be behind time with his gracious Majesty himself than with old Sir 
Simon.” 

I opened the window at once, and jumped out into the lawm. 

“ My dear father, I’ve been ready this half-hour, but fell into & 
dreamy fit, and forgot everything. Are we to walk it ? ” 

II Xo, no ; the distance is much greater than you think. Small as the 
bay looks, it is a good three miles from this to Kilmorran ; but here comes 
your old friend the curriculus,” 

I once more mounted to my old seat, and the priest, guiding the horse 
dowm to the beach, selected tho strand, from which the waves had just 
receded, as tho hardest road, and pressed on at a pace that showed his 
desire to be punctual. 

“ Get along there ! Nabocklish ! II ow lazy tho devil is ! faith, we’ll 
be late, do our best. Captain, darling, put your wat< h back a quarter of 
an hour, and I’ll stand to it that we are both by Dublin time.” 

“ Is he, then, so very particular,” said I, “ as all that comes to ? ” 

“ Particular, is it? Faith, he is. Why, man, thero is as much ringing 

of bells before dinner in that house as if every room in it was crammed with 

company. And the old butler will bo there, all in black, and his hair 

powdered, and beautiful silk Blockings on his legs, every day in the week, 

although, maybe, it is a brace of snipe will bo all that is on tho table. 

Take the whip for a while, and lay into that baste — my heart is broke 
flogging him.” 

Had Sir Simon only watched the good priest’s exertions for the nro- 
f** 1 * 11 ® quart< ? r * n hour * be certainly would have had a hard heart if 
^ ^ _ cnt ^ ised hls punctuality. Shouting ono momont— cursing tho 
dcv — thrashing away with his whip, and betimes striding over the splash* 
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board to give a kick with his foot, he undoubtedly spared nothing in 
either voice or gesture. 

4 ‘7' h 1 cr8 ! ~" lor >' bo to God ! ” cried lie at last, as h 0 turned sharp from 
the shady road into a narrow avenue of tall lime-trees ; « take the reins, 

Captain, till I wipe my face. Blessed hour, look at the state I am in ! 
Lnt him to it, and don’t spare him. May I never! if that isn’t tho last 
bell, and bo only gives five minutes after that ! ” 


Although I certainly should have preferred that Father Tom had con- 
tinued his functions as charioteer now that we were approaching the house, 
common humanity, however, compelled me to spare him, and I flogged 

and chucked the old beast with all my might up the rising ground towards 
the house. 

I had but just time to see that the building before us was a large 
embattled structure, which, although irregular, and occasionally incon- 
gruous in detail, was yet a fine specimen of tho castellated Gothic of the 
seventeenth century. Massive square towers flanked tho angles, them- 
selves surmounted by smaller turrets, that shot up into the air high above 
the dark woods around them. The whole was surrounded by a fosse, now 
dry, and overgrown with weeds; but the terrace, which lay between this 
and tho castle, was laid out as a flower-garden, with a degroo of taste and 
beauty that, to my mind at least, bespoke the fostering hand of Louisa 
Bellow. Upon this the windows of a large drawing-room opened, at one 
of which I could mark the tall and stately figure of Sir Simon, as lie 
stood, watch in hand, awaiting our arrival. I confess, it was not without 
a sense of shame that I continued my flagellations at this moment. Under 
any circumstances, our turn-out was not quite unexceptionable; but, 
when I thought of my own position, and of the good priest who sat 
beside me, mopping his head and faco with a huge red cotton handker- 
chief, I cursed my stars for the absurd exposure. Just at this instant tho 
skirt of a white robe passed ono of the windows, and I thought — I liopo 
it was but a thought — I heard the sound of laughter. 

“ There — that will do. Phoebus himself couldn’t do it better. I 
wouldn’t wish my worst enemy to be in a pair of shafts before you.” 

Muttering a curse on the confounded beast, I pulled short up and 
sprang out. 

“ Not late, Nicholas, I hope ? ” said the priest to a tall thin, old butler, 
who bore a most absurd resemblance to bis master. 

“ Your reverence has a minuto and a half yet; but the soup’s on tho 
table.” As he spoke, he drew from his pocket a small bit of looking-glass 
in a wooden frame, and, with a pocket-comb, arranged his hair in the 
most orderly and decorous manner; which being done, he turned gravely 
round and said, “ Aro ye ready now, gentlemen? ” 

The priest nodded, and forward we went. Passing through a suite of 
rooms whose furniture, however handsome once, was now worm-eaten and 
injured ty time, we at length reached the door of the dm wing -room, when 
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the butler, after throwing ono more glance at us, to assure himself that 
wo were in presentable array, flung the door wide open, and annoum cd, 
with the voice of a king-at-arms, 

“The Reverend Father Loftus and Sir. Hinton,” 

“ Servo ! ” said Sir Simon, with a wave of his hand ; while, advancing 
towards us, he received us with the most polished courtesy. 

“ You are most welcome to Kilmorran, Mr. Hinton. I need not present 
my daughter.” 

Ho turned towards the priest, and tho same moment I held Miss 
Bellew’s hand in mine. Dressed in white, and with her hiir plainly 
braided on her cheek, I thought she looked handsomer than I had ever 
been her. There was an air of assured calmness in her manner that sat 
well upon her lovely features, as, with a tono of winning sweetnoes, she 
seconded tho words of her father and welcomed me to Kilmorran. 

(jl'he first step in the knowledge of the female heart is to know how 
to interpret any constraint or reserve of manner on tbo part of tho woman 
you are in love with. Your mere novice is never more tempted to despair 
than at the precise moment his hopes should grow stronger ; nor is ho 
ever so sanguino as when the prospect is gloomy before him. The quick 
perceptions of even a very young girl enable her to perceive when she is 
loved; and however disposed she may feel towards the individual, a cer- 
tain mixture of womanly pride and coquetry will teach her a kind of 
reserve towards him.} 

Kow, there was a slight dash of this constrained tone through Miss 
Bcllew s manner to me, and, little experience as I had had in such 
matters, I knew enough to augur favourably from it. While doing tho 
honours of her house, a passing timidity would seem, every now and then, 
to check her advances, and I could remark how carefully she avoided any 
allusion, however slight, to our past acquaintance. 

The austerity of Sir Simon’s manner at his first visit, as well as tho 
remarks of my friend the priest, had led mo to suspect that our dinner- 
party would prove cold, formal, and uncomfortable. Indeed, tho baronet’s 
constrained and measured courtesy in tho drawing-room gave mo but 
little encouragement to expect anything better. Most agreeable, there- 

jfl 4 1', rt r 1 ■* ^ soup was removed ho 

had thawed considerably. Tho stem wrinkles of his haughty faco relaxed, 

an a bland and good-humoured smile had usurped tho plftco of his fonnor 

lxed and determined look. Doing the honours of his table with the most 

perfect tact, he contrived, while almost monopolising the conversation to 

appear the least obtrusive amongst us; his remarks, being ever accom! 

pa mod by some appeal to his daughter, the priest, or myself, seemed to 

ink us m tho interest of all he said, and make his very lis cnerTdee n 
themselves entertaining and agreeable. 7 d 

CaU P re8cnt but a very meagre picture of this hannv 
Pft| Ut 1 r0m0mber weU how ^sensibly my prejudices gave way, mw 
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by one, as I listened to his anecdotes, and hoard him recount, with 

£ “ » story of his early career. To be sure, it may 

be said that my mt.c.sm was not likely to be severe while seated beside 
his beautiful daughter, whose chock glowed with pleasure, and whose 
bright eye glistened with added lustre as she remarked the impression 
her father s agreeability was making on his guests. Such may, I doubt 

no have increased the delight I felt; but Sir Simon's own claims were 
st] 11 indisputable, 

I know not how far I shall meet my reader’s concurrence in the remark, 
but it appears to me that conversational talent, like wine, requires age to 
make it mellow. The racy flavour that smacks of long knowledge of 
life— the reflective tone that deepens without darkening the picture— the 
freedom from exaggeration, either in praise or censure, are not the gifts 
of joung men usually; and certainly they do season the intercourse of 
o t ct ones, greatly to its advantage. There is, moreover, a pleasant 
flatten in listening to the narratives of those who were mixing with the 
busy world— its intrigues, its battles, and its by-play— while wo were but 
bo) s. How we like to hear of the social every-day life of those great 
men of a bygone day whose names have become’ already historical ; what 
a charm docs it lend to reminiscence when the names of Burke, Sheridan, 
Grattan, and Curran start up amid memories of youthful pleasure; and 
how we treasure every passing word that is transmitted to us; and how 
much, in spite of all tho glorious successes of their after days, do we 
picture them to ourselves from some slight or shadowy trait of their 
school or college life. 

Sir Simon Bellow’s conversation abounded in features of this kind. 
His career had begun, and continued for a long time, in the brightest 
period of Ireland’s history— when wealth and genius were rife in the land, 
and when the joyous traits of Irish character wore elicited in all their 
force by prosperity and happiness. It was then shone forth in all their 
brilliancy the great spirits whose flashing wit and glittering fancy have 
cast a sunlight over their nativo country that even now, in tho twilight 
of the past, continues to illumino it. Alas ! they have had no heritors to 
their fame— they have left no successors behind them. I have said that 
Miss Bellow listened with delight to all her father’s stores of amusement, 
happy to see him once more aroused to tho exertion of his abilities, and 
pleased to watch how successfully his manner had won over us. "With 
what added loveliness sho looked up to him as he narrated soldo circum- 
stances of his political career, where his importance with his party was 
briefly alluded to ; and how proudly her features glowed as some passing 
sentiment of high and simple patriotism would break from him. At such 
moments, tho resemblance between them both became remarkably striking, 
and I deemed her even moro beautiful than when her face woro its 
habitual calm and peaceful expression. 

Father Loftua himself seemed also to have undcigonc a change; no 


“COME INTO TUB GA EDEN” 


longer indulging in his accustomed free-and-easy manner, seasoning his 
conversation with droll allusions and sly jokes, ho now appeared a shrewd, 


intelligent reasoncr — a well-informed man of the world ; and, at tinier, 
evinced traits of reading and scholarship 1 was nowise prepared for. But 
how vain is it for one of any other country to fathom one-half the dept h 
of Irish character, or say what part is inapplicable to an Irishman ! My 
own conviction is, that we are all mistaken in our estimate of them — 
that the gay and reckless spirit, the wild fun, and frantic, impetuous 
devilment, are the least remarkable features, and, in fact, only the 
outside emblem of the stirring nature within. 

"When we retired to the drawing-room. Sir Simon, who had something 
to communicate to Father Tom, took him apart into one of the deep win- 
dow recesses, and I was left for tho first time alone beside Miss Bellow. 
There was something of awkwardness in the situation, for as neither of 
us could allude to the past without evoking recollections wo both 
shunned to touch on, we knew not well of what to speak. Tho window 
lay open to the ground, displaying before us a garden in all the richness 
of fruit and blossom— the clustering honeysuckle and the dog-roso 
hung in masses of flower across the casement, and the graceful hyacinth* 
and the deep carnation were bending to tho night air, scented with tho 
odour of many a flower. I looked wistfully without ; she caught mv 
glance, a slight hesitation followed, and then, as if assuming more 
courage, she said, 

“ Are you fond of a garden ? — would you like to walk ? ” 

Tho haste with which I caught at the proposal half disconcerted her , 
but, with a slight smile, she stepped out into tho walk. 


How I do like a large, old-fashioned garden, with its venerable 
fruit-trees, its shady alleys, its overgrown and tangled beds, in which 
the very luxuriance sots all efforts of art at defiance, and whero rank 
growth speaks of wildness rather thin culture! I like those grassy 
walks, where the footstep falls unheard, those shady thickets of nut-trees 
which the blackbird haunts in security, and where the thrush sings un- 
disturbed what a sense of quiet home-happiness there breathes in the lcafv 
darkness of the spot, and how meet for reverie and reflection docs it seem ! 

As I sauntered along beside my companion these thoughts crowded on 
me. Js either spoke; but hor arm was in mine, our "footsteps moved 
in unison, our eyes followed the same objects, and I felt as though our 
hearts beat responsively. On turning from one of the darker walks 

r° T" “ elovateJ S P°‘- from whi <*. through an opening 
in tho » ®«Mhe coast came mto view, broken into many a rocky promon- 

tory, and dotted with small islands. The sea was calm and wavoLs and 

stretched away towards the horizon in one mass of nnbroken blue 

here it blended with the sky. An exclamation of “ How beautiful ’ 

her ey^^ldcd 1 !rith ' r 1 “ 1 *’ T“ d towar<U Louisa> 1 Perceived that 
her ej sparkled with pleasure, and a half blush was mautling her cheek 
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anim *7' DOt ’ thCD ' diEappointed with lh <> " r est ? " aid she, wifi 

”°' , ? d ' d not look for anything like this; nor," added I, in a 
thus ' 0 ’ " hU ° h ° WOrdS trembIed on n, y l>pa, “ did I hope to enjoy it 

She seemed slightly confnsed ; but, with woman’s readiness to turn 
the moaning of my speech, added, 

^ "*k? Ur rf ° V f^ y fr ° m ilIncsfl doubtless gives a heightened pleasure to 
wj mg like tins— the dark hour of sickness is sometimes needed to 

teach us to feel strongly, as wo ought, the beauty of the fair world we 
live in. 

It may be so ; (but still I find that every sorrow leaves a scar 

upon the heart, and he who has mourned much loses the zest for happi- 
ness. 7 11 

, ^tber, his views of it are different. I speak, happily for me, in 

ignorance ; yet it seems as though every trial in life was a preparation 
for some higher scale of blissful enjoyment ; and that as our understand- 
mgs mature in power, so do our hearts in goodness, chastening at each 
mdcal of life, till, at the last, the final sorrow, death, bids us prepare 

for the eternity where there is no longer grief, and where the weary nre 
at rest.'” 

“ Is not your view of life lather derived from the happy experience of 

this quiet spot than suited for the collisions of the world, (where, 

as men grow older, their consciences grow more scared— their hearts less 
open ?Jj 

I cihnps but is not my philosophy a good one that fits me for my 

station ? My Iifo has been cast hero ; I have no wish to leave it — I hope 
I never shall.” 

“ Never ! Surely, you would like to see other countries— to travel f ” 

“ No, no. All tho brilliant pleasures you can picture for mo would 
ne^ or requite tho fears I must suffer lest these objects should grow less 
dear to me when I came back to them. Tho Tyrol is doubtless grander 
in its wild magnificenco ; but can it ever como homo to my heart with 
so many affections and memories as theso bold cliffs I have gazed on 
in my infancy? or should I benefit in happiness if it were? Can 
your Swiss peasant, bo his costume ever so picturesque, interest mo 
one-half so much as yonder poor fisherman, who is carrying up his 

little ehild in his arms from the beach ? I know him —his home 

his hearth ; I have seen his grateful smilo for some small benefit, and 
heard his words of thankfulness ; and think you not that such recollec- 
tions as these are mingled in every glance I throw around mo, and that 
every sunlit spot of landscape shines not more bright lv in my heart for 
its human associations? Theso may bo narrow prejudices — t see you 
smile at mo.” 

“ No, no. Trust me, I do not undervalue your reasons. ” 


A DEFEAT . 
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“Well, here comes Father Loftua, and he shall bo judge between us. 
We were discussing the advantages of contrasting our home with other 
countries ” 

“Ahem! A very difficult point," Bald the priest, interrupting hor 
and drawing himself up with a great air of judicial importance. “ Ubi 
lvne t ibi atria : which may be rendered, * there’s potatoes everywhere.’ 
Not that I incline to the doctrine myself: Ireland is the only enjoyable 
co un try I know of. XJtamur cnaturam ditm possttmus : that means, 
‘ a moderate use of creature comforts,’ Miss Louisa. But, troth, I’m so 
heated with an argument I had with Sir Simon, that I’m noways com- 
petent— did I tell you he was waiting for his tea ? ” 

“ No, indeed you did not,’ said Miss Bellow, giving vent to a laugh 
ehe had been struggling against for the last few minutes ; and which I did 
not at the moment know was caused by her perceiving the priest's air of 
chagrin and discontent, the evident proofs of his being worsted by tho old 
Baronet, whose chief pleas uro in life was to worry tho father into a dis- 
cussion, and either confuse or confute him. “ My father seems in such 
good spirits to-night. Don’t you think so ? ” said she, roguishly, looking 
over at the priest. 

“ Never saw him better ; quite lively and animated, and ’’—dropping 
his voice to a whisper — “ as obstinate as ever.” 

^ we enteicd tho house, we found Six Simon walking leisurely up and 

down ths drawing-room, with his hands behind his back, bis face radiant 

with smiles, and his eye gleaming with conscious triumph towards tho 

comer where the priest stood tumbling over some books to conceal hie 

sense of defeat. In a few minutes after we wero seated round the tea- 

table, the little cloud was dispelled, and a happier party it were diflicult 
to imagine. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

6T. SBXAX’s WELL. 

How shall I trace this, the happiest period of my life? when days and 
w eeks rolled on, and left no track behind, save in that delicious culm that 
stole o\ er my senses gradually and imperceptibly. Each morning saw me 
on my way t° Castle Beliew : the mountain path that led up from the 
httle strand was well worn by my footstcps-I knew its every turn and 

winding, scarcely a dog-rose bloomed along the way with which 1 > ' 

% A ° d w U. *. l; z t ti i “ 

y„Z!n „ lh 0ud ! °‘ at movcd above, the rippling ticlo that flowed 

^ a11 - *££ 
dieg te all things that surround us ; and, the 
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high colouring of our own hearts, we feel how beautiful is this world ! 

et was mv mind not all tranquil ; for often, as 1 hastened on, some pass- 
ing thought would shoot across me. Where is this to end ? Can I hope 
ever to overcome the deep-rooted prejudices of my family, and induce 
them to receive amongst them, as my wife, the beautiful and artless 
daughter of the wild West ? or could I dare to expose her, on whom all 
my affections were centred, to the callous criticism of my fine lady- 
mother, and her fashionable friends in London? What right had I 
to stake her happiness on such a chance — to take her from all the objects 
endeared to her by taste, by time, by long-hallowed associations, and place 
her amid those among whom the very charm of her untarnished nature 
would have made her their inferior? 

Is it that trait of rebellious spirit, that would seem to leaven every por- 
tion of our nature, which makes our love strongest when some powerful 
barrier has been opposed to our hopes und wishes ? or is it, rather, that in 
the difficulties and trials of life we discover those deeper resources of our 
hearts that, under happier auspices, had lain dormant and unknown? I 
scarcely know ; but true it is, after such reflections as these I ever 
hurried on the faster to meet her, more resolutely bent than ever, in wc;d 
or woo, to link my fortune with her own. 

Though I returned each night to the priest’s cottage, my days were 
entirely spent at Castle Bellew. IIow well do I remember every little 
incident that marked their tranquil course ! The small break fast -pari our, 
with its old Tudor window looking out upon the flower-garden : how 
often have I paced it, impatient for her coming; turning ever and anon 
to the opening door, when the old butler, with the invariable habits of his 
kind, continually appeared with some portion of the breakfast equipage. 
IIow 1 stalled as some distant door would shut or open — some far-off 
footstep on the stair; and wonder, within myself, why fc*lt she not sonic 
of this impatient longing. And when, at last, tortured with anxiety and 
disappointment, 1 had turned away towards the window, the gentle step, 
the rustling dress, and, more than all, the indescribable something that 
tells us we arc near those we love, bespoke her coming— oh ! the transport 
of that moment ! With what a fervid glow' of pleasure I sprang to meet 
her— to touch her hand— to look upon her ! How rapidly, too, I en- 
deavoured to speak rny few words of greeting, lest her father's coming might 
interfere with even this short-lived period of happiness ; and, after all, how- 
little meaning were the words themselves, save in the tone I spoke them ! 

Then followed our rambles through the large but neglected garden, 
where the rich blossoming fruit-tree scented the air, loaded with all the 
fragrance of many a wild flower. Now strolling onwards — silent, but 
full of thought, wc trod some dark and shaded alley ; now- entering upon 
some open glade, where a view of the far-off mountains would break upon 
us, or where some chance vista showed the deep blue sunny sea, swelling 
with sullen roar against the rocky coast. 


FEAR* AND HOPES. 


or'. 

_ * >. I 


IIow often, at such times as these, have I asked myeelf if I could look 
for greater happiness than thus to ramble on, turning from the stupendous 
majesty of Nature to look into her eyes, whose glance met mine so full of 
tender meaning; while words would pass between us, few and low-voiced, 
but all so thrilling — their very accent spoke of love. Yet, amid all this, 
some agonising doubt would shoot acioss me that my affection was not 
returned; the very frankness of her nature made mo "fear; and when we 
parted at night, and I, held my homeward way towards the priest’s 
cottage, I would stop from time to time, conning over every word she 
spoke, calling to mind each trivial circumstance ; and if by accident 
some passing word of jest, some look of raillery, recurred to my memory, 
how have the warn tears rushed to my eyes, as, with my heart full to 
bursting, I muttered to myself, “She loves me not ! ” These fears would 
then give way to hope, as in ray mind’s eye she stood before me, all 
beaming in smiles: and amid these alternate emotions I trod my lonely 
path, longing for the morrow, when we should meet again, when I vowed 
within my heart to end my life of doubt by asking if she loved me. But 
xuth that morrow came the same spoil of happiness that lulled me ; but 

1 r , r f l i ° had SCt his life u Po* the die and durst not throw 

a nt, d 1 ^“ nS fear h ' 0m tem P tin S the chance that might in 
a moment dispel the bright dream of my existence, and leave life hi, , k 
and barren to me for ever. w me DieaK 

The month of August was (hawing to a close, as we sauntered one fine 
evening towards the sea-shorc. There was , in. I,, 0 

little spring, which was always covered by the sea nt. > * 1 ** A 113 

restored, on the tide ebbing, to its former purity and b fl l ? ' 

before ; and from tliis cause had obtained from ih ^ \ lhhl(id awa >’ «* 
reputation of being miraculous, and was believed t^ooss ° P f asantr >’ the 

properties of healing and consoling d * ^ eS3 “numerable 

w. 

Still ; not a leaf stirred ; the very birds^w^ ° ne * was calm «nd 

that solemn silence that sometimes threaten^}- USh f d ’ and there was all 
we descended the crag, however th^ i ^ outbreak » storm. As 
ns, and between the foliage of the ° f tho 8ca t>roke upon 

rolling of the mighty tide ts l ^ k ' treos ' Ve Wuld ninrk the heavv 

dushed in ioj^t‘:r:zz r z: on and ,h ~ 

peculiarly grand and almost supernatural in tT There was something 

“■ “• 
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rocks, when everything else was calm and unmoved around: the deep 
and solemn roar, echoing from many a rocky cavorn, rose amid tho 
crashing spray that sent up a thin veil of mist, through which the setting 
sun was reflected in many a bright rainbow. It was indeed a glorious 
sight : and we stopped for several minutes gazing on it ; when suddenly 
Louisa, letting go my arm, exclaimed, as she pointed downwards, 

“ See ! see the swell beneath that largo black rock yonder ; the tide 
is making fast ; we must get quickly down if you wish to test St. 
Senan’s power,” 

I had no time left me to ask what peculiar virtues the saint dispensed 
through the mediation of his well, when she broke from my side and 
hurried down the steep descent : in a moment we had reached the shore, 
upon which already tho tide was fast encroaching, and had marked with 
its dark stain the yellow sand within a few feet of the well. As we 
drew nearer, I perceived the figure of an old woman, bent with age, who 
seemed busily occupied sprinkling the water of the spring over something 
that, as I came closer, seemed like a sailor’s jacket. She was repeating 
some words rapidly to herself ; but on hearing our approach, she quickly 
collected 'her bundle together under her remnant of a cloak, and sat 
waiting our approach in silence. 

‘‘it’s Molly llan ! ” said Louisa, suddenly, and growing pale as sho 
spoke. “ Give her something — if you have any money — I beseech you.” 

There was no opportunity for inquiring further about her now, for tho 
old woman slowly rose from tho stone by tho aid of a stick, and 6tood 
confronting us. Her figure was singularly short— scarce four feet in 
height ; but her head was enormously large, and her features, which were 
almost terrific in ugliness, were swarthy as a gipsy’s ; a man s hat was 
fastened upon her head by a red kerchief, which was knotted beneath her 
chin ; a short cloak of faded scarlet, like what the peasantry of the West 
usually wear, covered her shoulders; beneath which a patched and many* 
coloured petticoat appeared, that reached to the middle of her legs, which, 
as well as hor feet, were completely naked, giving a look of wildness and 


poverty to one so old I cannot attempt to convey. 

The most singular part of her costume, however, was a rude collar 
she wore round her neck, of sea shells— among which, here and there, I 
could detect some bits of painted and gilded carving, like fragments 
of a wreck. This strange apparition now stood opposite me, her dark 
eves fixed steadily on my companion, to whom, unlike the people of tho 
country, she never made the slightest reverence, or showed any semblance 

of respect. 

“ And was It to spy after me, Miss Loo, ye brought down yor sweet- 
heart to tho well this evening?” said the hag, in a harsh, grating voice, 
that seemed tho very last effort of some suppressed passion. 

Louisa’s arm grasped mine, and I could feel it tremble with agitation 

as she whispered in tny ear, 


FLIGHTED TROTH . 


2.%7 

“ Give her money quickly ; I know her.” 

“ is your father going to send mo hack to gaol because the cattle’s 
got the rot amongst them ? ha, ha, ha ! ” Kaiil she, breaking into a wild 
discordant laugh. “There’ll be more mourning than for that at tho 
castle before long.” 

Louisa leaned against me faint and almost falling, while, drawing out 
my purse hastily, I held forth my hand full of silver. Tho old hag 
clutched at it eagerly, and, as her dark eyes flashed fire, sho thrust tho 
money into a pocket at her side, and again broke out into a horrid laugh. 
“So you’re bogiimm’ to know me, nro ye? Vo won’t mock Molly 
an now— eh > No, faith, nor Mary Luffcrty either, that turned me from 
the door and shut it agin me. Whero’U her pride bo to-morrow niirht 
when they bring in her husband a corpse to her ? Look at that M 

With these words she threw her cloak on one side, and showed tho 

water! we “ 1 “ ^CT sprinkling will, 

uutei um we came up* 

now.” lh<> Uu ° " atCr " m b ° LiS windin 8- d ‘“‘ this night, calm as it is 
“ Oh, Molly dear, don t speak lliis way ! ” 

„ \Vh M0Uy echocd tho bol ^^e, in an accent of biting derision 

ho ever heerd one of your name call me that? or are yo come for u 
chatm for that young man beside you ? See now * the snn’n * *. 

a minit more tho sea’ll he in, and it'U he too ’late jr,., JUSt g “ n ° ; ,n 

me-kneel down thero-kneel down I sav • or L it r \ C ° m ° 
mind ? ” ^ J ) or is it only my curse yo 

“She’s mad poor tiling,” said I in my companion’s car “Tw t 
have her way-do as sho bids you.” 1 U:t hcr 

Sinking with terror, pale as death, and tromblinir all r • 

h cnt °"0 knee upon the little rock beside tho well while Ih , , 

her fair hand within her own «L-,' nn r U> , do tbe old hag took 

the well. °"“ SUnny ‘‘"grrs, and plunged it rudely in 

“ There, drink,” said she, offering rrm • 

tho clear water was running rapidly wbiln h u* pulin ’ tluo »6 b which 
the rude rhyme that folWs ’ ° Chaatod r “‘ l “> r than spoke 

By the setting sun, 

The flowing sea. 

The waters that run, 
mt , , . 1 swear to thee 

In wf5‘ h Sl ' aU b ° tr “ C - M this moment now. 

In u cal or n. woe. wherever, or how ; 

ho help me, St. Sena.,, to koop my vow.” 

*"*■. ^ »rpa. 

muttered, sprang up from the stou > 1 ' "r 10 b0M ° n0 " orJ the hag 

Q St0UC ' hcr f ' ,co ““<1 neck covered . with 
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a deep blush, her lip trembling with agitation, while her eyes were 
fixedly directed towards the old woman with an expression of haughty 

“Ay, yo may look as proud as yo like. It’s little I mind ye, 
in love or in hate. Ye are well humbled enough now. And as for 
you,” said she, turning towards me with a look of scornful pity— 
“ you, I wish ye joy of your fair sweetheart— let her only keep her troth 
like her own mother, and ye’ll have a happy heart to sit at yer fireside with.” 

d ho blood tied fiom Louisa s check as she said this — a deadly paleness 
spread over her features— her lips were bloodless and parted— and her 
hands, firmly clenched together and pressed against her side, bespoke the 
agony of the moment. It lasted not longer, for she fell back fainting and 
insensible into my arms. I bathed her face and temples from the well— 
I called upon her — rubbed her hands within my own, and endeavoured by 
every means to arouse her, but in vain. I turned to beg for aid from tbe 
woman, but she was gone. I again endeavoured to awake her from tho 
stupor, but she lay cold, rigid, and motionless — her features had stiffened 
like a corpse, and showed no touch of life. I shouted aloud for aid; but, 
alas ! we were far from all human habitations, and the wild cries of the 
curlew were tho only sounds that met my ear, or the deep rushing of tho 
sea, as it broke nearer and nearer to where I stood. A sudden pang of 
horror shot across me as I looked around and below, and saw no chance 
of aid from any quarter. Already the sun was below the horizon, and tho 
grey twilight gave but gloomy indications of all around — the sea, too, was 
making fast — tiro foam had reuched us, and even now the salt tide had 
mingled its water with the little spring. No more time was to bo lost. 
A projecting point of rock intervened between us and tho little path by 
winch wo had descended to tho beach ; over this tho spray was now 
splashing, and its base was only to be seen at intervals between tho ad- 
vancing or retiring wave. A low, wailing sound, like distant wind, 
was creeping over the water, which from time to time was curled along 
the round-backed wave with all the threatening aspect of a coming storm 
— the sea-birds wheeled around in circles, waking tho echoes with their 
wild notes; and tho heavy swell of the breaking sea roared through many 
a rocky cavern with a sad and mournful melody. I threw one last look 
above, where the tall beetling cliff was lost in the gloom of coming night; 
another on the broad bleak ocean ; and then, catching up my companion 
in my arms, set forward. For tho first few moments I felt not my 
burden. My beating heart throbbed proudly; and as I pressed her to 
my bosom, how I nerved myself for any coming danger by tho thought 
that all tho world to mo lay in my arms ! Every stop, however, brought 
mo further out: the sea, which at first washed only to my ancles, now 
reached my knees ; my step been mo unsteady ; and when, for an 
instant, I turned one look on her who lay still and insensiblo within my 
grasp, I felt my head reel and my sight winder, as I again looked out on 
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the dark water that rolled around ua. We were now near tiro rocky point 
which, once passed, placed ua in safety ; and to reach this I summoned 
up every effort. Around this the waves had worn a deeper track, and 
against its side they heat and lashed themselves to foam, which boiled in 
broad sheets around. A loud cheer from some one on the cliff above us 
turned my glance upwards, and I could see lights moving backwards and 
forwards through the darkness. Before I could reply to tho voice, however, 
a large wave came mantling near, gathering force as it approached, and 
swelling its gigantic mass so as to shut out all besides. I fixed myself 
firmly to resist tho shock ; and slightly bending, opposed my shoulder to 
the mighty roll of water that now towered like a wall abovo us. On it 
came, till its dark crest frowned above our heads. For a second or two it 
seemed to pause, as the white curl tipped its breaking edge, and then, 
with a roll liko thunder, broke over us. For an instant I hold my 
footing; at length, however, my step tottered— I felt myself lilted up, 
and then hurled headlong beneath tho swollen volume of water that 
closed above my head. Stunned, but not senseless, I grasped my burden 
c oser to my heart, and struggled to regain my footing. The wave 
passed inwards as I rose to my feet, and a sea of boiling foam hissed 
around me. Beyond, all was dim and indistinct ; a brooding darkness 
stretched towards the sea, and landward tho tall cliffs were wrapped in 
deep shadow except when tho light that I saw before flitted from place to 
place, like the dancing wildfire. A load cheer from on high made mo 
suppose that wo were perceived; hut my attention was turned away by a 
low moaning sound that eamo floating over tho water ; and, as I looked 
could seo that the black surface swelled upwards, as if by some mighty 
foico beneath, and roso towering into tho nir. The wave that now 

in^on'L ifTm^t “tf th ° form9r °' 10 ’ came thunder- 

ing on, as if impatient for its proy. My fear was of being carried out In 

in ’ “ d I i,“ 0kcd llflstd >' around f °*' “me rooky point to hold on by • but 
« nu g ’ m aii lts a S°ny, eamo over me. 

beside my m choek r -tndth„ m , y T r ^ h f V' ^ * low ' Active voice 
heart. My 1 td ““ =?“*“ nt 11,0 '-‘“O' 1 ™hed warm to my 

steps seemed to grasp thoverv”^ 1 no f ved . ttni1 strong; my foot- 

spirit, I waited for tho com"' ST ‘ft \ * l °' J ““ 

sweeping high above us as wo Lugged £*£ “°° d - 

~ ort " 0 1 ^ r: 

for a second, for tW^g ^IZZ* ,TT- bUt 

US along with it. My senses now W, undermg back, and carried 

sea stretched around us- tho st ,° wan< ler; tko dark and gloomy 

water and the ‘° flit and <l,e roar of 

« 2 ' 0,ces w0 ™ ““tglofl in my eare. My 
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strength, too, was failing me, and I buffeted the waves with scarcely 
consciousness. Just at that moment, when, all dread of danger past, the 
gloomy indifference to life is fast succeeding, I saw a bright gleam of 
light flying rapidly across tho water; the shouts of voices reached me 
also, but the words X heard not. Isow falling beneath, now rising above 
the foamy surface, I struggled on, my only strength to press homo closer 
to my bosom the form of her my heart was filled by ; when, of a sudden, 
I felt my aim rudely grasped on either side. A rope, too, was thrown 
around my waist, and I was hurried inwards towards the shore, amid 
cries of “ All safe ! all safe ! Xsot too fast, there ! ” A dreary indistinct* 
ness of what followed even still haunts my mind. A huge wood-firo upon 
the beach— the figures of the fishermen — the country people passing 
hither and thither — tl to tumult of voices — and a rude chair, in which lay 
a pale, half-fainting form. The rest I know not. 

it was dark — so dark 1 could not see tho persons that moved beside me. 
As we passed along the grassy turf in silence, I held a soft hand in mine, 
and a fair cheek rested on my shoulder, while masses of long and dripping 
hair fell on my neck and bosom. Carried by two stout peasant fishermen 
in a chair, Louisa Bellow, faint, but conscious of tho danger past, was 
borne homeward. I walked beside her, my heart too full for words. A 
loud wild cheer burst suddenly forth, and a bright gleam of light aroused 
me from my trance of happiness. The steps were crowded with peoplo — 
the large hall so full we scarce could force our way. The door of the 
parlour was now thrown open, and there sat the pale, gaunt figure of the 
old man, his eyes staring wildly, and his lips parted ; his hands resting 
on each arm of his chair, but all still and motionless. Bursting from 
those that carried her, she sprang towards him with a cry ; but crc she 
leached his arms he had fallen from, his scat to his knees, and, with his 
hands clasped above his head, and upturned eyes, poured forth his prayer 
to God. Kinking to his side, she twined her hands with his ; and, as if 
moved by the magic of tho scene, the crowd fell to their knees, and joined 
in the thanksgiving. It was a moment of deep and touching feeling, to 
hear the slow, scarce articulate words of that old man, who turned from 
the sight of her his heart treasured to thank tho great Father of Mercy, 
who had not left him childless in his age — to mark the low sobs of thoso 
around as they strove to stifle them ; while tears coursed down tho hal'd 
and weather-beaten cheeks of humble poverty, as they muttered to them- 
selves their heartfelt thanks for her preservation. There was a pause. 
The old man turned his eyes upon his child, and, like a dammed-up tor- 
rent breaking forth, the warm tears gushed out, and, with a cry of ‘‘.My 
own ! my only one ! ” he foil upon her neck and wept. 

I could bear no more. Springing to my feet, I dashed through tho 
hull, and, resisting every effoit to detain me, rushed down the stops and 
gained l bo lawn. Once there alone, I sank down upon tho sward, and 
poured forth my heart in tears of happiness. 


CITAPTEIi XXXIX. 

AN UN LOOK ED- FOR MEETING. 

I made many ineffectual efforts to awako in tbe morning after my ad- 
venture. Fatigue and exhaustion, which seem always heaviest when 
incurred hy danger, had completely worn me out, and scarcely had I suc- 
ceeded in opening my eyes and muttering some broken words, ere again 
1 dropped off to sleep, soundly and without a dream. 

It was late in the afternoon when at length I sat up in my bed and 
looked about me. A gentle hand suddenly fell upon my shoulder, and a 
low joico, Which I at once recognised as Father Tom’s, whispered— 

, ‘ Thero no ^> m > r dear fellow, lie down again. You must not stir 
for a couple of hours yet,” 

minVlsked- himfiXedly f0r& m0ment ' and » as 1 clasped his hand in 
“How is She, father?” 

!f ore the sroken when I felt n burning blush upon 

one £eC ond thoT,? f th ° confido,, , co of montt » that found vent in 

MioSv id I hfd ™ f SC u my h ° art th,,t burst from mo unc °n- 
trajed her th ° pillow ' and Mt as I had be 

°l d T’ " S h0 1— > ">>' hand 

rest, and then have your 1™ S to l b°r Y °“ T‘ 'f” m0, '° 
all about it.” 9 cooked to. I behove you have forgotten 

clothes, *1 lierc'eived^that'inv n" ht™ BWpri80; " hilo > turn »"g down the 

to an immense size “ The^nr^^ 1 ™ 7™ B ?™ ly bruiscd ’ and swolh-n 

ehc, f,h or . hat°o f ^ ^ " 

she was well/ PooTboy ° 5 ° U> th ° pnest ' before that 

-i t h?ur ffi yLrug i :i; o i to fS ! s "r ,ono of th ° iast *»■«», 

?. f :Tr ,,nk " ; " n E5 ~r s fcar pn33 — -■ 

Whilo tho pain of my wlundoVf h!m with bolh '»y hands, 

are an honest -nan and “ !™ ‘ hr °"S h "** 'cry heart, you 
He. Is she well?” Tho hie dron^M! 0 / God ^ ou w «>uld not toll me ;i 

Ho clasped his hands to^nTv t^ T m5 ' “ 1 Spok *' 

tremulous with agitation— J together as ho replied, in a voice 

“ I never told a lie.” 

^oiZt^uT ^fc h ° SP A ' 0 ' anJ 1 la ^’ d — in my bed With a mind 
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Alas ! how hard it is to he happy ! The casualties of this world come 
on like waves, one succeeding the other. Wo may escape the heavy roll 
of the mighty ocean, and bo wrecked in the still, smooth waters of the 
land-locked bay. W e dread the storm and the hurricane, and we forget 
how many have perished within sight of shore. But vet a secret fear is 
everpresent with us when danger hovers near; and this sense of some 
impending evil it was which now darkened me, and whispered me to be 
prepared. 

I lay for some time sunk in my reflections, and when I looked up the 
priest was gone. A letter had fallen on the ground, as if by accident, and 
1 rose to place it on my table, when, to my surprise, I found it addressed 
to myself. It was marked, “On his Majesty’s service,” and ran thus: 

“ Sir, — I have received his Excellency’s orders to inform you that 
unless you, on receipt of the present letter, at onco return to your duty as 
a member of the staff, that your name will bo erased from the list, and 
the vacancy immediately filled up. 

“ I have the honour to be, &c. &c., 

“Henry Howard. 

“ Dublin Castle.” 


What could have caused the great alteration in his Excellency’s 
feelings that this order evinced I could not conceive, and felt hurt and 
indignant at the tone of a letter which came on me so completely hy 
surprise. I knew, however, how much my father looked to my strict 
obedience to every call of duty, and resolved that, come what would, I 
should at onco resume my position on the Duke's staff. 

These were hut momentary reflections. My thoughts recurred at onco 
to where my heart was dwelling — with her whose very image lived within 
me. Try how I would, I could think of no pleasure in which she took 
not part — imagine no scheme of life in which she was not concerned. 
Ambition had lost its charm ; the path of glory I had longed to tread, I 


felt now as nothing beside that heather-walk which led me towards her; 
nnd if I were to have chosen between the most brilliant career high 
station, influence, and fortune could bestow, and the lowly condition of a 
dweller in these wild mountain solitudes, I felt that not a moment of 

hesitation or doubt would mark my decision. 

There was a kind of heroism in the relinquishing all the blandish- 
ments of fortune, all the seductions of tho brill' .tit world, for ono whoso 
peaceful and humble life strayed not beyond tho limits of these Tugged 
mountains; and this had its charm. There were times when I loved to 
ask myself whether Louisa Bellow would not, oven amid all tho splendour 
and display of London life, ho as much admired and courted as tho most 
acknowledged of beauty’s daughters; now I turned rather to the thought 
of how far happier and better it was to know that a nature so unhack* 
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Deyed, a heart so rich in its own emotions, was never to ho exposed 
to tho coarse collision of society, and all tho hardened hypocrisy of tho 
world. 

My own lot, too, how many more chances of happiness did it not pre- 
sent as I looked at the few weeks of the past, and thought of whole years 
thus gliding away, loving and beloved ! A kind of stir, and the sound of 
voices beneath my window, broke my musings, and i rose and looked out. 
It proceeded from tho young girl and the country lad who formed tho 
priest’s household. They were talking together before tbo door, find 
pointing in tho direction of tho high road, where a cloud of dust had 
marked the passage of some carriage — an event rare enough to attract 
attention in these wild districts. 

“ And did his reverence say that the Captain was to be kept in bed till 
he came back ? ” 


11 Ah, then, sure, he knew well enough,” said Biddy, “ that tho young 
man would bo up and off to tho castlo the moment ho was able to walk — 
aj% and maybe before it too. Troth, Patsey, it's what I’m thinking, 
there’s nobody knows how to coort like a rani gentleman.” 

“ Och, botheration!” said Patsey, with an otfendod toss of his head, 
and a look of half malice. 


“ Faix, }* ou may look how you like, hut it’s truth I’m tolling ye. They 
know how to do it. It isn’t winking at a body, nor putting their great 
rough arms round their necks ; but it’s a quiet, mannerly, da cent way 

they have, and soothering voice, and a look undher their eyes, as much 
as to say, ‘Maybe you wouldn’t, now.’” 

“Troth, Biddy,” said Patsey, sharply, “it strikes me that you know 

more „ tllcir Wft y® tlian is just convanient — eh, do you understand mo 


y* e l!,’ an< * } < *°»” replied Biddy, “ there’s no one can be evenen it to 
you, for I m sure it wasn’t you taught me.” 

“ \ o want to provoke me,” said tho young man, rising, and evident I y 
more annoyed than ho felt disposed to confess; “but, faix, I’ll keep my 

Ser tWr 0t af - er ? a l iing t0 bi9 roverence > and buying a cow and a 
aresser, that I m going to break it off.” 

ti 8 hH U hI h ; h ,r ! ” “ aiJ B *? dy ’ M 5,10 “ d j ustcJ a curl that was most eoquot- 

a " oss b “ eyes ; “euro t hero's many a slip betuno tho 

wakes.- Ih l p ’ 05 th ° P00r dCar youne e cnllon, uu Will find out when ho 

ment o““memTsh.m7v,' S . h f m ° T 1 h ° ard " ,0S0 Words > an<1 lho Preeonti- 

como back in double iora I LI 1 h “ d now 

notwithstanding that mTwo, 6et about . dres f “g myself in all haste, and 

=x-e£SE5 S! = 4 ?si*Jia , Ks 

-sras sss? zz sr. 
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had heard from the priest’s servants that it was their intention to detain 
mo in the house, I locked my door on leaving the room, and stole noise- 
lessly down the stairs, crossed the little garden, and passing through the 
beech hedge, soon found myself upon the mountain path. !dy pace 
'l u * ( hrned as I breasted the hill-side, roy eyes firmly fixed upon the tall 
tow era of the old castle, as they stood proudly topping the dense foliage 
of the oak trees. Like some mariner who gazes on the long-wished-for 
beacon that tells of home and friends, so I bent my steadfast looks to that 
one object, and conjured up many a picture to myself of the scene that 
might be at that moment enacting there. Now I imagined tho old man 
seated, silent and motionless, beside the bed where his daughter, overcome 
with weakness and exhaustion, still slept, her pale face scarce coloured by 
a pinkish stain that marked the last trace of feverish excitement; now I 
thought of her as if still seated in her own drawing-room, at the little 
window that looked seaward — looking, perhaps, upon tho very spot that 
marked our last night’s adventure, and, mayhap, blushing at the memory. 

As I came near the park, I turned from tho regular approach to a small 
path which, opening by a wicket, led to a little flower-garden beside the 
drawing-room. I had not walked many paces when the sound of some 
one, as if sobbing, caught my ear. I stopped to listen, and could dis- 
tinctly hear the low, broken voice of grief quito near me. My mind was 
in that excited state that every breeze that rustled, every leaf that stirred, 
thrilled through my heart; the same dread of something, I knew not 
what, that agitated me as I awoke, came fresh upon me, and a cold tremor 
crept over me. The next moment I sprang forward, and, as I turned tho 
angle of the walk, beheld, with what relief of heart, that the cries pro- 
ceeded from a little child, who, seated in the grass, was weeping bitterly. 
It was a boy of scarce ten years old that Louisa used to employ about tho 
garden, rather to amuse the little fellow, to whom she had taken a liking, 
than for the sake of services which at tho best were scarcely harmless. 

“ Well, Billy,” said I, “ what has happened to you, my boy ? Have you 
fallen and hurt yourself? ” 

“Na,” was the only reply ; and, sinking his head between his knees, 
he sobbed more bitterly than over. 

“Has Miss Loo been angry with yon, then?” , 

“ Na, na,” was tho only answer, as ho poured forth a flood of tears. 

“Coine, come, my little man, what is it? Tell me, and perhaps we 
can set it all to rights.” 

“ Gone ! gone away for ever ! ” cried the child, as a burst of pent-up 
agony broke from him ; and he cried as though his very heart would break. 

Again my terrible foreboding crossed my mind, and, without waiting 
to ask another question, I rushed forward, cleared tho little fence of tho 
flower-garden at a spring, and stood within a few yards of tho window. 

It lay open, as usual ; tho Largo china voso of moss-roses, that she had 
plucked tho evening before, stood on the little tablo besido it. I stopped 
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for an instant to breathe ; tho beating of my hmrt was so painful, that 1 
pressed mv hand upon my side. At that instant I had gi\cn mj life to 
have heard her voice — hut for one single word I had bai tered rn^ heart s 
Mood ; but all was as hushed and still as midnight. I thought I did hear 
something like a sigh— yes— and I now could distinctly hear tho rustling 
sound of some one as if turning in a chair. Sir Simon Bellow, for some 
cause or other, I knew never came into that room. I listened again — 
yes J — and now, too, I could see the shadow of a figure on the floor. I 
sprang forward to the window, and cried out “ Louisa ! ” the next instant 
I was in the room, and my eyes fell full upon the figure of — Ulick Burke ! 
Seated in a deep arm-chair, his leg resting on a low stool, he was reclining 
at half-length, his face pale ns death, and his very lips blanched, but then 
there rested on the mouth the same curl of insolent mockery that marked 
it when first we met. 


“ Disappointed, I fear, sir,” said he, in a tone which, however weakened 
by sickness, had lost nothing of its sneering bitterness. 

“I confess, sir,” said I, confusedly, “that this is a pleasure I had not 
anticipated.” 

“ Nor I either, sir,” replied he, with a dark frown. “ Had I been aide 
• to have rung the bell before, tho letter that lies there should have been 
sent to yon, and might have spared both of us this 'pleasure,' as you are 
good enough to call it.” 

“A letter for me!” said I, eagerly; then, half ashamed of my own 
emotion* and not indifferent to the sickly and apparently dying 1 form 

before me, I hesitated, and added, « I trust that you are recovering from 
the effects of your wound." 


Damn the wound, sir ! don’t speak to mo about it ! You never came 
here for that, I suppose. Take your letter, sir I ” A purple flush here 
coloured his features, as though some pang of agonising pain had shot 
through him, and Lis livid lip quivered with passion. “ Take your letter, 
bit ! and he threw it towards mo as ho spoke. I stood amazed and 

thunder-struck at this sudden outbreak of anger, and for a second or two 
could not recover myself to speak. 

“ You mistake me,” said I. 

No ’ confound me, I don’t mistake you! I know you 
™ thoroughly! But you mistake me— ay, and damnably too— if 

punished ' SG Who Vm , CTi ^ lcd hcro > this insolence shall pass un- 

P p v ‘ ^ h hnt ^ C<Ward > 8ir ’ wonl<l c°me thus, to taunt a man liko 
mo ? Y es, sir a coward ! I spo ke it— I said it-would you like to hear 

than yoTtWnk^^ ^ ^ ifc ’ th ° romcd > T is ncar you— nearer 

ball • take vour e.W tW ° pist ° ls in that casQ ~' both loaded with 

V ° Ur cho '™> and your own distance, and hero, where we are let 

u fimsh this quarrel; for, mark mo," and here his brow darkened Unit 

, swelled and knotted in his forehead, looked liko indieo— “mark 
the account shall bo closed one day or other ! •« S maikme, 
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a +rr f* 0nce i that hc had lashed his f ury up to an ungovernable pitch, 
and that to speak to him was only to increase his passion, so I stooped 

down without saying a word, and took up the letter that Lay at my feet. 

# an ? yom reply, sir, said lie, with a low voice, subdued by 

an inward oJTort into a seeming quietness of tone* 

“You cannot imagine,” said I, mildly, “that I could accept of such a 
challenge as this, nor fight with a man who cannot leave his chair? ” 

r^ 11 ^ W * l ° ^ aS me SOj 6 ' r ** has made me a paralytic thing 

or c? But, if that bo all, give mo your arm, and help mo through 

that window place nic against that yew-tree, yonder, I can stand well 

enough. You won’t— you refuse mo this? Oh, coward ! coward! You 

glow pale, and red again ! Let your white lip mutter, and your nails eat 

into your hands with passion ! Your heart is craven— and you know' it ! ” 

Shall I daic to own it? For an instant or two my resolution tottered, 

and involuntarily my eyes turned to the pistol-case upon the table besido 

me. He caught the look, and, in a tone of triumphant exultation, cried 
out— 

Km\o ! bravo! ^Vhat! you hesitate again? Oh, that this should 
not be before the world! — in some open and public place! — that men 
should not look on and see us hero ! ” 

“ I leave you, sir,” said I sternly, “ thankful, for your sake, at least, 
that this is not before the world.” 

“ Stop, sir — stop ! ” cried he, hoarse with rage. “ King that bell ! ” 

I hesitated, and he called out again, “ King that bell, sir ! ” 

I approached tho chimney, and did as he desired. The butler imme- 
diately made his appearance. 

“ Nicholas,” cried the sick man, “bring in the sorvants— bring them 
in here ; you hear me well. I want to shoiv them something they havo 

never seen. Go ! ” 

The man disappeared at onco, and as I mot the scowling look of hate 
that fixed its glare upon me, once more I felt myself to waver. Tho 
struggle was but momentary. I sprang to tho window, and leaped into 
the garden. A loud curso broke from Burko as I did so; a cry of dis- 
appointed wroth, like the yell of a famished wolf, followed. Tho next 
moment I was beyond the reach of his insolence and his invective. 

Tho passionate excitement of the moment over, my first determination 
was to gain the approach, anil return to tho houso by tho hall-door; my 
next, to break (he seal of the letter which i held in my hand, and eco if 
its contents might not throw some light upon the events which somehow 
I bit w ore thickening around me, but o: whose naturo and import I know 
nothing. 

Tho address was written in a stiff, old-fashioned hand, hut the largo 
seal bore tho arms of the Bellow family, and left no doubt upon my mind 
that it had corno from Sir Simon. 1 opened it with a trembling UDd 
throbb’ng heart, and raid as follows: — 
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“ My dear Sir, — The event of last night Inis called back upon a failing 
eid broken memory the darkest hour of a long and blighted life, and 
made the old man whose steadfast gaze looked onward to the tomb turn 
once backward to behold the deepest affliction of his days — misfortune, 
crime, remorse. I cannot, even now, while already the very shadow of 
death is on me, recount the sad story I allude to ; enough for the object I 
have in view if I say, that where I once owed tho life of one I held dearest 
in life, tho hand that saved lived to steal, and the voice that blessed mo 
was perjured and forsworn; since that hour 1 have never received a ser- 
vice of a fellow-mortal, until the hour when you rescued my child. And 
oh ! loving her as I do— wrapped up as my soul is in her image — I could 
have borne better to see her cold and dripping corse laid down besido 
me, than to behold her, as I have done, in your arms. You must never 
meet more, Tho dreadful anticipation of long-suffering years is creeping 
stronger and stronger upon me; and I feel in my inmost heart that I am 
reserved for another and a last bereavement ore I dio. 

“ We shall have left before this letter reaches you. You may, perhaps, 
hear the place of our refuge — for such it is — but I trust that, to your feel- 
ings as a gentleman and a man of honour, I can appeal, in tho certain 
confidence that you will not abuse my faith — you will not follow us. 

“ I know not what I hnvo written, nor dare I read it again. Already 
my tears have dimmed my eyes, and are falling on the paper, so let me 
bid you farewell— an eternal farewell. My nephew has arrived hero. I 

have not seen him, nor shall I ; but ho will forward this letter to you after 
our departure. 


“ Yours, 


“ S. Br.Li.r.w.” 


The first stunning feeling past, I looked around me to sec if it were 
not some horrid dream, and tho whole events but tho frighful deception 
of a sleeping fancy. But bit by bit the entire truth broke upon mo-tlio 
full tide of sorrow rushed in upon my heart. Tho letter I could not com. 
prehond further than that some deep affliction had been recalled by my 
late adventure. But then the words of the hag— tho briof, half-uttered 
“ wlw ° f thc P n est— came to my memory. “ Her mother ! ” said I * 

evcn^lluded to° J rcmcra ^crcd Louisa had never mentioned, nor 

which all rmvn l V n ° W a thousand suspicions crossed my mind, 
i* . f a ’T a y bM° rG my own senso of bereavement, and tho desola- 
Uon and desertion I felt in my own heart. I threw myself upon tho 

w brie" wf "1 £ 50 ° rtCn > 0Sid0 m °’ and burst int0 ,W5 ' But a 

Kow wT’ nd W funded by visions of happiness and lovo ! 

how worthless dMall secmT** Tp!" e™ ^ ^ *7 T®!, H ° W valuelcss . 

taghl flowers, tho waving grass, tho low murmur of tho brfakin- ’surf 
that stole hko mue.c over tho happy sense, were now but gloomy ^ng" ,' 
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discordant sounds. The very high and hol_y thoughts that used to stir 
within mo were changed to fierce and wrathful passions, or tho low droop- 
ing of despair. It was night — still and starry night— when I arose and 
wended my way towards tho priest’s cottage. 


CHAPTER XL. 

THE PUIEST’S KITCHEN'. 


The candles wore burning brightly, and the cheerful bog fire was blazing 
on the hearth, as I drew near the window of the priest’s cottage; but yet 
there was no one in the room. Tho little tea -kettle was hissing on tho 
hob, and the room had all that careful look of watchful attention bestowed 
upon it that showed the zeal of his little household. 

Uncertain how I should meet him — how far explain the affliction that 
had fallen on mo — I walked for some time up and down before the door; 
at length I wandered to the back of the house, and, passing the little stable, 
I remarked that the pony was absent. The priest had not returned, per- 
haps, since morning — perhaps he had gone some distance off — in all like- 
lihood accompanied tho Bellewa. Again the few words he had spoken 
that morning recurred to me, and I pondered in silence over their meaning. 
As I thus mused, a strong flood of mellow light attracted me, as it fell in 
a broad stream across the little paved court, and I now saw that it camo 
from tho kitchen. I drew near the window in silence, and looked in ; 
before the largo turf firo were seated three persons — two of thorn, who sat 
in tho shining light, I at once recognised as tho servants, but the third 
was concealed in the shadow of the chimney, and I could only trace tho 
outline of his figure against tho blaze; I was not long, however, in doubt 


as to bis identity. 

“ Seemingly, then, you're a great traveller,” said Patscy, the priest's 


man, addressing the unknown. 

A long whiff of smoke, patiently emitted, and a polite wave of the 
hand in assent, was the reply. 

< ‘ And how far did you come to-day, av I might be so bould ? ” said Mary. 
“From the crossof Kiltermon, beyond Gurtmorc, my darling; and 


sure it is a real pleasure and a delight to como so far to see as pretty a 
crayture as yourself ’’—here Patsey looked a little put out, and Mary gave 
a half-smile of encouragement— “ for,” continued tho other, breaking into 


u song — 

** Though I lovo ft fox in a cover to find, 

When the clouds is low, with ft sou’- west wind, 
Faix, a pretty girl is os much to my mind 
As the tolly-high-ho of a morning." 
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I need scarcely say that the finale of this rude verso was given in a way 
that only Tipperary Joe could accomplish, as he continued : — 

u And just show mo one with an instep high, 

A saucy look and a roguish eye, 

Vho'd smile ten times for once she’d sigh, 

And Tin her slave till morning.” 


“ And that’s yoursel’, devil u less — 3*0 ho, ye ho, tally-ho ! — I hope the 
family isn't in bed ? ” 

4t Troth, seemingly,” said Patsoy, in a tone of evident pique, “ it would 
distress you little av they were : you seem mighty well accustomed to 
making yourself at home.” 

“And why wouldn’t the young man?” said Mary, apparently well 
pleased to encourage a little jealousy on the part of her lover, “and no 
harm neither. And ye do he always with the hounds, sir? ” 

“Yes, miss, that’s what I bo doing; but I wonder what’s keeping the 
Captain — I’ve a letter here for him, tliat I know ought to have no delay. 
I ran all the way for fourteen miles over Mey’nacurraghew mountain, to 
he here quick with it.” 

I opened the door as I heard this, and entered the kitchen. 

“ lluiroo ! by the mortial,” cried Joe, with one of his wild shouts, 
“ it’s himself. A11 ah, darlin’, how is every hit in your skin ? ” 


44 Well, Joe, my poor fellow, I’m delighted to see you safe and sound 
once more. Many a day have I reproached myself for the way you 
suffered for my sake, and for the manner I left you.” 

“There’s only one thing you have any rayson to grieve over,” said tho 
poor fellow, as the tears started to his eyes, and rolled in heavy drops 
down his checks, “ and here it is.” 

As ho spoke, he drew from his bosom a little green silk purso half 
filled with gold. 


“Ah ! Captain, jewel, why wouldn’t you let a poor fellow taste happi- 
ness his own way ? Is it because I had no shoes on me, that I hadn’t any 
pride in my heart ? and is it because I wasn’t rich that you wouldn’t lot 
mo bo a friend to you. just to myself alono t Oh ! lilUo as wo know of 
grand people and their ways, troth, they don’t see our hearts half as plain. 
See, now, I d rather you’d have come up to the bed that morning and left 

me > our curse— a) , devil a less than that purse of money, and it wouldn’t 
do me as much harm.” ' urun 1 

He dropped Ids head as ho spoke, and Ids arm fell listlessly to his side 

while he stood mute and sorrow-struck before me. * 

‘‘Como, Joe,” said I, holding out my hand to him— “come W 

orgn-c me If I don't know bettor, remember we were only now aequ^’ 
tances at that time— from this hour wo arc more ” * acquam- 

The words seemed to act like a spell upon him ; ho stood proadl, up, 
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and Ills eyes Hashed with their wildest glare, while, seizing my hand, ho 
pressed it to his lips, and called out, 

“ While there’s a drop in my heart, darlin’ ” 

“ You have a letter for me,” said I, glad to turn the channel of both 
our thoughts. “ Where did you get it ? ” 

“ At the Curragh, sir ; no less. I was standing beside the staff, among 
all the grand generals and the quality, near tho Lord-Liftiniut, and 1 
heard one of the ollicers say, * If I knew where to write to him, I’d cer- 
tainly do so ; hut he has never written to any of us since his duel.’ * Ah,* 
said another, * Hinton’s an odd fellow that way.’ The minit I heard tho 
name, I up and said to him, * Write the letter, and I'll bring it, and bring 


}uu an answer beside, ay ye want it.’ 

“ 1 And who the devil are you? ’ said he. 

“ ‘ Troth,’ said I, ‘ there’s more on this race knows me nor yourself, fine 
as you are.’ And they all began laughing at this— for the officer grew 
mighty red in the face, and was angry — and what he was going to say it’s 
hard to tell, for just then Lord Clonmel called out — 

“‘Sure, it’s Tipperary Joe himself; begad, every one knows him. 
Here, Joe, 1 owe you half-a-crown since List meeting at the Lough.’ 

“ ‘ Faix, you do,’ says I, ‘ aud ten shillings to the back of it, for Lanty 
Cassan’s mare that I hired to bring you home, when you staked the horse 

you never paid it since.’ And then there was another laugh; hut the 

end of it all was, ho writ a bit of a note where ho was on horseback, with 


a pencil, and here it is.” 

So saying, he produced a small crumpled piece of paper, in which I 
could with some ditliculty traco the following lines : — 


“ Dcak Jack, — If the fool who bears this ever arrives with it, come 
hack at once. Your friends in England have been worrying tho D — to 
command your return to duty; and there are stories afloat about your 
Western doings that your presence here can alone contradict. 

“ Yours, 

“J. 1 loilTON 


It needed not a second for me to make up my mind as to my future 
course, and I said — 

“ I low can I reach Limerick tho shortest way ? ” 

“ I know a short cut,” said Joe, “ and if we could get a pony, I’d bring 
you over the mountain before to-morrow evening.” 

“And you,” said I — “ how are you to go? ” 

“On my feet, to he sure; how else would i go?” 

Despatching Joe, in company with Patsey, in search of a pony to carry 
me over tho mountain, I walked into the little parlour, which I was now 
about to tako rfty leave of for over. 

It was only then, as t threw' myself upon a seat, alono and in solitude, 
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that I felt the full force of all my sorrow — the hlight that had fallen on 
my dearest hopes, and the blank, bleak prospect of life beforo me. Sir 
Simon Bellow’s loiter I read over onco more; but now tho mystery it 
contained had lost all interest for me, and I had only thoughts for my 
own affliction. Suddenly, a deep burning spot glowed on my cheek, as I 
remembered my interview with l' lick Buiko, and I sprang to my legs, 
and for a second or two felt undecided whether I would not give him tho 
opportunity he so longed for. It was but a second, and my better reason 
came back ; and I blushed even deeper with shame than I did with passion. 

Cal m i n g myself with a mighty effort, I endeavoured to pen a few linos 
to my worthy and kind friend, Father Loftus. I dared not toll him tho 


real cause of my departure, though, indeed, I guessed from his absence 
that he had accompanied the Bellows, and but simply spoke of my return 
to duty as imperative, and my regret that after such proofs of his ftiend- 
ship I could not shake liis hand at parting. The continued flurry of my 
feelings doubtless made this a very confused and inexplicit document ; but 
I could do no better. In fact, the conviction I had long been labouring 
under, but never could thoroughly appreciate, broke on me at the moment. 
It was this: the sudden vicissitudes of every-day life in Ireland are sadly 
unsuited to our English natures and habits of thought and action. These 
changes from grave to gay— these outbreaks of high-soulcd enthusiasm 
followed by dark reflective traits of brooding thought— these noblo im- 
pulses of good— these events of more than tragic horror— demand a 
changeful, even a forgetful, temperament to bear them; and while tho 
Irishman rises or falls with every emergency of Ids fate, with us imp res 
sions are eating deeper and deeper into our hearts, and we become sad and 
thoughtful, and prematurely old. Thus, at least, did I feel, and seemed 
to myself as though very many years had passed over me since I had left 
my father s house. Tho tramp of feet, and tho sounds of speaking and 

laughter outside, interrupted my musings, and I heard my friend Joe 
carolling' at the top of his voice— 


lilt bestrode ti high -broil stood t 

And the huntsman one that was broken-kneetl - 
And lather Fitz had a wiry weed, 

" ith his tally-high*ho in the morning ” 

o * 


Faith, and you’re a great beast entirely, and ono inio-hfc ,lnn « 
on your back, and leave room for tho piper besides." * J ' 3 

leading Pe up a fhoX^med^iw bright “ 00nli S ht l '^eld tho party 
square proportions fuUy fortified °* b ““ ttUd 

Have you bought this pony for mo, Joe f ” cried I. 

where we’ll get Andy’s^re tTmo^mo^ng 0 " “ P ‘° mclc >’’ s miU ». 
“ Borrowed him ? 99 e * 
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“ Yes.” 

“ Where’s his owner?” 

“ He’s in bed, where he ought to be. I tould him through the door 
who it was for, and that he needn’t get up, as I’d find the ways of the 


place myself, and ye see so I did.” 

“ Told him who it was for ! Why, he never heard of me in his life.” 
“Devil may care; sure you’ve the priest’s friend; and who has a 
better warrant for everything in the place? Don't you know the song— 


“ And Father Fitz had no cows nor sheep, 
And the devil a hen or pig to keep : 

But a pleasanter house to dine or sleep 
You’d never find till morning. 


“ * For Molly,’ says he, ‘ if the fowls be few 
I’ve only one counsel to give to you : 
There’s hens hard by — go ** kill for two,” 
For I’ve a friend till morning.’ 


By the rock of Cashel, it ’nd be a hard case av the priest was to want, 
i .ook how the ould saddle tits him — fnix, ye d think he w T as made for it. 

I am not quite sure that I felt all Joe’s enthusiasm for the beast’s per- 
fections; nor did the old yeomanry “ deini-piquc,” with its brass mount- 
ings and holsters, increase my admiration. Too happy, however, to leave 
a spot where all my recollections were now turned to gloom and despon- 
dence, I packed my few traps, and was soon ready for the road. 

It was not without a gulping feeling in my throat, and a kind of suffo- 
cating oppression at my heart, that I turned from the little room where, 
in happier times, I kid spent so many pleasant hours ; and, bidding a last 
good-bye to the priest’s household, told them to say to l ather Tom how sad 
1 felt at leaving before he returned. This done, I mounted the little pony, 
and, escorted by Joe, who held the bridle, descended the hill, and soon 
found myself by the little rivulet that munnurod along tho steep glen 

through which our path was lying. 


CHAPTER XLI. 

TIPI’BUABY JOE. 

I have already passingly alluded to Joe’s conversational powers; and 
certainly they were exercised on this occasion with a more than common 
ability, either taking my silence as a suggestion for him to speak -or, 
perhaps, and more probably, perceiving that some deep depression was 
over me — tho kind-hearted fellow poured forth hie stones of song and 
legend without ceasing. Now amusing me by his wild and Ltful snatches 
of old ballade — now narrating in his simple hut touching eloquence some 


JOE IS FRIGHTENED, 
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bygone story of thrilling interest — the long hours of the night passed 
over, and at daybreak we found ourselves descending the mountain towards 
a large and cultivated valley, in which I could faintly distinguish in the 
misty distance the little mill where our relay was to be found. 

I stopped for a few minutes to gaze upon the scene before me. It was 
one of those peaceful landscapes of rural beauty which beam more of 
soothing influence upon the sorrow-struck heart than the softest voice of 
consolation. Unlike tho works of man, they apeak directly to our souls, 
while they appeal to our reason ; and the truth comes foreed upon us that 
we alone must not repine. A broad and richly cultivated valley, bounded 
by mountains whose sides w'ere clothed with deep wood — a stream, whose 
wayward course watered every portion of the plain, was seen now flowing 
among the grassy meadows, or peeping from the alders that lined tho 
banks. The heavy mist of morning was rolling lazily up the mountain- 

‘„V ' md , bc ' n 1 eath f W U>° rich green of pasture un<l meadow 

land was breaking forth, dotted with cattle and sheep. As I looked, Joe 

minutesaho ? d l ‘' “rf ^ *“ UI>on thc «nd seemed for some 

absorbed m hstenmg. Then suddenly springing up, ho eried out-! 

Andy MuLT ^ 5 ' V ° nde1 ' what ' 8 tho I hope 

his tahlLl SOn °7 Cam ° °^ r KiS "' !U fcatur “. aa l>0 muttered between 
two hues SOm ° ° ld S °" S> ° £ WhicU 1 <*tch tho last 


< t 


And when friends are crying around the dying, 

\Y ho wouldn’t wish he had lived alone !” 

"Mtl^ unnatural lustre, 

:r^: ond - ° nd whcn ,h ° (i - — . to earih?^!;:;,” :T£ 

U,C o forget mc°i?trre™!, 5 ;i,!g.“ end ; vhea ?«“ count 

overheard ; don’t My tLt-them’s d!n '°' V VOi ° 0 ’ ® S if fearful of being 
I turned towards Inin ^Uh astt^ '"/ 0 ^” 
whole countenance had undergone ^ e . nt> and P er <*ived that his 
boshing kok was gone; Te bright eok^hndf ** 

and stealthy look around him I ** h ° « a Wie<i 

working witliin him. ld mark th at some secrot fear Wll , 

“ A\1iat is it, Joe ? ” said I- « v 
*o t said he, in a tone scarce ni1 ,i;i t , U ? Aro you iU?»» 

' no: ^ you - 

“1*11 tell you— that’s ht i n . 50U ’ “ y P 00r follow?” 
friendly with the gcdleml „ ^ taUcd my fathor-thoy said h 
* ’ Ud 5,8115 0n U ! ” Mo paused, and hi s 
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became rooted to the ground, as if on some object there fiom which he 
could not turn his gaze. “Yes, I mind it well — we were sitting by the 
fire in the guard-room all alone by ourselves — the troops was away, I 
don’t know where — when we heard the tramp of men marching, hut not 
regular, but coming as if they didn’t care how, and horses and carts rat- 
tling and rumbling among them. 

“ ‘ Thim’s the boys,* says my father. ‘ Give mo that ould cockade 
there, till I stick it in my cap, and reach me over the fiddle, till I rise a 
tune for them.’ 

“ I mind little more till we was marching at the head of them through 
the town, down towards the new college that was building — it’s Maynooth 
I’m speaking about — and then we turned to the left, my father scraping 
away all the time every tune he thought they’d like ; and if now and 
then by mistake he’d play anything that did not plazo them, they’d damn 
and blast him with the dreadfullest curses, and stick a pike into him, till 
the blood would come running down his back ; and then my father would 
cry out — 

“ ‘ I’ll tell my friends on you for this — devil a lie on it, but I will/ 

“ At last we came to the Duko’s wall, and then my father sat down on 
the roadside, and cried out that ho wouldn’t go a step further, for I was 
crying away with sore feet at the pace we were going, and asking every 
minute to be let sit down to rest myself. 

“ ‘ Look at the child,’ says he ; ‘his feet’s all bleeding.’ 

“ ‘ Ye have only a littlo further to go, ’.says one of them that had cross- 
belts on , and a green sash about him. 

“ ‘ The divil resave another step,’ says my father. 

“ 'Tell Billy to play us “The Farmor’s Daughter” before ho goes/ 

says one in the crowd. 

‘“I’d rather hear “ The Little Bowld Fox,” * says another. 

“ « No, no, “ Baltiorum ! Baltiorum ! ” ' says many more behind. 

“ * Ye shall have them all/ says my father, ‘and that’ll plaze yo/ 
“And so ho set to, and played the three tunes as beautiful as ever 
y, !i> :trd ; and when he was done, the man with the bt‘lts ups and s,i\ a to 

him— , , . , 

“ < Ye’re a fine hand, Billy, and it’s a pity to lose you, and your friends 

will bo sorry for you’ — and he said this with a grin — ‘but take the spado 

there and dig a hole, for wo must bo jogging; it’s nigh day.’ 

“ Well, my father, though ho was tired enough, took tho spado, and 
began digging as they told him, for ho thought to himself, 4 The boys is 
goFng to hido the pikes and the carbines beforo they go homo/ Well, 
when ho worked half an hour, he threw off his coat, and set to it again ; 
and at last ho grew tired and sat down on the side of tho big hole, and 

called out — 

“ ‘ Isn’t it big enough now’, boys?’ 

“ ‘ No,* says the Captain, 4 n01 ' half/ 


BUR I ED ALIVE . 


•j?n 

“ Su my father set to once more, and worked away with nil Ins might, 
»nd they all stood by, talking and laughing with one another. 

'“Will it do now?’ says my father; ‘for smo enough I’m dean 
beat.’ 

Maybe it might,’ says ono of them : ‘lie down and see if il*s the 
length.’ 

Well, is it that it’s for r ’ says my hither : ‘ faix, I never guessed it 

was a grave.’ And so he took off his cap and lay down his full longth in 
the hole. 

That s all right,’ says the others, and began with spades and shovels 
to cover him up. At first ho laughed away as hearty as the rest; but 
when the mould grew heavy on him, bo began to screech out to let him 
up, and then his voice grew weaker and fainter, and they waited a little 
then worked harder, and then came a groan, and all was still ; and they 
patted the sods over him and heaped them up; and then they took mo 

f , . pu m the middlo of them, arid one called out, ‘March!’ i 
t ought I saw the green sod moving on the top of the grave as wo 
waheed away, and heard a voico half-choking calling out ‘ Th 
boys, there,- and then a laugh. But sure I oinTe^ the son aUU 
when there's nobody near me, and I do bo looking on the ground Ty my! 

“ Great God ! ” cried I, “ is this true? ” 

X rue as you re there ” roiiliod tit, tc r . 

it happened, and I never knowhow limo J aTL^o ?«° W . hc " 

ago, only it was in th„ „„„ c A nt nco> nor how l«nff it is 

and the country P “plo never cllj h »"d <>>« soldiers 

whatever ono did to-day, the others wo^d ‘°t T° "'‘° lhcr : 

But it’s truth evory word of it- nn i n . ^ Cat out to-morrow. 

gtuvo- to this hour i go th r l : ‘ ** fool’s 

This frightful storyi^ 1 ;:' 1 ^; hoT ,l r soif -” 

thrilled through mo with hor^r W after tlo imn 1 - 1,0 "'° r ° f ““ th - 
faded away from him who told it- +» , m P Ie,SMOn seemed to liavo 

on, I heard nothing; nor did I inark ' ‘° Ush 10 stiU continued to apeak 
beside the little sttLn whil Jn^cd io thoS UUtU 1 fOU “ J 


CHAPTER XLII. 

Job was right; the mi„ wJnotaT woTi 

rnoned to Ennis, Whoro tho assizoVwero Jnn • ^ ’’ hnJ b “'n su m . 

which had formed part of our calculation! w ,' S for " ard - Tito mar, 
down in tho littlo porch to hold a ™, ™? , ° absen ‘i «nd wo sal 

coedmgs. After canvassing th e “ s *° »>*<• future pro. 

few minutes, and returned wRh tho tfo ,“° m0 ‘ ime - Joc lof ‘ for a 
r. 2 1110 “fonnation that tho high road to 
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Ennis lay only a couple of miles distant, and that a stage-coach would 
pass there in about two horns, by which I could reach the town that 
evening. It was therefore decided that ho should return with tho pony 
to Murrannkilty ; while I, having procured a gossoon to carry my bag- 
gage, made the best of my way towards tho Ennis road. 

Joe soon found me an urchin to succeed him as my guide and com- 
panion, and with an affectionate leave-taking, and a faithful promise to 
meet me sometime and somewhere, wo parted. 

So long as I had journeyed along beside my poor half-witted follower, 
the strange and fickle features of his wandering intellect had somehow 
interi uptod the channels of my own feelings, and left me no room for 
reflection on my changed fortunes. Now, however, my thoughts returned 
to the past with all tho force of some dammed-up current, and mv blighted 
hopes threw a dark and sombre shadow over all my features. AVhat 
cared I what became of me ? why did I hasten hither and thither ? were 
my first reflections. If life had lost its charm, so had misfortune its 
terror for me. There seemed something frivolous and contemptible in 
the return to those duties which in all tho buoyant exhilaration of my 
former life had ever seemed unfitting and unmanly. No: rather let mo 
seek for some emplo3'inent on activo service — the soldier’s career I onco 
longed for, to taste its glorious enthusiasm, I wished for now, to enjoy its 
ceaseless movement and exertion. 


As I thought over all I had seen and gone through einco my arrival 
in Ireland — its varied scenes of mirth and woe ; its reckless pleasures, its 
wilder despair — I believed that I had acquired a far deeper insight into 
my own heart in proportion as I looked more into thoso of others. A 
not unfrequent error this. The outstretched page of human nature that I 
had been gazing on had shown mo the passions and feelings of othor men 
laid bare beforo me, w'hile my own heart lay dark, enshrined, and 
un visited within mo. I believed that life had no longer anything to 
tie me to it — and I was not then twenty ! Had I counted doublo as many 
years, I had had more reason for the belief, and more difficulty to think so. 
Sometimes I endeavoured to console myself by thinking of all the 
obstacles that, under the happiest circumstances, must have opposed them- 
selves to my union with Louisa Bellow. My mother’s pride alone seemed 
an insurmountable one. But then I thought of what a noble part had 
lain before me, to prefer the object of my love — tho prize of my own 
winning — to all the caresses of fortune — all tho seductions of the world. 
Sir Simon Bellew, too — what could he mean ? The oecrct he alluded to, 
what was it ? Alas ! what mattered it? — my doom was sealed — my fate 
deei<k‘d— I had no care for how ! 


Such were my thoughts as I journeyed along the path that conducted 
towards tho high road, while my little guide, hare-legged and bare-footed, 
trotted on merrily before me, who, with none of this world’s goods, had 
no room in his heart for sorrow or repining. 
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We at last reached the road, which, dusty and deserted, skirted the side 

of a bleak mountain for miles — not a house to bo seen, not a traveller, 

nor scarcely a wheel -track to mark the course of any one having passed 

there. I had not followed it for more than half an hour when I tieaid 

the tramp of horses and the roll which announced tho approach of an 

equipage. Avast cloud of dust, through which a pair of leaders wero 

alone visible, appeared at a distance. I seated myself at tho roadside to 

await its coming, my little gossoon beside me, evidently not sorry to have 

reached a resting-place; and once more my thoughts returned to their 

well-worn channel, and my head sank on my bosom. I forgot whero I 

was, when suddenly the prancing of a pair of horses close to me aroused 

me from my stupor, and a postilion called out to me in no very subdued 
accent — 

“Will 3-0 hook on that trace there, avick, av yc’ro not asleep? ” 
Whether it was my look of astonishment at tho tone and tho nature 
of tho request, or delay in acceding to it, I know not, but a hearty 
curse from the fellow on tho wheelers perfectly awakened mo, and I 

dSu^i 0 b n S ° mething n0t exact] y ^xikitcd to appease tho heat of tho 

v ‘‘ Bc S orra .” lie of tho leaders, “it's always the way with your 
shabby gen tools and ho swung himself down from the saddle to ‘per- 
form tho required servico himself. 1 

°T ng thl3 /v t0 °i k thc °rP° rtun ity of looking at the carriage which 
of travel^ 0 ^ hands ° me baroucho > surrounded by all the appurtenances 

sloX llttoT o r^d PCri!l » , &C ~t ,, ' , - loola "S. la*y footman nodding 
tho rumbt w„n- T d a W f 4 innc ' d W«-maid was reading a novel in 

do™ St0 Onlv C think S of°’, Wlt , h a Kavc 0f hcr bud. “ Michael, get 

n unij think ol mooting yon here. Captain.” 6 

to catch^o”tag 0 Ut and m°v P d ;>nai: T nbout a "oss-mt over tl.o mountain 

termination oi our’ intimaev ‘° Enn . is ; "' hi)o ‘ho unhappy 

over uppennost in my mind 'and ""a mothcr ' s ‘“pertinent letter, kept 

Paul, however, haTe^ntlv “ tv T*”* anJ »T. «i. 

welcomed mo with her wonfa^ participation i n such f ee ii n g 3 ^ 

warmth that proved * 8 “ not fo “V*"* ha ^ with a 
;he whole affair. orgotten, she had certainly forgiven 


II 


bosidfher i 0 n™ h : TXhf whi^tr *\“ 1 — » - the piace 

«» ”>y luggage behiX U» buaI ^ ™6»8»d in fastening 

U, tho which two movements seemed to be m 


■^■^atap college LIBKaHI 

-SRINAGAR. 
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natumlly performed as though the amiable lady hud been in the habit of 
hiking up walking g'entlcmcn with a portmanteau every day of her life. 
‘ ‘ Well, how fortunato ! I'm going there too. Polo ” — so she now designated 
her excellent spouse, it being the English for Paul—' “ has some little 
business with the chief- justice — two murder cases and a forcible abduction 
— and 1 promised to tako liim up on my return from Mil town, where I 
have been spending a few weeks. After that we return to our little 
place near Bray, where I hope you’ll come and spend a few weeks with 
us,” 

“ This great pleasure I fear I must deny myself,” said I, * for I have 
already outstayed my leave, and have unfortunately somehow incurred the 
displeasure of his Excellency; and unless ” — here I dropped my voice, and 
stole a half-timid look at tho lady under my eyelashes— “ some one with 
influence over his Grace shall interfere on my behalf, I begin to half four 
lest I may find myself in a sad scrape.” 

Mrs. Paul blushed, turned away her head, while pressing my hand 
softly in her own, she murmured — 

" Don’t fret about it — it won’t signify.” 

I could scarce repress a smile at the success of my bit of flattery, for as 
such alone I intended it, when she turned towards me, and, as if desirous 
to change the topic, said — 

“ Well, wo heard of all your doings — your steeplechase, and yotu 
duel, and your wound, and all that — but what became of you after- 
wards?” 

“ Oh ! ” said I, hesitatingly, “ I was fortunate enough to make a most 
agreeable acquaintance, and with him I have been spending a few weeks 
on the coast — Father Tom Loftus.” 

“Father Tom!” said Mrs. Rooney, with a laugh; ‘'the pleasantest 
cmythur in Ireland. There isn’t the like of him. Did ho sing you tho 
‘Priest’s Supper?’” Tlio lady blushed as she said theso words, as if 
carried away by a momentary excitement to speak of matters not exactly 
suitable; and then drawing herself up, sho continued, in a more measured 
tone, “ You know, Captain, ono meets such strange people in this world.” 

« To be sure, Mrs. Rooney,” said I, encouragingly; “and to ono liko 
yourself who can appreciate character, Father Loftus is indeed a gem.” 

Mrs. Rooney, however, only smiled her assent, and ngain changed the 
course of the conversation. 

** You met tho Bellows, I suppose, when down in the West?” 

“ Yes,” stammered I ; “1 saw a good deal of Sir Simon when in that 

country.” 

“Ah, the poor man!” said sho, with real feeling; “what an unhappy 
lot lhs has been ! ” 

Supposing that she alluded to his embarrassment as to fortune, tho 
ditliculties which pressed upon him from money causes, I merely muttered 
my assent. 


SIR SIMON'S SECRET. 



“ But I suppose,” continued she, “you have heard tlio wh<»lo 
story — though the unhappy event occurred ■when you were a mere child. ” 

“I am not aware to what you ctllude,” said I, eagerly, while a 
suspicion shot across my mind that tho secret of Sir Simon Bellow’s 
letter was at length to he cleared up. 

“Ah!” said Mrs. Rooney, with a sigh, “I mean poor dear iVidy 
Bellew’s affair — when she went away with a major of dragoons ; and, to 
he sure, an elegant young man ho was, they said. Tolo was on the 
inquest, and I heard him say he was tho handsomest man ho over saw in 
his life.” 

“ He died suddenly, then ? ” 

“He was shot by Sir Simon in a duel the very day week after tho 
elopement.” 

“And she?” said I. 

“ Poor thing, she died of a consumption, or some say a broken heart, 
the same summer.” 


“That is a sad story, indeed,” said I, musingly, “and I no longer 
wonder that the poor old man should ho such as he is." 

“No, indeed; but then he was very much blamed after all, for ho 
never had that Jemingham out of the house.” 

“ Horace Jemingham ! ” cried I, as a cold, sickening fear crept over mo. 
“ Oh, yes, that was his name. lie was the Honourable Horace 
Jemingham, the younger son of some very high family in England ; and, 

indeed, the older brother has died since, and they say tho title has become 
extinct.” 


It is needless for mo to attempt any description of the feelings that 
aptated my heart when I say that Horace Joiiiingham was tho brother 
of my own mother. I remembered when a child to lmvo heard something 
of a dreadful duel when all tho family went into deep mourning, and my 
mother s health suftored so severely that her life was at ono time feared 

unok whom tv* 6 ^° Uld ha ™ lhrW '™ mC in, ° “ ltimn «y with those 
upon whom this gnovous injury was indicted, and by whom death and 

SSKTxir 8 ? UP ° D R ’ y h0 " S °- ™ * “ d “ d overwhelming 

t“en ” tWhtTuth t m ° T nU<1 6pe ° chlcS3 - “ U °w came it! 
men, thought I, that my mother never recognised tho name of hor 

brother’s antagonist when speaking of Miss Bellow in her loHer 7„ me ? 
erplainodit ‘° rCS ° IVC a °" U in mia<J > Mrs ’ E oonoy had 


thiS Was tho be ffinning of all his misfortunes. Tho friends of 

£°w p o7 t y o°7f„ m s7 rrr « rs 

At last they got him ontCkd ' I« 

the title and estates of his unr l ft tn, t y > *** ho «une to 

was once more enabl«T to” tt n ! H oC d 71 W " 8 tak °' 1 ^ Bnd h “ 

revenge if they wished for it* for what h t Howo '® r » tll0 y bad their 

t uea lor it , for what between recklessness and bad 
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company, he took to gambling when abroad, contracted immenso debts 
and came into his fortune little better than a beggar. Since that the 
^orld has seen little of him, and indeed he owes it but little favour. Under 

0 0 8 management the property is now rapidly improving; but the old 

man cares little for this, and all I believe he wishes for is to have health 

enough to go over to the Continent, and place his daughter in a convent 
before ho dies.” 

Little did sho guess how every word sank deep into my heart. Every 
sentence of the past was throwing its shadow over all my future, and the 
utter wreck of my hopes seemed now inevitable. 

, y hlIc thus 1 6at brooding o’er my gloomiest thoughts, Sirs. Rooney, 
evidently affected by the subject, maintained a perfect silence. At last, 
however, she seemed to have summed up the whole case in her mind, as, 
turning to mo confidentially, with her hand pressed upon my arm, she 
added, in a true moralising cadence, very different from that she had 
employed when her feelings were really engaged 

“And that’s what always comes of it when a gallant, gay Luthorian 
gets admission into a family.” 

Shull I confess that, notwithstanding the deep sorrow of my heart, I 
could scarce repress an outbreak of laughter at these words. ' We now 
i hutted away on a variety of subjects, till the concourse of people pressing 
onwards to the town, the more thickly populated country, and the distant 
view of chimneys apprised us wo wore approaching Ennis. Notwith- 
standing all my wishes to get on as fast as possible, I found it impossible 
to resist an invitation to dine that day with the Rooneys, who had 
engaged a email select party at the head inn, where Mrs. Rooney’s 
apartments were already awaiting her. 

It was dusk when we arrived, and I could only perceive that the 
gloomy and narrow streets were densely crowded with country people, 
who conversed together in groups. Hero and there a knot of legal folk 
were congregated, chatting in a louder tone ; and before the Court-houso 
stood the carriage of tho chief- justice, with a guard of honour of tho 
county yeomanry, whose unsoldierliko attitudes and droll equipments 
were strongly provocativo of laughter. The postilions, who had with 
true tact reserved a “ trot for the town,” whipped and spurred with all 
their might; and, as we drove through the thronged streets, a strango 
impression spread abroad that we were tho bearers of a reprieve, and a 
hearty cheer from the mob followed us to our arrival at the inn-door — 
a compliment which Mrs. Paul, in no wise attributing to anything 
save her own peculiar charms and deserts, most graciously acknowledged 
by a smile and a wave of her hand, accompanied by an unlimited order for 
Fmall beer — which act of grace was, I think, oven moro popular than their 
first impression concerning us. 

“ Ah, Captain,” said tho lady, with a compassionate smile, as I handed 
her out of tho carriage, “ they arc so attached to the aristocracy l ” 
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CHAPTER XLII1 


THE A S 6 I Z E TOWN. 


When I had dressed I found that I had ahovo an hour to spare before 
dinner, so taking my hat, I strolled into the town. The streets wore even 
mope crowded now than before, lho groups of country people wero larger, 
and as they conversed together in their native tongue, with all the violent 
gesticulation and energetic passion of their nature, an inexperienced 
spectator might well have supposed them engaged in active strifo. 

Now and then a kind of movement, a species of suppressed murmur 
from the Court-house, would turn every eye in that direction, and then 
every voice was hushed; not a man moved. It was evidont that somo 
trial of the deepest interest was going forward, and on inquiry I learned, 
that it was a murdor case, in which six men were concerned. I heard also 
that the only evidence against them was from ono of their own party, 
who had turned, as the lawyers term it, approver. I knew well that no 
circumstance was more calculated than this to call forth all that is best 
and worst in Irish character, and thought, as I walked along through lho 
ense crowd, I could trace in the features around mo the several emotions 
by which they were moved. Hero was an old grey-headed man leaning 
n a staff, his lack-lustre eyes gazing in wonder at somo speaker who 
narra c a Portion of the trial— his face all eagerness, and his hands 
tremulous with anxiety; but I felt I could read the deep sorrow of his 
heart as he listened to the deed of blood, and wondered how men would 
risk their tenure of a life which, in a few days more, perhaps, he himself 
as to leave for ever. Hero beside him was a tall and powerfully-built 

SfSL- “™;,r ‘V? 

purpose of ouo who could listen to nothing save the pml " of ’ it 

“t <lctcrminati » n ‘tat blood should have Mood 

thafrttrzx^rr^ toncs and “ ^ 

feeling of detestation for the ° l’ 1 ’ 1 '’ 01 ''” ™ m "ged in the absorbing 
groups as those ^Lt mL 1 1 a " d 5 '° U “ uld “ortc in such 

and convulsed features made th™ 0 * 1 ™ Cre nlm ^ ded> ’fbosc bloodshot eyes 
But the most XuTeTghXn ""u ““r d<!mons of strif « ^oli. 
round every knot of 6 p. , ! .-rS thoi^* 3 , chddren who wcro assembled 

“LXLXo‘^tf°rS 3 kF™* “S-TSS 

lasttng sorrow. No = thons were the rigfd i«C, £ 
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W '. 1 . ch r f . c 1 ar> sus P ,clon > craft > but above all, the thirst for revenge, were 
writ. I here were sorno whose elonched hand and darkened brow be- 
tokened the gloomy purpose of their hearts. There were others whose 
outpoured wrath heaped curses on him who had betrayed his fellows— 
there was paef, violent, wild, and frantic— there was mute and speechless 
suffering, but not a tear did I see, not even on the check of childhood or 
of woman. No ! Their seared and withered sorrow no dew of tears had 
ever watered. Like a blighting simoom, the spirit of revenge had passed 
over them, and scorched and scathed all the verdant charities of life. 
The law, which in other lands is looked to for protection and security, was 
regarded by them as an instrument of tyranny]: they neither understood 
its spirit nor trusted its decisions; and when its blow fell upon them 
thev bent their heads in mournful submission, to raise them when oppor- 
tunity offered in wild and stem defiance. Its denunciations came to 
them sudden and severe : they deemed the course of justice wayward and 

capricious — the only feature of certainty in its operation being that its 
victim was ever the poor man. 

The passionate elements of their wild natures seemed but ill-adapted 
to the slow, sustained current of legal investigation ; they looked upon all 
the details of evidence as the signs of vindictive malice, and thought that 
trickery and deceit were brought in arms against them. Hence each face 
among the thousands there bore the traces of that hardened, dogged 
suffering that tells us that the heart is rather steeled with the desire to 
avenge than bowed to weep over the doomed. 

Before the Court-house a detachment of soldiers was drawn up, under 
arms, their unmoved features and fixed attitudes presenting a strange 
contrast to the excited expressions and changeful gestures of those about 
them. The crowd at this part was thickest, and I could perceive in their 
eager looks and mute expressions that something more than common had 
attracted their attention ; my own interest was, however, directed in 
another quarter, for through the open window of the Court-house I could 
hear the words of a speaker, whom I soon recognised as the counsel for 
the prisoner addressing the jury. My foraging cap passed me at once 
through the ranks, and after some little crushing I succeeded in gaining 
admission to the body of the court. 

Such was the crowd within, I could see nothing but the heads of a 
closely- wedged mass of people — save, at the distant part of the court, the 
judges, and to their right the figure of tho pleader, whose back was turned 


towards mo. 

Little as I heard of the speech, I was overwhelmed with surprise at 
what I did hear. Touching on tho evidence of the “ approver ” but 
slightly, the advocate dwelt with a terrific force upon the degraded 
character of a man who could trade upon tho blood of his formor friends 
and associates ; searco stopping to canvass how tho testimony boro homo 
upon tho prisoner, ho burst forth into an impassioned appeal to the hearts 
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of tho jury, on faith betrayed and vows forsworn; and pictured forth tho 
man who could thus surrender his fellows to the scaffold as a monster whoso 
evidence no man could trust — no jury confide in; and when he had thus 
heightened the colouring of his description by every power of an eloquence 
that made the very building ring, he turned suddenly towards tho 
informer himself, as, pale, wan, and conscience-stricken, ho cowered 
beneath tho lightning glance from an eyo tliat seemed to pierce his secret 
soul within him, and, apostrophising his virtues, ho directed ever}* glance 
upon the miserable wretch that writhed beneath his sarcasm. This 
seemed, indeed, the speaker’s forto. Never did I hear anything so 
tremendous as the irony with which ho described tho credit due to ono 
who had so often been sworn and forsworn — “ who took an oath of 
allegiance to his king, and au oath of fealty to his fellows, and then was 
there that day with a third oath, by which, in the blood of his victim, ho 
was to ratify his perjury to both, and secure himself an honourable inde- 
pendence.” The caustic satire verged once — only once — on something 

that produced a laugh, when the orator suddenly stopped 

“ I find, my lord, I have raised a smile. God knows, never did I feel 
less merriment. Lot me not he condemned. Let not the laugh ho mis- 
taken — few are those events that are produced by folly and vico that firo 
the heart with indignation but something in them will shako tho sides 
with laughter.^ So, when the two famous moralists of old beheld the sad 
spectacle of Life, the one burst into laughter, the other melted into tcarg. 
They were each of them right, and equally right. But these laughs are tho 
bitter, rueful laughs of honest indignation, or they are tho laughs of hectic 

melancholy and despair. But look there, and tell me where is your 
laughter now.” J 


J 


^\ith these words he turned fully round and pointed his finger to tho 
dock where the six prisoners, side by side, leaned their haggard, death- 
like faces upon the rail, and gazed with stupid wonder at the scene before 
them. Four of tho number did not even know the Language, but seemed 
by the instinct of thoir position, to feel the nature of tho appell t^ 

LwT T** makin f>» a &d turned their eyes around tho court, as if in 

ZLVZtZJf “ 6hould brii * 

w om 7 - 7 7 thro,,8h “chVtho r 

and « to this^hour i* cannot ZS bLo™?Ttho 

by th0 SOldi,ra " nd th0 «“* knelt a 

to starvation — her^ cheeks* almo 1 l'?™ TT*- 0 figUr0 emacinted nearly 
—and hor hands which she held \ W j h "' ere P'nched inwards 

her, wore Hko ^o skinny cU™ ' T 7 \ ° ut . stl ™ anna hoforo 
spoke nor stirred, there was no effort rmd°. ^ sho noither 

Wit, her eye, bloodshot and staring, bent 0^1^00^ huUdh.g! 
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A vague fear took possession of me. Somehow I had seen that face before. 
I drew near, and as a cold thrill ran through my blood, I remembered 
where. She was the wife of the man by whose bedside I had watched in the 
mountains. A half dread of being recognised by her kept me back for a 
moment — then came the better feeling, that perhaps I might be able to 
serve her, and I walked towards her ; but though she turned her eyes 
towards me as I approached, her look had no intelligence in it, and I could 
plainly see that reason had fled, and left nothing save the poor suffering 
form behind it. I endeavoured to attract her attention, but all in vain ; 
and at last tried by gentle force to induce her to leave tho place ; but a 
piercing shriek, liko one whose tones had long dwelt in my heart, broke 
from her, and a look of such unutterable anguish that I was obliged to 
desist and leave her. 

The crowd made way for me as I passed out, and I could see in their 
looks and demeanour the expression of grateful acknowledgment for even 
this show of feeling on my part — while some muttered as [I went by, 
God reward ye,” “ The Lord bo good to ye,” as though at that mv/ment 
they had nothing in their hearts save thoughts of kindness and words of 
blessing. 

I reached my room, and tSat down a sadder, perhaps a wiser, man ; and 
yet I know not this. It would need a clearer head than mine to trace all 
the varying and discordant elements of character I had witnessed to their 
true source — to sift the evil from the good, to know what to cherish, what 
to repress, whereon to build hope, or what to fear. Such was this country 
onto ; how has it changed since ! 


CHATTER XLIV. 

the hau dinner. 

At nine o’clock the jury retired, and a little afterwards the front drawing- 
room at the head inn was becoming every moment more crowded, as tho 
door opened to admit the several members of tho bar invited to partako 
of Mrs. Rooney’s hospitalities. Mrs. Rooney’s, I say; for the etiquette 
of tho circuit forbidding tho attorney to entertain tho dignitaries of tho 
craft, Paul was only present at his own table on sufferance, and sought 
out the least obtrusive place he could find, among the juniors and side- 

dishes. , 

No one who could have seen the gay, laughing, merry mob of shrewd, 

cunning- looking men, that chatted away there, would have imagined them, 

a few moments previously, engaged in a question where the lives of six of 

their fellow-men hung in the balance, and where, at the very moment, 

the deliberation was continued that should, perhaps, sentence them to 

death upon the scaffold. 


■ 
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The instincts of ft profession are narrow and humiliating things to 
witness. The surgeon who sees hut in the suffering agony of his patient 
the occasional displacement of certain anatomical details is little better 
than a savage; tho lawyer who watches the passions of hope and fear, 
distrust, dread, and suspicion, only to bike advantage of them in Ins case, 
is far worse than one. I confess, on looking at these men, I could never 
divest myself of the impression that the hired and paid-for passion of tho 
advocate, the subtlety that is engaged special, the wit that is briefed, tho 
impetuous rush of indignant eloquence that is bottled up from town to 
town in circuit, and, like soda-water, grows weaker at every corking, 
make but a poor ensemble of qualities for the class who, par excellence , stand 
at tho head of professional life. 

One there was, indeed, whose haggard eye and blanched chock showed 
no semblance of forgetting the scene in which so lately ho had been an 
actor. This was the lawyer who had defended the prisoners. lie sat in a 
window, resting his head upon his hand — fatigue, exhaustion, but, more 
than all, intense feeling portrayed in every lineament of his pule face, 

“ Ah,” said the gay, jovial-looking Attorney- General, slapping him 
familiarly on tho shoulder — “ah, my dear fellow! not tired, I hope. 
The court was tremendously hot ; but come, rally a bit : we shall want 
you. Bonnet and O'Grady have disappointed us, it seems; but you are a 
host in yourself.” 

“ Maybe so,” replied the other, faintly, and scarco lifting his eyes; 
“ but you can’t depend on * my elevation.’ ” 

The ease and readiness of the reply, as well as tlio tones of the voice 
struck me, and I perceived that it was no other than the Prior of tho 
Monks of tho Screw who had spoken. Mis. Rooney made her appeamnee 
at tho moment, and my attention was soon taken away by the announce- 
ment of dinner. 

One of tho judges arrived in time to offer his arm, and I could not help 
feeling amused at the mock-solemnity of the procession as we moved 
along. The judge, I may observe, was a young man, lately promoted, 
and one whose bright eye and bold, dashing expression bore many more 
traces of the outer bar than it smacked of the dull gravity of the bench 

He took the end of tho table beside Mrs. Paul, and tho others soon seated 
themselves promiscuously along the board. 

There is a species of gladiatorial exhibition in lawyers’ society that is 
certainly very amusing. No one speaks without the foreknowledge that 

e is to be caught up, punned on, or ridiculed, as the case may bo. Tho 
w mle conversation is, therefore, a hailstorm of short stories, quips, and 
retorts, intermingled with details of successful bar stratagems, and 
practical jokes played off upon juries. With less restraint than at a 
m itary mess, there is a strong professional feeling of deferenco for tho 

f™" ’ * nd ™ uch ™ rc tact and knowledge of tho world to unite them 
^ Kilo thus the whole conversation mem ‘ 


Ian on topics of the circuit, 1 w 
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ioko or tL . n ^ 6 p " u y " itU aU tLe nitttics of * I»w 

the f “ 77?" 1 y - she kncw thc chief peculiarities of 

the several persons alluded to, and laughed loud and long at the good 

* nSS t r e ' s e . D f ‘°- Tj 16 judge alone, ahove all others, had tho lady's 
ear H bold but handsome features, his rich commanding voice- 
notlung the worse that it was mellowed by a little brogue- his graceful 
action and manly presence, stamped him as one well suited to bo success- 
ful wherever good looks, ready tact, and consummate conversational 
powers have a held for their display. Uis stories wore few, but always 
pertinent and well told; and frequently the last joke at tho table was 
capped by him, when no one else could have ventured to try it, while the 
rich roll of his laugh was a guarantee for mirth that never failed 

. U "; tS whcn m >’ attention to drawn off by Mrs. Rooney to some 
Circumstance of our former intimacy that a hearty burst of' laughing 

om the end of tho table told that something unusually absurd was 
being related. 

“Yes, sir,” said a shrewd -looking, thin old fellow in spectacles, “we 
capitulated, on condition of leaving tho garrison with all the honours of 
war; and, faith, tho sheriff was only too glad to comply.” 

“Bob Mahon is certainly a bold follow, and never hard pushed, what- 
ever you may do with him.” 

“ Bob Mahon ! ” said I : “ what of him ? ” 

Keatley has just been telling how he held out tho gaol of Bnnis for 
four weeks against the sheriff. f ihc gaoler was an old tenant of his, and 
readily cainc into his plans. 3 hey were victualled fora long siege, and, 
as the placo was strong, they had nothing to fear. When the garrison 
was summoned to surrender, they put a charge of No. 4 into tho sub- 
sheriff, that made him move to tho rear; and as the prisoners were all 
coming from the assizes, they were obliged to let him have his own terms, 
if ho’d only consent to come out. So they gave him twelve hours’ law, 
and a clear run for it; and he’s away.” 

This was indeed a very quick realisation of Father Tom's prediction, 
and I joined in tho mirth the story elicited ; not the less readily that I 
was well acquainted with the principal actor in it. 

While tho laughter still continued, the door opened, and a young 
barrister stole into tho room, and whispered a few words into the oar of 
tho counsel for the prisoners. Ho leaned back in his chair, and pushed 
his wine-glass hurriedly' before him. 

“What! Collinson,” cried tho Attornoy-Genoral, “have they 
agreed ? ” 

“ Yes, sir — a verdict of guilty.” 

“Of courso; thc evidence was too homo for a doubt,” said he, filling 
his glass from tho decanter. 

A sharp glance from the dark eyo of the opposite counsel was tho only 
reply, us ho roue and loft tho room. 


n 


A/ttS. *0OA T tfF*S POETRY AND HISTORY. 

“ Our friend has taken a more than common interest in this caso,” was 
the cool observation of the last speaker; “but there was no getting over 
Hanlon a testimony.” Hero he entered into soino detail of the trial, wlulo 
the buzz and confusion of voices became greater than over. I took tins 
Opportunity of making my escape, and joined Mrs. Rooney, who a short 
time before had retired to the drawing-room. 

3frs, Paul had contrived, even in the short space since her arrival, to 
have converted the drawing-room into a semblance of something like' an 
apartment m a private house; books, prints, and flowers, judiciously dis- 
posed, as well as an open pianoforte, giving it an air of comfort and 

dlit " cnt f ro ‘“ ils or<iiQar >’ seeming. She was practising 

an" as lenta^ * " ** ttWtt ‘ U » *»“■ <*«“ *»*«. with 

“ Pray continue, my dear Mrs. Rooney,” said I ; “ I will take it as 
the greatest possible favour ” 

ec-ta^w n h1 d ^ Pau1, th *r vins up hei * c '>’ ca ^ «io most languishing 
« •> ah. jou have a soul; I know you have.” ° 

treaty° te “ i “ 8 thut 1 ^ S “° M8 t0 l «*»™ «®. I renewed my cn. 

the poot^'s right— ^ W,d a SW<W •» soliloquy-.. ye9 . 

Music hath charms to smooth tho savage toast ' 

But I realty can't sing the mclodies-they are too much for me Tl 

ho,r D time5 ' Whcn O'Toole and the rest of Z J'u 

nouse Ah! you are awaro. I believe tw -i ‘oval 

Here she pressed her embroidered handkerchief o 1 

hand, ^vhilc she grasped mine convulsively with the othiT ^ *** 

right seized me. “I ha^earf’t^yo^dwent^!^ 0 ” I “" 8 ' 1 ° U ‘' 

Boyne.' "“ J Z ^ ba “ k ' ot ,ho 
She leaned on oL ’ , might not be seated now.” 

sorrow. AUhi°sinstL P Uh: ** 

ance. * f and J“dge mado his appoar- 

he saw me sitting ^vithUif Ldj^e^und InT*’” T ^ St ° Ppiu ® back ns 

and ashamed ; and, rushing past him humV * Spiun ® U P> confused 
I knew how soon mv ,A * ' ’ burncd down-sfcurs. 

bo tho standing jest of tho baT mess - and'mt f T.° Uld . 8,n0w into *-would 
sent at their mirth, I ordered a chaise tnd 1 ^ ^ P ° Sod tc bc P*>- 
was on my raid to Dublin 1 ' d bef ° re LaU !iU hour elapsed 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THE retukn. 

W e nevor experience to the full how far sorrow has made its inroads upon 
us until wo come hack, after absence, to the places where wo have once 
been happy, and find them lone and tenant! ess. While we recognise each 
old fa m i liar object, we see no longer those who gave them all their value 
in our eyes. Every inanimate thing about speaks to our senses ; but where 
aic they who were wont to speak to our hearts ? The solitary chamber is 
then, indeed, but the body of all our pleasure, from which the soul has 
departed for ever. These feelings were mine as I paced the old, well, 
worn stairs, and entered my quarters in the Castle. No more I heard the 
merry Laugh of r-ny friend O’Grady, nor his quick step upon the stair. 
The life, the stir, the bustle of the place itself, seemed to have all fled. The 
court only echoed to the measured tread of the grenadier who marched 
backwards and forwards beside the flagstaff in the centre of the open 
space. No cavalcade of joyous ridel's, no prancing horses led about by 
grooms, no showy and splendid equipages ; all was still, sad, and neglected- 
looking. The dust whirled about in circling eddies as the cold wind of an 
autumnal day moaned through the arched passages and gloomy corridors 
of the old budding. A careworn official, or some slatternly inferior of 
the household, would perhaps pass, from time to time; but except such as 
these, nothing stirred. 

The closed shutters and drawn-down blinds showed that the Viceroy 
was absent; and I found myself the only occupant of the building. 

It requires the critical eye of the observant resident of great cities to 
mark the changes which season and fashion effect in their appearance. 
To one unaccustomed to their phases it seems strango to hear, “How 
empty the town is ! how very few people are in London ! ” while the heavy 
tide of population pours incessantly around him, and his car is deafened 
with the ceaseless roll of equipages. But in such a city as Dublin the 
alteration is manifest to the least remarking. But little frequented by 
the country gentry — and never, except for the few months when the court 

is there still less visited by foreigners,— deserted by the professional 

classes — at least such of them as are independent enough to absent them- 
selves — the streets are actually empty. The occupations of trade, the 
bustle of commerce, that through every season continue their onward courso 
in the great trading cities, such as Liverpool, Hamburg, Frankfort, and 
Bordeaux, scarce exist hero ; and save that the tattered garments of men- 
dicancy, and the craving cries of hunger are over before you, you might 
fall into a drowsy reverie ns you walked, and dream yourself in Palmyra. 

I had strolled about for above an hour, in the moody frame of mind my 
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„„„ .^flections and tho surrounding objects wero well calculated to 
suggest, when , meeting by accident a subaltern with whom I was slightly 
acquainted, I heard that the court had that morning left the Lodgo in tho 
Park for Kilkenny, where the theatricals of that pleasant city were going 
forward ; a few members of tho household alono remaining, w ho w r oro to 
follow in a day or two. 

For some days previous I had mado up my mind not to remain in Iro- 
land. Every tie tliat bound mo to the country was broken. I had no 
heart to set about forming new friendships while tho wounds of former 
ones wero still fresh and bleeding; and I longed for change of sceno and 
active occupation, that I might havo no timo to reflect or look back. 

Resolving to tender my resignation on tho Duko’a staff without any 
further loss of time, I set out at once for tho Park. 

I arrived there in tho very nick of timo. Tho carriages wore at tho 
entrance waiting for tho private secretary of his Graeo, and two of tho 
aides-de-camp, w’ho woro eating a hurried luncheon before starting. Ono 
oi tho aido.'.-do-camp I know but slightly, the other was a perfect stranger 
to me; hut Moroton was an intimate acquaintance. Ho jumped up from 

his chair as my name was announced, and a deep blush covorod his face 
as lio advanced to meet mo. 

“My dear Hinton, how unfortunato! Why weren't you horo yester- 
day? It’s too late now.” 

“Too lato for what? I don’t comprehend you." 

Why , my dear fellow,” said he, drawing his arm w-ithin mi no, and 

leading me towards a window, as he dropped his voice to a whispor, “ I 

belie vo you heard from me that his Grace was provoked at your continued 

absence, and expected at least that you would have written, to ask an 

extensor, of year leave. I don't know how it was, hat it scorned to mo 

that tho Duchess camo back from England with eomo crotchet in her head 

a n something she hoard in London. In any case, they ordered mo to 
1 1 to* 

“ well’’ said I, impatiently ; “ I guess it all. I have got my dis- 
missal. Isn’t that the whole of it ? ” 6 ^ 

He nodded twice, without speaking. 

satisfv ™n "“f T' C . S .v 7 r™ Wish ° S ” “ id T * cooll y. “ this note may 
• 7-^ tho letter I lord written for tho purpose of mv re 

Zd ,T n ,', r hand ' t nd C » tiDUcd > “ r conLTd in ,„7o™ 

d that lus Grace, whose kindness towards mo has never varied would 

0t , U ‘ i9 ^ on aligM grounds as myaCnce 
* ’ * th thl S Le3 dee P° r * At any other timo I should certain! 

“ Alld t“ ko no notice of tho affair further f ” 

“Such is my determination,” said I, resolutely. 

6 
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“ In that case,’* said Moreton, “ I may tell you that some story of a 
lady had reached tho Duchess, when in London ; somo girl that it was 
reported you endeavoured to seduce, and had actually followed for that 
purposo to tho West of Ireland. There, there, don’t tako the matter up 
that way, for Heaven’s sako ! My dear fellow, hear mo out!” But I 
could hear no more; the rushing blood that crowded on my brain stunned 
and stupefied me, and it took several minutes beforo I became sufficiently 
collected to ask him to go on. 

“ I heard tho thing so confusedly,” said he, “ that I cannot attempt any- 
thing like connection in relating it. But the story goes that your duel in 
Loughrea did not originate about the steeplechase at all, but in a quarrel 
about this girl, with her brother, or her cousin, who, having discovered 
your intentions regarding her, you deemed proper to get rid of, as a pre- 
liminary. No one but a fool could credit such a thing.” 

“None but such could have invented it,” said I, as my thoughts at 
once recurred to Lord Dudley de Vcre. 

“The Duke, however, spoke to General Hinton ” 

“ To my father ! And how did he ” 

“ Oh, behaved as only he could have done, ‘ Stop, my lord,' said he, 
* m spare you any further relation of this matter. If it be true, my son 
is unworthy of remaining on your staff. If it be false, I'll not permit him 
to hold an appointment where his reputation has been assailed, without 
affording him an opportunity of defence.’ High words ensued, and the 
end was, that if you appeared before to-day, you were to hear the charge, 
and have an opportunity for reply. If not, your dismissal was to be 
made out, and another appointed in your place. Now that I have told 
you what I feel tho indiscretion of my ever having spoken of, promiso 
me , my dear Hinton, that you will take no step in tho matter. Tho 
intrigue is altogether beneath you, and your character demands no defence 

on your part.” 

“ I almost suspect I know tho party,” said I, gloomily. 

“ No, no ; I’m certain you can’t. It is some woman’s story— some 
piece of tea-table gossip, depend on it. In any case, quite unworthy of 

coring about.” 

“ At all o vents, I am too indifferent at this moment to feel otherwise 
about anything,” suid I. “ So, good-bye, Moreton— my regards to all our 

fellows— good-bye ! ” _ 

“ Good-bye, my boy ! ” said he, warmly shaking my hand. But 

btop a moment, I have got some lettors for you ; they arrived only a few 

’ He took a packet from a drawer as ho spoke, and once more bidding 
him adieu, I set out on my return to tho Castle. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

FAREWELL TO IRELAND. 

.My first care on reaching my quarters was to make preparations for my 
departure by the packet of the fame evening; my next was to sit down 
and read over my letters. As I turned them ovor, I remarked that there 
were none from my father nor Lady Charlotte ; there was, however, one 
in Julia’s hand, and also a noto from O’Grady ; the others were the mero 
common-place correspondence of every-day acquaintances, which I merely 
threw my eyes carelessly over ero I consigned them to tho tiro. Mv fair 
cousin’s possessed— I cannot explain why— a most unusual degreo of in- 
terest for mo, and, throwing myself back in my chair, I gave myself up 
to its perusal. ° J 1 

Tho epistle opened by a half satirical account of tho London season— 
en near y . wing to its close— in which various characters and in- 
cidents which I have not placed before my readers, but all well known to 

flirtation 7h K ' d J" h lll ; lt quict ’ s " ,Klucd ™aiery sho excelled in. Tho 
flirtations, the jiltings, the matches that wore on or off tl ^ > 

duolx debts, and difficulties of every one we™" 
thoroughly ST 

I. as 1 laid do^ Ih ' ^ road i ngT £%£% 

mamma and obedient daughter to secure th,. ™ , .?* n "““““vnng 

peerage and some twenty thousand pounds perm,™ ft ““T’ ^ “ 
were the rices and the fnl ! ip<? nf tK , . * ^ " ,iS true, they 

ahou,d she have ever ^ ^ 

with such a state of societv as w “ 0 n{1 '° been conversant 

like Louisa Bellow, to hat £s!eTh “££ mid h, X “ " ot 

acenes of secluded life, than to have pmchased aU tho T'‘' r 

Wit, and the dazzle of her Genius at tbl v 7, all tho brilliancy of her 

refinement? While I askfd and answ ? T° ° f V** 0 fCmale delicft cy ftnd 

satisfaction of my own heart I could C 6 ,, my . self theso questions to the 

such scenes as London prS nted ^ that > 

tated, tho unproteeted sLplieity'of Mi ’ “ “ S ,ushion “cessi. 

the sparkling brilliancy of Juli a * a T™ Crowdill S upon me * 

conversational powm, aided by aU the lo^Hncss^f h ° f hc ^ 

S 2 ncss of kor beauty, and all 
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the witchery which your truo hello of fashion knows how so successfully 
to spread around her , and it was with a flush of burning shame on my 
cheek ( acknowledged to myself how much her letter interested me. As 
I continued, I saw 0 Grady’s name, and, to my astonishment, found tho 
following : — 

“ Lady Charlotte camo back from tho Duke’s ball greatly pleased with 
a certain major of dragoons, who, among his other excellent qualities, 
turns out to be a friend of yours. This estimable person, whoso name is 
O’Grady, has done much to dissipate her ladyship’s prejudices regarding 
Irishmen ; the repose of his manner, and the quiet, unassuming, well-bred 
tone of his address, being all so opposed to her preconceived notions of his 
countrymen. He dines here twice or thrice a week; and as ho is to sail 
soon, may happily preserve tho bloom of his reputation to tho last. My 
estimate of him is somewhat different : I think him a bold, conceited kind 
of person, esteeming himself very highly, and thinking littlo of other 
people. He has, however, a delightful old thing, his servant Corny, 
whom I am never tired of, and shall really miss much when he leaves us. 
Now, as to yourself, dear cousin, what mean all the secret hints, and sly 
looks, and doubtful speeches about you here ? The Mysteries of Udolpho 
aro plain reading compared to your doings. Her ladyship never speaks 
of you but as ‘ that poor boy,’ accompanying the epithet with tho sigh 
with which one speaks of a shipwreck. Sir George calls you John, which 
shows he is not quite satisfied about you ; and, in fact, I begin to suspect 
you must have become a United Irishman, with 1 a lady in the case, and 
even this would scarcely demand one-half the reserve and caution with 
which you are mentioned. Am I discreet in saying that I don’t think 
Do Vere likes you ? The Major, however, certainly does; and his pre- 
sence has banished tho loidling, for which, really, I owe him gratitude ” 
The letter concluded by saying that my mother had desired her to write 
in her place, as she was suffering from one of her nervous headaches, 
which only permitted her to go to the exhibition at Somerset House. My 
father, too, was at Woolwich, on some military business, and had no 
time for anything, save to promise to write soon; and that sho herself, 
being disappointed by tho milliner in a new bonnet, dedicated the morning 
to me, with a most praiseworthy degree of self-denial and benevo- 
lence.’ I read the signature some half-dozen times over, and wondered 
what meaning in her own heart she ascribed to the words— “ Yours, 

■Jtkii'l ^ 

“Now for O’Grady,” said I, breaking the seal of the Major’s en- 
velope. . 

«< ]jj Y deab j AC k,— I was sitting on a hencoop, now pondering on my 

fortunes, now turning to con over tho only book on board-a very 
erudite work on naval tactics, with directions how ‘ to moor a ship in the 
Downs ’_ w hcn a gun came booming over tho sea, and a frigate, with 
oertain enigmatical colourn flying at her maintop, compelled tho oldtrnep- 
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ehip we were in to back her topsails and lio to ; wo were then steering 
straight for Madeira, in latitude — , longitudo tho oamo ; our intention 
being, with the aid of Providence, to reach Quebec at soino remote period 
of the summer, to join our service companies in Canada. Having obeyed 
the ordeis of II.M.S. Blast , to wait until she overtook us — a measure that 
nearly cost us two of our inasts and the cook’s galley, wo not being accus- 
tomed to stand still, it seemed — a boat camo alongside with the smallest 
bit of a midshipman I ever looked at sitting in the stem sheets, with 
orders for us to face about, left shoulder forward, and march back to 
England, where, having taken in tho second battalion of the Twenty - 
eighth, we wore to start for Lisbon. I need not tell you what pleasure 
the announcement afforded us; delighted as wo wore to exchange toma- 
hawks and bowie-knives for civilised warfare, oven against more formid- 
able foes. Behold us, then, in full sail back to old England, which wo 
reached withm a fortnight; only to touch, however, for tho Twenty- 
eighth were most impatiently expecting us; and having dedicated throe 
days to taking in water and additional stores, and once more going 
through tho horriblo scene of leave-taking between soldiers and their 
wives, we sailed again. I have little inclination to give you the detail 
which newspapers would beat mo hollow in, of our march, or where we 
first came up with the French. A smart affair took place at daybreak in 

WmLlf° U1 ^ r r 7 Dt> t0 USG th ° ft kP r °P™te phrase, distinguished 
himself— egad, I had almost said extinguished- for I was shot through 

the and's S f - ° f T^ 1 P ° rtion of tho hu ™ n anatomy called 

pear to’th/re^T? f 6 ?™ 1 other mmor <^™ges, that made me np- 
P • rrv doctor a very unserviceable craft for his Mniestv** 

ervice. The result wng, I was sent hack with that it * r * 

vanity', though not for his wounds, a despatch letter to t h Tr ° T ^ miin a 
and an official account of the action P t0 th ° H ° rso Gua,ds - 

As nothing has occurred since in tho Peninsula tn e Mfn 0fl , 

ance, I continue to star it here with immenso success and^m yp * rfurm- 
vmced that, with a little more loss T i ° 683 * d quito con 

* 7 *<**■ No W toSTp^t^' Ttz tsT,: llc Y mnt t " ut 

Yorl' s m and U prcstnlc7mo n to von 00 ]’ f p ' lrt >’ ftt tho Duko of 

her reception of m0 . an invitation tofcW texWaT? U™7“ “ 
since, I have spent almost everv dav nf , ‘ 1 followed, and 

dear Jack, is a" glorious feSow' asldierT' ^ Y ° Ur father * "V 
character. You never can 1 * T* 7 *** feature ** the 

best friend cannot wish you ta h* J 6Ct o ^ y°. ur imitation, and your 

is tho moat Z “? ^ 

her powers of pleasing exceed all that / . hu ! *k ih ties are first-rate, and 
fashionables. - How you could have left such^a . anci ® d * even of London 
coive, knowing as I do something of ou l f T 1 *** 6Carcel y con- 

- — ■ U’sxrafts'.ts 
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fellow you are : and how very lovely she is; she certainly has no! her 
equal even here. I scarcely know her, for, somehow, she rather affect* 
distance with my cloth, and rarely deigns any notice of the red coats 
so plentifully sprinkled along your father’s dinner-table. Her kindness 
to Corny, who was domesticated at your house fox the last five weeks, J 
can never forget; and even he can’t, it would appear, conjure up an y 
complaint against her : what a testimony to her goodness ! 

“ Th is life, however, cannot last for ever, and as I have now recovered 
so far as to mount a horse once more, I have appliod for a regimental ap- 
pointment ; your father most kindly interests himself for me, and before 
the week is over I may be gazetted. That fellow De Vere was very inti- 
mate here when I arrived ; since he has seen me, however, his visits have 
become gradually less frequent, and now have almost ceased altogether. 
This, entre nous , does not seem to have met completely with Lady Julia’s 
approval, and I think she may have attributed to me a circumstance in 
which certainly I was not an active cause. However happy I may feel 
at being instrumental in a breach of intimacy between her and one so very 
unworthy of her, oven as a common acquaintance, I will ask you, Jack, 
when opportunity offers, to put the matter in its true light ; for although 
I may, in all likelihood, never meet her again, I should bo sorry to 
leave with her a more unfavourable impression of me than I really deserve.” 

Here the letter broke off. Lower down on the paper wero the follow- 
ing lines, written in evident haste, and w'ith a different ink: — 

“ We sail to-night — Oporto is our destination. Corny is to remain 
behind, and I must ask of you to look to him on his arrival in Dublin. 
Lady Julia likes De Vere, and you know him too well to permit of 
such a fatal misfortune. I am, I find, meddling in what really I have 
no right to touch upon. This is, however, ‘ in confidence.’ God bless 
you. “ Yours ever, 

“Phil O'GRAor.” 

“Poor Phil,” said X, us I laid down tho letter; “in his heart he 
believes himself disinterested in all this, but I see plainly ho is in love 
with her himself. Alas ! I cannot conceive a heavier affliction to befall 
the man without fortune than to bo thrown among those whose prospects 
render an alliance impossible, and to bestow his affections on an object 
perfectly beyond his reach of attainment. Many a proud heart has been 
tom in the struggle between its own promptings and the dread of tho 
imputation, which tho world so hastily confers, of ‘fortune-hunting;’ 
many a haughty spirit has quailed beneath this fear, and stifled in 
his bosom the thought that made his life a blessed dream. My poor 
friend, how little will she that has stolen away your peace think of your 
sorrows ! ” 

A gentle tap at my door aroused mo from my musinge. I opened it 
and saw, to my surprise, my old companion Tipperary Joo. He war 
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covered with dust, ,heated, and travel- stained, and leaned against the 
door-post to rest himself. 

11 So,” cried he, when he had recovered his breath, “ I'm in time to ae-e 
you once more before you go. I ran all the way from Carlow, since 
twelve o’clock last night.” 

Come in, my poor boy, and sit down, Here’s a glass of wino ; ’twill 
refresh you. We’ll get something for you to eat presently.” 

1 couldn t eat now. My throat is full, and my heart is up here. 

And so you are going away— going for good and all ; never to come back 
again? ” 

“ Who can say so much as that, Joe ? I should, at least, he very eorrv 
to think so.” J 


“ And would you, now? And will you really think of ould Iroland 
when you’re away ? Hurroo ! by the mortial, there’s no pLaco liko it, for 
fun, divilment, and divarsion. But musha, musha ! I’m forgetting and 
it s getting dark. May I go with you to tho packet ? ” 

To be sure, my poor boy ; and I believe we have not many minutes 
to spare.” 3 

I despatched Joe for a car, while I throw a last look around my room 

thes * last looks, whether bestowed on the living or the dead* 
t Jie Iife-uKe or the in£Lnimftte. 


There is a feeling that resembles death in tho last glance wo are ever 
to bestow on a loved object. The girl you have treasured in your secret 

liftfimh^'l by °“ h f ' vcdJin S- (I “y. it may bo happy and blissful, 

lifts up her laughing eyes, tho symbol of her own light heart, and leaves 

in that look darkness and desolation to you for ever. The boy your 

father-spirit has clung to, liko the very light of your existence, waves his 

the wT ' * ? Ui ^ rter f eC ' 1 ' 113 Kigantic ship bends over to tho breeze • 

smoefed "the r" 6 S""* th8 J ,0CkS >° ,lr h - d - oftentimes hi; 

, tho tears have dimmed his eyes, for, mark ! bo moves his 
fingers over them— and this is a last look. “ 

fnrnUu *** rangpd over tho tumble 

on mlho^htl t l m lbr 3 ,l° f T° P “ St «“ 

heartfelt wishes thwarted and scattered^' I ^sbmd ! 

when Joe again joined me SCa ‘ ,<!re<1 - 1 stood thus ,or “me minutes, 

worn but 1 lho°;; c ^Thrt s?m T iciou V 5i8hts - now «""* ”°w w, 

heal the sadness of the momllt." P ^ StiU 

Wo need the voice, the look, tho accent of affection wh«„ 
leaving the spot where wo hn vo Low v ““©cnon, when wo are 

from the objects that have mntl v 6611 a ?^* ^ n °t do to part 

human friendship. The hearth the ^ connectin S link of 

rivulet, are not so eloquent as the on™ ° 'iTn ^ mouatain > and the 

from ever so humble a voice ByUftbled “ ^od-bye come it 
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The bcstle and excitement of tho scene beside the packet seemed 
to afford Joo the most lively gratification; and, like the genius of con- 
fusion, he was to be seen flitting from place to place, assisting one, impeding 
another, while snatches of his wild songs broke from him every moment 
I had but time to press his hand, when ho was hurried ashore amongst 

tho crowd, and the instant after the vessel sheered off from the pier, and 
got under weigh. 

Tho poor bo} stood upon a block of granite, waving his cap over bis 
head. Ho tried a faint cheer, but it was scarcely audible ; another * it, 
too, failed. Ho looked p wildly around him on the strange, unknown 
faces, as if a scene of desolation bad fallen on him, burst into a torront 
of tears, and fled wildly from the spot. And thus I took my leave of 
Ireland. 

When I arrived in Ireland, I knew scarcely anything of the world. 
Sly opportunities had shown mo lifo only through the coloured gloss of 
certain fashionable prejudices ; but of the real character, motives, and 
habitual modes of acting and thinking of others, still more of myself, 

I was in total ignorance. The rapidly succeeding incidents of Irish life— 
their interest, variety, and novelty, all attracted and excited me; and 
without ever stopping to reflect upon causes, I found myself becoming 
acquainted with facts. That the changeful pictures of existence so pro- 
fusely scattered through tho land should have made their impression upon 
me is natural enough ; and because I have found it easier and pleasanter 
to tell my reader the machinery of this change in me, than to embody 
that change itself, is the reason why I have presented before him views 
of lifo under so many different circumstances, and when, frequently, they 
had no direct relation to the current of my own fate and the story of my 
own fortunes. 

It is enough of myself to say that though scarcely older in timo, I 
had grown so in thought and feeling. If I felt, on the one hand, how 
little my high connections, and tho position in fashionable life which my 
family occupied, availed me, I learned, on the other, to know that friends, 
and staunch ones, could bo made at once, on tho emergency of a moment, 
without the imposing ceremony of introduction, and the diplomatic inter- 
change of visits. And now to my story. 


CHAPTER XL VII. 

LONDON. 

It was late when I arrived in London and drove up to my father N 
house. The circumstance# under which I had left Ireland weighed 
more heavily on mo as I drew near homo, and reflected over tho questions 
I should bo asked, and tho explanations I should bo expected to afford ; 
and I half dreaded lest my father should disapprove of my conduct 
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before I had an opportunity of showing him how iiitlo I had boon to 
blame throughout. The noi.vQ and din of tho carriages, the oaths and 
exclamations of the coachmen, and tho uproar of the streets, turned rny 
attention from theso thoughts, and J asked what was the meaning of tho 
crowd. 

■# 

“A great ball, sir, at Lady Charlotte Hinton’s,” 

This was a surprise, and not of the pleasantest. I had wished that my 
first meeting, with my father at least, should have been alone and in 
quietness, where I could fairly have told him every important event of 
my late life, and explained wherefore I so ardently desired immediate 
employment on active service, and a total change in that career which 
weighed so heavily on my spirits. The carriage drew up at tho instant, 
nnd I found myself onco more at home. What a feeling does that simple 
word convey to his ears who knows the real blessing of a home — that 
shelter from tho world, its jealousies and its envies, its turmoils and its 
disappointments — where, like some land-locked bay, tho still, calm 
waters sleep in silence, while the storm and hurricane are roaring without 
— where glad faces and bright looks abound — where each happiness is 
reflected back from every heart, and ten times multiplied, and every 
sorrow comes softened by consolation und words of comfort: and how 


little like this is the abode of the leader of fashion ; how many of tho 
fairest gifts of humanity are turned back by the glare of a hundred 
wax lights and the glitter of gilded lacqueys; and how few of the 
charities of life find entrance whero tho splendour and luxury of 

voluptuous habits have stifled natural feeling, and made even sympathy 
unfashionable ! 

It was not without difficulty I could persuade tho servants, who were 
all strangers to me, that tho travel-stained, dusty individual before them 
was the son of the celebrated and fashionable Lady Charlotte Hiuton, and 
at length reached my room to dress. 

It was near midnight: the rooms were filled as I entered tho drawing- 
room. For a few moments I could not help feeling strongly the full in- 
fluence of the splendid scene before me. The undoubted evidences of rank 
and wealth that meet the eye on every side in London life are very strik- 
mg. The splendour of the women’s dress— their own beauty— a certain 
air of haughty bearing, peculiarly English-a kind of conscious superiority 
to the rest of the world marks them ; and, in their easy, unembarrassed 
y glance, you read the proud spirit of Albion’s 4 ‘ haughty dames.” 
us alone was very different from the laughing spirit of Erin’s daughters 
their sparkling looks and smiling lips. The men, too, were so dis- 

fZnr 1 w rCSerV6d j and stately carriage, their low voices, and de- 
but composed manner, contrasting strongly with Irish 
volubility, quickness, and gesticulation. I stood unnoticed and alone for 
^ me une, quic y observant of the scene before me, and as I heard name 
after name announced, many of them the greatest and the highest in the 
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land, there was no semblance of excitement as they entered-no 1 
admiring wonder as they passed on and mingled with the crowd 


acclamation, and lionised to the " top of his bent.” 

I could remember but few of those around, and even they had either 
forgotten me altogether, or, having no recollection of my absence, saluted 
me with the easy indifference of one who is seen every evening of his life. 

How are you, Hinton?” said one, with something more of warmth 
than the rest* X have not mot you for some weeks past/ 1 

“ No »” Ii smiling ; " I have been nearly a year from home.” 
u Ah, indeed ! In Spain ? ” 

“ No ; in Ireland ! ” 

* 1 In Ireland 1 How odd ! ” 

Who has been in Ireland ? ” said a low, plaintive voice, turning 
round as she spoke, and my lady-mother stood bcforo me. “I should like 

to hear something But, dear me, this must be John ! ” And sho held 

out her jewelled hand towards me. 

“ My dear mother, I am so happy to see you look so very well ” 

“ No, no, my dear,” said she, sighing, “ don’t speak of that. When 
did you arrive ? — I beg your Royal Highness’s pardon— I hope you have 
not forgotten your protege, my son.” 

I bowed respectfully as a large, full, handsome man, with bald head 
and a most commanding expression, drew himself up before me. 

ft No, m ad am , I have not forgotten him, I assure you ! ” was the reply, 
as he returned my salute with marked coldness, and passed on. 

Beforo Lady Charlotte could express her surprise at such an unlooked- 
for mark of displeasure, my father, who had just heard of my arrival, 
came up. 

"Jack, my dear fellow, I am glad to see you. How large you have 
grown, boy, and how brown I ” 

The warm welcome of his manly voice, the affectionate grasp of his 
strong hand, rallied mo at once, and I cared little for the looks of king or 
kaiser at that moment. Ho drew his arm within mine, and led me 
through the rooms to a small boudoir, where a party at cards were the 
only occupants. 

"Hero we shall be tolerably alone for a little while, at least,” said he; 
"and now, my lad, tell me everything about you.” 

In less than half an hour I ran over the principal events of my life in 
Ireland, omitting only those in which Miss Bellew bore a part. On this 
arcount my rupture with Lord de Vere was only imperfectly alluded to; 
and I could perceive that my father’s brow became contracted, and his 
look assumed a severer expression, at this part of my narrative. 

“ You have not been very explicit, Jack, about this business; and this 
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it ie which I am really uneasy about. I have never known you Jo a 
mean or a shabby thing — I will never suspect you of one. So now* let mo 
clearly understand the ground of this quarrel.*' 

There was a tone of command in his voice as he said this which 
decided rue at once, and without further hesitation I resolved on laying 
everything before him. Still I knew not how to begin — the mention of 
Louisa's name alone staggered me, and for a second or two I stammered 
and looked confused. 

Unlike his wonted manner, my father looked impatient — almost angry. 
At last, when seeing that my agitation only increased upon me, and my 
difficulty grew each moment greater, he looked me sternly in the face, and, 
with a voice full of meaning, said — 

'‘Tell me everything — I cannot bear to doubt you. Was this a play 
transaction ? ” 

“ A play transaction ! No, sir, nothing like it.” 

“ Was there not a bet — some disputed wager — mixed up in it ? ” 

“Yes, there was a wager, sir; but ” 

Before I could conclude my father pressed his hands against his eyes, 
and a faint sigh broke from him. 

“ But hear me out, sir. The wager was none of mino.” 

In a few moments I ran over the whole circumstances of Do Voro’a 
bet, hie conduct to Miss Bcllew, and mj own subsequent proceedings ; but 

when I came to the mention of O’ Grady ’a name, he stopped me suddenly, 
end said — 


“Major O'Grady, however, did not approve of your conduct in the 
affair.” 

“O’Grady ! He was my friend all through it.” 

My father remained silent for a few minutes, and then in a low voice 
added — 


“ There has been misrepresentation here.” 

m words were not well spoken when Lord Dudley do Voro, with mv 

**** Jul : ao “^ arm - cama “P- Tho easy coolness of his mannor, 
the tone of quiet indifference he assumed, wore well known to me • but I 

:r;V°, W r PMpared ,0r th ® Iook of patronising imperii- 

“he had now put on. My cousin, more beautiful far than ever I had 

S nia f at “ from hi “> aad 1 « with afTungof 
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perfect . taste of tho fashion, her handsome features wore tho assured and 
tranquilexpression which conscious beauty gives. And here Tno iner 

P!"™ ° d , 0bserre f. raaU y condemn the placid loveliness of tho queen of 
bcauty-the sanctioned hello of fashionable life ; it is indeed ve- 
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wUl not impart a more elevated character to the look, than when the un- 
obtrusive career of every-day life flows on calm and unruffled, steeping 
the soul in a dreary monotony, and calling for no effort save of the com- 
nonest kind, Julia's was indeed splendid beauty : the lustrous brilliancy 
of her dark blue eyes, shaded by long black lashes-thc perfect contour of 
her cheeks her full short lips, slightly, so slightly curled, you know not 
if it were not more smile than sarcasm— the low tones of her voice were 
rich and musical, and her carriage and demeanour possessed all the grace- 
ful elegance which is only met with in the society of great cities. Her 
manner was most frank and cordial : she held out her hand to me at once, 
and looked really glad to see mo. After a few words of recognition, she 
turned towards De Vere : 

“ I shall ask you to excuse mo, my lord, this set. It is so long since 
I have seen my cousin.” 

Ho bowed negligently, muttered something carelessly about the next 
waltz, and, with a familiar nod to mo, lounged away. O’Grady's caution 
about this man’s attentions to Julia at once carno to my mind, and tho 
easy tone of his manner towards her alarmed me ; but 1 had no time for 
reflection, as she took my arm and sauntered down the room. 

“ And so, my dear cousin, you have been leading a very wild life of it 
— fighting duels, riding steeplechases, breaking your own bones and 
ladies' hearts, in a manner exceedingly Irish,” said Julia, with a smile. 

“From your letter I can learn, Julia, a very strange account of my 
doings must have reached my friends here. Except from j'ourself, I have 
met with scarcely anything but cold looks since my arrival.” 

“ Oh, never mind that — people will talk, you know. For my part, 
Jack, I never will believe you anything but what I have always known 
you. The heaviest charge I have heard against you is that of trifling 
with a poor girl’s affections; and as I know that tho people who spread 
those rumours generally don’t know at which side either the trifling or 
the affections reside, why, I think little about it.” 

“ And this has been said of me?” 

“ To be sure it has, and ten times as much. As to your gambling 
sins, there is no end to their enormity. A certain Mr. Rooney, I think 
the name is, a noted play-man ” 

“ How absurd, Julia ! Mr. Rooney never played in his life ; nor have 
I, except in the casual way every ono does in a drawing-room.” 

“ N' imports — you area lady-killer and a gambler. Now as to count 
number three — for being a jockey ? ” 

“ My deur Julia, if you saw my steeplechase you’d acquit me of 

that.” 

“Indeed, I did hear,” said she, roguishly, “that you acquitted yourself 
admirably — but still you won. And then wo come to the great offenco — 
your quarrelsome habits. Wo heard, it is true, that you behaved, as it is 
called, very honourably, &c. But really duelling is so detestable ” 


CORXY OSCE MO EE. SOI 

11 Como, como, fair cousin, let U 9 talk of something besides my de- 
linquencies. What do you think of m3* friend O'Gradj' f ” 

I said tliis suddenly, by way of reprisal; but to my uttor discomfiture, 
;jhe replied with perfect calmness — 

“I rather was amused with him at first. He is very odd — very unlike 
other people— but Lady Charlotte took him up so, and we had so much o! 
him here, I grew somewhat tired of him. Ho was, however, ver3’ fond of 
j'ou, and 3*011 know that made up for much w'ith us all.” 

There was a tone of sweetness and almost of deep interest in these few 
last words that made my heart thrill, and unconsciously I pressed her arm 
closer to my side, and felt tho touch returned. Just at the instant iny 
father came forward, accompanied by another, who I soon perceived was 
tho ro3*al duke that had received me so cold!)* a few minutes before. Ilia 
flunk, manl3* face was nowall smiles, and his bright ej*e glarccd from my 
fair cousin to ni)’self with a quick, meaning expression. 

“ Another time, General, will do quite as well. I say, Mr. Ilinton. 
call on mo to-morrow morning about ton, will }*ou? I have something 
to say to 3*ou.” 

I bowed deeply in reply, and he passed on. 

“And let me see you after breakfast,” said Julia, in a half-whisper as 

sho turned towards Do Vere, who now came forward to claim her for the 
waltz. 

My father, too, mired with the crowd, and I felt rnysolf alone and o 
stranger in what should have been my home. A kind of cold thrill came 
over me as I thought how unliko was my welcome to what it would have 
been in Ireland ; for although I felt that in my father’s manner towards 
me there was no want of affection or kindness, vet somehow I missed the 
exuberant warmth and ready cordiality I had latterly been used to* and 
soon turned away, sad and disappointed, to seek my own room. 


CHAPTER XLVIU. 


AN UNHAPPY DISCLOSURE, 

mmttJ +J. Crl fi 4 X ’ “ I 1 1 "'' 0,;0 the next morning, and looked with amaze- 
™ ‘ ‘* e figure who waddled across tho room with a boot in cither 

hand— what ! not Corny Debu^”, surely ? ” 

“ Ugh, that same,” said he, with a cranky croak ; « I don’t wonder v * 
don t know me ; hardship’s telling on me every day.” } G 

,, really, in vindication of my father’s household, in which Sir Comv 
hud been domesticated for tho last two months, I mist observe that ^ 
alteration in his appearance was not exactly such as to fn.lifA- “ * \ ho 
on the cent, ary, ho had grown fatter and mor7 r d dy and O ok, 1 

hatter ease than I had ever seen him = his face, 
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ingly preserved its habitual bout and crabbed expression, rather increased 
than otherwise by his improved condition* 

“ So, Corny, you are not comfortable here, I find,” 

Comfortable ! The ways of this place would kill the Danes ! No- 
thing but ringing bells from morning till night ; carriages drivin’ like 
wind up to the door ; and bang, bang away at the rapper ; then more 
ringing to let them out again ; and bells for breakfast, and for luncheon, 
and the hall dinner ; and then the sight of vi’tals that’s wasted : meat, 
and fish, and fowl, and vegetables, without end. Ugh, the haythins, the 
Turks; eating and drinking as if the world was all their own.” 

“Well, apparently they take good care of you in that respect.” 

“Devil a bit of care; here it’s every man for himself; but I’ll give 
warning on Saturday ; sorrow one o’ me’ll be kilt for the like of them.” 

“ You prefer Ireland, then, Corny? ” 

“ Who said I did ? ” said he, snappishly ; « isn’t it as bad there ? Ugh, 
ugh, the Captain won’t rest asy in his grave, after the way he trated tne ! 
leaving me here alone and dissolate in this place, amongst strangers.” 

“ Well, you must confess the country is not so bad.” 

“ And why would I confess it ? What’s in it that I don’t misliko ? 
Is it the heap of houses, and the smoke, and the devil’s noiso that’s always 
going on that I’d like ? Why isn't it peaceful and quiet like Dublin ? ” 

And as I conversed further with him, I found that all hi3 dislikes pro- 
ceeded from the discrepancy he everywhere discovered from what he had 
been accustomed to in Ireland, and which, without liking, he still pre- 
ferred to our Saxon observances, the few things he saw worthy of praise 
being borrowed or stolen from his own side of the Channel. And in this 
hie ingenuity was striking, inasmuch that the very trees in Woburn Park 
owed their goodness to the owner having been once a Lord-Lieutenant in 
Ireland ; where, as Corny expressed it, “ Devil thank him to have fine 
trees ! hadn’t ho the pick of tho Phaynix ? ” 

I knew that candour formed a most prominent featuro in Mr. 
Delany’s character, and consequently had little difficulty in ascertaining 
his opinion of every member of my family; indeed, to do him justice, no 
one ever required less of what is called pumping. His judgment on things 
and people flowed from him without effort or restraint, so that ere half an 
hour elapsed he had expatiated on my mother’s pride and vanity, apos- 
trophised my father’s hastiness and determination, and was quite prepared 
to enter upon a critical examination of my cousin Julia’s failings : con- 
cerning whom, to my astonishment, ho was not half so lenient as I 
expected. 

“ Arrah, isn’t she like tho rest of them, coorting one day with Captain 
Phil, and another with the young lord there, and then laughing at 
thorn both with the ould duke that comes hero to dinner. She thinks I 
don’t bo minding her ; but didn’t I see her taking myself off one day on 
paper, making a drawing of mo, as if I was a baste ! Maybe theie's worse 
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nor me,” said the little man, looking down upon his crookod shins and 
largo knee-joints with singular complacency ; “ and maybe she*d get 

one of them yet.” A harsh cackle, the substitute for a laugh, closed thia 
speech. 

“Breakfast on the table, sir,” said a servant, tapping gently at the 
door. 

“ I’ll engage it is, and will be till two o’clock, when they’ll be calling 
out for luncheon,” eaid Corny, turning up the whites of his oyes, as 
though the profligate waste of the houso was a sin ho wished to wash his 
hands of; “ that wasn’t the way at his honour the Jidge's ; ho’d never 
taste a bit from morning till night; and many a man ho’d send to his long 
account in the meantime. XJgh ! I wish I was back there.” 

. “ 1 h ? ve s P ent man y ha PP>’ <iays in Ireland, too,” said I, scarce follow - 

ing him in more than the general meaning of his speech. 

A fit of coughing from Corny interrupted his reply, but as he left the 
room I could hear his muttered meditations, something in this strain : 

“Happy days, indeed; a dacent life you led! tramping about the 
country with a fool ! horse-riding and fighting ! ugh ' ” 

I found my cousin in the breakfast-room Jo no ; my fnthor had already 
gone out ; and as Lady Charlotte never loft her room before throe or four 

° h ^' 1 " ly ‘pot ‘ho opportunity of our tiu-i-tiu to inquiro into 
t e cause of the singular reception I had met with, and to scok an 

viduTEnglmid 0 °' ‘ h ° ViCCr0> " 3 cha “ s ° towarj3 “ «“«> his 

Julia entered franklyand freely into the whole matter with the do. M 

perTeX’l™^" 17 - ^ ^ ± ~tw! 

much mist, ke r n J ^” 8h0 ’ “ 5 ' 0Ur whol ° condu <=‘ “ Poland has boon 

r*” Mid *• 

reasons to vindicate another, to miseonstrue-nerhan' 0 ^ d° " 0 P0ClJi ‘* r 
much the way of the world to look it th* condemn. It is so 

am sure you will see no DortirnW- * 68 m their Worst that I 

career make your 
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“ Thank you, Julia — a thousand thanks, sweet cousin. The whole 
narrative and its author are palpably before me.” 

A deep blush covered her cheek as I rose hastily from my chair. 

“John, dear John, sit down again,” said she; “I have only been in 
jest all this timo. You surely do not suppose me silly enough to credit 
one word of all this.” 

“ It must have been told you, however,” said I, fixing my eyes on her 
ns I spoke. 

The redness of her cheek grew deeper, and her confusion increased to 
a painful extent as, taking my hand in hers, sho said in a low, soft 
voice— 

“ I have been very, very foolish ; but you will promise mo never to 
remember — at least never to act upon — the— — ” 

The words beeame fainter and fainter as sho spoko, and at last died 
away maudibly ; and suddenly there shot across mv mind the passage in 
O ‘Grady’s letter — the doubt, onco suggested, gained strength overy 
moment — sho loved Do Yero. I will not attempt to convey the conflicting 
storm of passion this thought stirred up within mo. I turned towards 
her. Her head was thrown gently back, and her deep blue lustrous eyes 
were fixed on me as if waiting my reply. A tear rolled heavily along her 
check — it was the first I ever saw her shed. Pressing her hand to my lips, 

I muttered the words — “ Trust me, Julia,” and left tho room. 

“Sir George wishes to seo you, sir, in his own room,” said a servant, 
us I stood stunned and overcome by the discovery I had made of my 
cousin’s affection. I had no time given mo for further reflection as I 
followed him to m3’ father’s room. 

“ Sit down, Jack,” said my father, as he turned the ke\’ in the door; 
“I wish to talk with } t ou alone, here. I havo been with the Duke this 
morning ; a little explanation has satisfied him that your conduct was 
perfectly irreproachable in Ireland. He writes bv this post to the Viceroy 
to make the whole thing clear ; and, indeed, he offered to reinstate }'OU at 
once, whit h I refused, however. Now to something graver still, m3’ bo}’, 
and which I wish I could spare you— but it cannot be.” 

As lie spoko those words, he leaned his head in both his hands, and 
was silent. A confused, imperfect sense of some impending bad news 
rendered me motionless and still, and I waited without speaking. YTien 
my father lifted up hia head, his face was pale and careworn, and an 
expression such as long illness leaves had usurped the strong and manly 
character of his countenance. 

“ Come, my boy, I must not keep you longer in suspense. Fortune 
has dealt hardl3’ with me since we parted. Jack, I am a ruined 

_ . L 1 )? 

man . 

A convulsive gulp, and a rattling sound in tho throat, followed 
the words ; and, for a second or two, his fixed looks and purple colour 
made mo fear a fit was approaching. But in a few minutes ho recovered 
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calmness, and proceeded, but still with a broken and tremulous voice, 

to relate the circumstances of his altered fortune. 

It appeared that many British oflicers of high rank had involved them- 
selves deeply in a loan to the Spanish Government, under the faith of 
speedy repayment. The varying chances of the Peninsular struggle had 
given this loan all the character of a gambling speculation, tho skill in 
which consisted in the anticipation of the result of tho war wo wore then 
engaged in. My father's sanguine hopes of ultimate success induced him 
to enter deeply in tho speculation, from which, having onco engaged in, 
thero was no retreat. Thousand after thousand followed, to sccu.ro tho 
already advanced! and at last, hard pressed by tho increasing 
demands for money, and confident that the first turn of fortuno would 
lead to repayment, he had made uso of the greater part of my cousin 
d ilia's fortune, whose guardian be was, and in whose hands this trust- 
money had been left. My cousin would come of ago in about four 
months, at which time she would be eighteen; and then, if tho money 
were not forthcoming, the consequences wore utter ruin, with tho terrific 
blow of blasted character and reputation. 

There was a sum of ten thousand pounds settled on mo by my grand- 
father, which I at once offered to place at his disposal. 

Alas, my poor fellow ! I have advanced already upwards of t hir ty 
thousand of Julia’s fortune! No, no, Jack ; I have thought much over 
the matter ; there is hut one way of escaping from this difficulty. By 
disposing of theso bonds at considerable loss, I shall bo enabled to pay 
Juha s money. This will leave us little better than above actual want: 
b ill, it must be done. I shall solicit a command abroad : they’ll not refuse 
me, I Imow. Lady Charlotte must retire to Bath, or some quiet place 
which m my absence will appear less remarkable. Strict economy and 
time will do much. And as to yourself, I know that, having onco learned 

** . y ( °“ «? *«* Uvc no cause of complaint on ™, r 

, ■ ‘ ko D ’ lko K ‘ s promised to take euro of you. And now my heart is 

lighter than it has been for some months past.” ^ 

, ?° I p r ° m >' fa, hcr hod censed speaking, tho shock of his nows had 

l ho^/ t “ rL m ^:r uUy inu ' nt ° n th ° deu * us 

never^enccuntor Z ^ <*“«** 1 »«ld 

very shock of it. ^ o" : she was “'tain to sink under tho 

that hy SUP1>0Sed tllat ske necd not ho told its full extent ; 

her ; and he hoped too . should bo gradually mado known to 

from her, would withdraw her tho 5 i't ■** h “ s h anJ an< l 6 °n, both absent 

r :t r r: 
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mo, and this would prevent an exposure. And, after all, Jack, thore is 
nothing else for it. As ho said this, he fixed his eyes on me, as though 
rather asking than answering tho question. 

Not knowing what to reply, I was silent. 

** You were fond of J ulia, as a hoy, 1 ’ said he carelessly. 

The blood rushed *o my cheek, as I answered, “Yes, sir; but— 
but ” 

“ But you have outgrown that,” added ho, with a smile. 

“Not so much, sir, as that she has forgotten me. In fact, I belie vo wo 
arc excellent cousins.” 

“ And it is not now, my dear boy, I would endeavour to make you 
more to each other, ^Vhat is not a union of inclination shall never 
bo one of sordid interest ; besides, Jack, why should we not tako the field 
together ?— tho very thought of it makes me feel young enough.” 

I saw his lip quiver as he spoke, and unable to bear more, I wrung 
his hand warmly and hurried away. 


* 

CHAPTER NLIX. 

THE HOUSE GUARDS. 

1 will not say that my reverse of fortune did not depress mo : indeed 
tho first blow fell heavily ; but that once past, a number of opposing 
motives rallied my courage and nerved my heart. My father, 1 knew, 
relied on me in this crisis to support his own strength ; I had learned to 
care less for extravagant habits and expensive tastes, by living among 
tboso who accorded them little sympathy and less respect ; besides, if my 
changed career excluded mo from the race of fashion, it opened tho 
brilliant path of a soldier’s life beforo me. And now every hour seemed 
an age, until I should find myself among tho gallant fellows who were 
winning their laurels in the battle-fields of the Peninsula. 

Accor din g to tho Duke’s apointment of tho preceding evening, I found 
myself, at ten o’clock punctually, awaiting my turn to bo introduced in 
tho ante-chamber of the Horse Guards. The room was crowded with 
officers in full dress; somo old white-haired Generals of Division coming 
daily for years past to solicit commands, their fitness for which lay only 
in their own doting imaginations ; some, broken by sickness aud crippled 
with wounds, were seeking colonial appointments they never could live to 
reach ; hale and stout men, in the prime of life, were there also, entreating 
exchanges which should accommodate their wives and daughters, who 
preferred Bath or Cheltenham to the banks of the Tagus or the snows of 
Canada. Among these, howovor, were many fino soldicr-liko fellows, 
n hose only request was to bo sent where hard knocks were going, careless 
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of the climate, and regardless of tho cause. Another class w C ro thinly 

sprinkled around; young officers of tho staff, many of thorn delicate, 

effeminate-looking figures, herding scrupulously together, and nover 

condescending, by word or look, to acknowledge their brethren about 

them. In this knot Do Vcro was conspicuous by tho loud tono of his 

voice and the continued titter of his unmeaning laugh. 1 have already 

mentioned tho consummate ease with which ho could apparently forget all 

unpleasant recollections, and accost tho man whom ho should hnvo 

blushed to meet. Now he exhibited this power in perfection : Balutin* 
mo across the room with il. in m i ] t a 1* TnntiAn nf L.*/. 1_ - it t 


4.WW no wniwica mis power in perfection : salt 

me across the room with a familiar motion of his head, ho called out 

“ f 1 ' f“ ton - J’ ou ll0r » ? Sick of Ireland ; I know it would ’come 
it. .Looking for someth! no- near town ? »» 


9 y j * ijaiy ui iruui 

to that. Looking for something near town ? ” 

A cold negative, and a colder bow, was my only answer 

it, ssssr by thi3 ’ injcc,i ’ to ““ ecomi,,s ' **•' ^ *• 

DubHn; couWn ’* stand those confounded 
l it";" J ° kCS fr ° m CiFCUit - You wcro horribly bored, too ; 

I could^fs^iVfor' n^i X ‘ *“ a t0ne ° f Soriousncss * best cxchango 

not incluTe To in 1 P ■' ™ UOy!inco 1 I beg that you will 

materiaUv in ni “• * T mo ™ reS * ectia S Mand; I opine wo differ 
materially in our impressions of that country and nerh-ow n.o l 

reason too.- These latter words X spoke A * u 

fixing my eyes steadily on him. d ° mpha8ia ’ ftnd 

“ Very possibly,” lisped be, as coolly as before « I left it with f 
regret ; you apparently ought to be them ot;n u , , fc wl ^bout 
there, I think.” S thci ° St,lh Ua > ha > ha '• bo bus it 

The blood mounted to my face and temples as I h«.,-1 n 

“ -o ?s:r 1 ^T io !r : 1 -« £ i^;hy words - 

these liberties wore practice m ‘ Slit ‘“ V ° tau t' ht > ou with whom 

tvtr: :r, ned r. d :r G ™° ^ <* Y« k 

reverently to his Royal Highness withm f *? 0y i-°? th ° c<mtrai 7> bowed 

“n °; -• cvidu,ico oX ^ 

^rk eyes piL^Jit” « °l “ WithoUt 8 P°» ki °ff. his 

Vere," said ha at length •• n'!„- “ vory hoarts - “ Lord Dudley do 
I am sorry to find that tho voice I " ppom ‘ ,no “ t - Mr Uinton, 

last five mmutos in an am-rv tono w . * <noro tllan 0I1C « within the 

forgetfulness does not grow upon you * ° Th T | k ° Care ’ eir ' that this 
seventh is not tho person to ovorlook’it T . Th °- coloni!l of tho Twenty. 

“ H your Royal Highness—.™ ' Pr ° m ‘ S0 >' ou ” 

“ 1 T* eDtrCat J 0U t0 6paro “« im y explanation y uu m 

1 ■» * uu * Aou arc gazetted 
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to the Twer. ty -seventh. I hope you will hold yourself in readiness 
for immediate embarkation. Whore is the detachment, Sir Howard ? ” 

“ At Chatham, your Royal Highness,” replied an old officer behind 
the Duke’s shouldor. At the same moment his Grace passed through the 
room, conversing as he went with different persons about him. 

As T turned away, I met Lord Dudley’s eyes; they were riveted on me 
with an expression of triumphant malice I had never seen in them before, 
and I hurried homeward with a heart crushed and wounded. 

I have but one reason for the mention of this trivial incident: it is to 
show how often the studied courtesy, the well-practised deception that the 
fashion of the world teaches, will prevail over the heartfelt, honest 
indignation which deep feeling evinces; and what a vast superiority 
the very affectation of temper confers in the judgment of others, 
who stand by the game of life, and care nothing for the players at cithei 
side. 

Let no one suspect me of lauding the mockery of virtue in what 1 say 
here. I would merely impress on the young man who can feel for the 
deep sorrow* and abasement I suffered, the importance of tho attainment 
of that self-command, of that restraint over any outbreak of passion, when 
the very semblance of it onsures respect and admiration. 

It is very difficult to witness w’ith indifference the preference of those 
we have once loved for some other person ; still more so, when that 
other chances to bo ono we dislike : the breach of affection seems then 
tinctured with a kind of betrayal : wo call to mind how onco wo swayed 
the temper and ruled the thoughts of her who has now thrown off her 
allegiance ; we feel, perhaps, for the first time too, how forgotten are our 
lessons, how dead is all otir wonted influence; we remember when the 
least word, the slightest action, boot beneath our will ; when our emile 
was happiness, and our very sadness a reproof; and now we see ourselves 
unminded and neglected, with no more liberty to advise, no more powor 
to control, than the niorest stranger of the passing hour. What a wound 
to our self-love ! 

That my cousin Julia loved Do Yore, O’ Grady’s suspicions had already 
warned mo ; tho little I had seen of her since my return strengthened tho 
impression ; while his confident manner and assured tone confirmed my 
worst fears. In my heart I knew' how' utterly unworthy he was of such a 
girl ; but then, if he had already won her affections, my knowledge came 
too late : besides, the changed circumstances of my own fortune, which 
must soon become known, would render my interference suspected, and 
consequently of no value ; and after all, if I determined on such a course, 
what allegation could I bring against him which ho could not explain 
away as tho mere levity of the young officer, associating among thoso he 
looked down upon and despised ? 

Such were some of my reflections as I slowly returned homewards 
from tho Horse Guards. As I arrived, a travelling-carriago stood at tho 
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door; loses, imperials, and cap-cases littered tho hall and steps; servants 
were hurrying* lack and forward, nnd Mademoiselle Clemence, my 
mother's maid, with a poodlo under ono arm nnd a macaw’s capo in the 
other, was adding to the confusion by directions in a composite language 
that would have astonished Babel itself. 

“What moans all this?” said I, “Is Lady Charlotto leaving 
town ? ” 

“ Miladi va par fir ” 

‘ Her ladyship’s going to Hastings, sir/' said tho butler inter- 
rupting. “ Hr. Y has been hero this morning, and recommends an 

immediate change of air for her ladyship.” 

“ Is Sir Gcorgo in the house ? ” 

“ No, sir; he’s just gone out with tho doctor.” 

“Ah,” thought I, “this then is a concorted measure, to induco my 
mother to leave town. Lady Julia at home? ” 

“ Yes, sir, in the drawing-room.” 

“ Whoso horso is that with the groom? ” 

“Lord Dudley de Vere’s, sir; ho’s up-stairs.” 

Already had I turned to go to the drawing-room when 1 heard 

these words. Suddenly a faint, half-sick feeling came over me, and I 

hastened upstairs to my own room, actually dreading to meet any one us 
I went. 


I o blank future before me never seemed so cheerless as at that 
moment: separated, without a chance of ever meeting, from tho only on.- 
I ever really loved; tortured by my doubts of her feelings for me— fur 
even now what would I not have given to know she loved me ; my worldlv 
prospects ruined; without a home; my cousin Julia, the only one who 
etumed either an interest m me or seemed to care for me, about to give 
her hand to the man I hated and despised P 

n ^'TVT ! aQd 1 8huU b0 alono in the world,” thought I- 
mind° “ y 1 6 Cold 8olfishn ess of isolation presented itself to my 

Ladtcwiott P W ‘ m0 i ?° thodo <*; I opened it; it was a message from 
r f7t y ? > requesting to sec me in her room. As I passed tho dTr 

^ Julia and Lord do vLTal^td 

colled him ^doubtless rolat’ "’""v . b ° amu f m S” as mv mother’s lottor 
Horse Guards; for ud has ‘ y, . anJ '"‘omperato conduct at tho 

not break suddenly in and ah' 1 " csoluto as t0 whether I should 

a disclosure : my bTtt “11 h “ ,ordshi P’ a Poetical coolness by 

Charlotte was s^tedilad^ J P T Cnt ° d m °' and 1 Wf 

articles of toilet and ms Pf ct,n S th » Peking of various 

—‘flushed from oreXs '££*£ "°“ d h " <*«* 
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was not an hour to spare ; the heart he suspects to be sympathetically 
don t put that Chantilly veil thero, I shall never get at it — and 
he advises Hastings for the present ; he’s coming with us, however— I’ll 
wear that ring, Clemence and I must insist at his looking at you; you 
are very pale to-day, and dark under the eyes ; have you any pain in the 
side?” 

“ None whatever, my dear mother ; I’m quite well.” 

Pain is, however, a late symptom ; my attack began with an — a 

sense of, it was rather Has Itundel not sent back that bracelet? How 

very provoking ! Could you call there, dear John ? that tiresome man 
nover minds the servants. It’s just on your way to the club, or the Horse 
Guards, or somewhere.” 

I could scarce help a smile as I promised not to forget the commission. 

“ And now, my dear, how did his Grace receive you? You saw him 
this morning ? ” 

“My interview was quite satisfactory on the main point; I am appointed 
to the Twenty >seventh.” 

‘VWhy not on the staff, dear John ? You surely do not mean to leave 
England, having been abroad already — in Ireland, I mean , it’s very hard 
to expect you to go so soon again. Lady Jane Colthurst’s son has never 
been farther from her than Knightsbridge , and I’m sure I don’t see why 
we are to be treated worse than her.” 

“ But my own wish — - — ” 

“ Your own wish, my dear, could never be to give me uneasiness, 
which, I assure you, you did very considerably while in Ireland: the horrid 
people you made acquaintance with — my health, I'm certain, could never 
sustain a repetition of the shock I experienced then.” 

My mother leaned back and closed her eyes, as if some very dreadful 
circumstance was passing across her memory ; and I, half ashamed of the 
position to which she would condemn me, was silent. 

“ There, that aigrette will do very well there, I'm sure; I don't know 
why you are putting in all theso things ; I shall never want them again, 
in all likelihood.” 

The depressed tone in which these words were spoken did not affect 
me much, for I knew well, from long habit, how my mother loved to 
dwell on the possibility of that event the bare suggestion of which from 
another sho couldn’t have endured. 

Just at this moment Julia entered in her travelling dress, a shawl 
thrown negligently across her shoulders. 

“ I hope I have not delayed you. John, are we to have your company 
too ? ” 

“ No, my dear,” said my mother languidly; “he’s going to leave us. 
Some foolish notion of active service ” 

“Indeed,” said Julia, not waiting for the conclusion of the speech — 

“ indeed ! ” She drew near mo, and as she did so her colour twain** 
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heightened, and her dark eyes grew darker and more meaning: “Yon 
never told me this.” 

“ I only knew it about an hour ago myself,” replied I coolly ; “ and 
;\hen I was about to communicate my news to you, I found yon wero 
engaged with a visitor— Lord do Vere, I think.” 

“Ah, yes, very true, ho was here,” she said quickly; and then, 
perceiving that my eyes wore fixed upon her, she turned away her head 
hastily and in evident confusion. 

“Dear me, is it so late?” said my mother, with a sigh. “I have 

some calls to make yet. Don t you think, John, you could take them off 

m y hands ? It s only to drop a card at Lady Blair’s, and you could ask if 

Caroline’s better — though, poor thing 3 she can’t be, of course. Doctor 

* 7 her malady is exactly my own ; and then, if you are passing 

Long’s, tell Sir Charles that our whist party is put off perhaps 

Grammont lias told him already. You may mention to Saunders that I 

shall not want the horses till I return; and say I detest greys, they are 

so like city people’s equipages ; and wait an instant here her ladyship 

took a small ivory memorandum tablet from the table, and began reading 

from it a list of commissions, some of them most ludicrously absurd. In 

the midst of the catalogue my father entered hastily, with his watch in 
ms hand, 

“ You’ll bo dreadfully late on the road, Chn.lotte, and yo.. forgot 
must be back here early to-morrow/* 

“ So Ibad for S°tten it I ” said she, with some animation ; “ but we’re 
quite ready now— Clemence has done everything, I think. Come John 

give me your arm, my dear- Julia always takes this side. Are you 
cei tain it won t ram, Sir George ? M 

“ I really cannot he positive,” said my father, smiling. 

m 6 ?f e thoro ’ s thunder in the ais,” rejoined my mother- “ mv 

nerves would never bear a storm.” y ’ 

had^aU^?' “ “ <ho West I«»l 5 cs. where an earthquake 

r~ 6 7 aUo 7“ d up a whoI ° population, occurred to her memory at tl 

o 7 ks LTt' t P T ibility 0f 80m0th “S similar occunvng hetwe n Seva 

i ,0 :r 0SS lKr Cntir0 a “- By ^ 

stood in respectful 1 silence." m’v ? fa d °“’; 1 ° 

upon a figure wbiVVt , 8 ojes were, however, directed 

certainly was strinoclv at'vari * P ,K 'ii 1U 'e t **** d °° r ’ and "* 10S0 costume 
An old white 3 tat Jr“ C ° Y U ,h ° aCCUrat0 “««*« «*o«t him. 
^ound-for threat 1 r”'° caching nearly to the 

person-a glaaedhat ^1^,7 ° ne ?" a y de9 tined for a much larger 

and Ued under the eW^n^ht'wh V, a - haadk0rcMaf passed <"» » 
- a at tho 

Siddons tone of voice. “ ““ * ^ d °’ ne tKoro? ” safd my mother, in a 
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“ What is it ? Corny Delnny, no less,” croaked ont the little man in 
the crankiest tone of his harsh voice. “ It’s what remains of me, at 
laste ! ” 

“Oh yes,” said Julia, bursting' into a laugh, “ Corny’s coming as my 
body-guard. He’ll sit in the rumble with Thomas.” 

“ What a shocking figure it is!” said my mother, surveying him 
through lier glass. 

“ lime doesn’t improve either of us,” said Corny, with tho grin of a 
demon— happily the observation was only heard by myself. “ Is it in 
silk stockings I d be trapesing about the roads all night, with the rlieumatiz 
in the small of my back — ugh, the haythins ! ” 

My mother was at length seated in the carriage, with Julia bosido her 
— the hundred and one petty annoyances to make travelling uncomfortable, 
by way of rendering it supportable, around her ; Corny had mounted to 
his place beside Thomas, who regarded him with a look of as profound 
contempt as a sleek, well-fed pointer would confer upon some mangy mon. 
grel of the roadside; a hurried good-bye from my mother, a quick, short 
glance from Julia, a whisper lost in the crash of the wheels, and they were 
gone. 


CHAPTER L. 

THE RETREAT FROM BURGOS. 

Few men have gone through life without passing through certain 
periods which, although not marked by positive misfortune, were yet so 
impressed by gloom and despondence that their very retrospect is 
eaddening. Happy it is for us that in alter days our memory is but little 
retentive of these. We remember tho shadows that darkened over the 
landscape; but we forget in great part their cause and their duration, 
and perhaps even sometimes arc disposed to smile at the sources of grief 
to which long habit of the world and its ways would have made us 
callous, J 

M 

I wAs almost alone in the world — bereft of fortune, separated irre- 
vocably from the only one 1 loved, and by whom I had reason to think 
my affection was returned. In that home to which I should have looked 
for fondness, I found only gloom and misfortune. My mother grown 
insensible to everything save some frivolous narrative of her own health; 
my father, once high-spirited and free-hearted, careworn, depressed, and 
broken; my cousin, my early playfellow, half sweetheart and half sister, 
bestowing her heart and affections on one so unworthy of her. All lost 
to me: and at a time, too, when the heart is too weak and tender to 
eland alone, but must cling to sometliing, or it sinks upon the earth, 
crushed uud trodden upon. 
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I looked buck upon my past life, and thought over the happy hour* I 
bad passed in the wild West, roaming through its deep valleys and over 
its heath- clad mountains. I thought of her, my companion through 
many a long summer day along the rocky shore, against which the white 
waves wore ever beating, watching the sea-birds careering full many a 
fathom deep helow us, mixing their shrill cries with the wilder plash of 
the ever- restless sea ; and how wo dreamed away those hours, now half in 
sadness, now in blight hope of long years to come, and found ourselvos 
thus wandering hand in hand, loved and loving; and then I looked out 
upon the bleak world before me, without an object to win, without a goal 
to strive at. 

“ Come, Jack,” said my father, laying his hand on my shoulder, and 

startling me out of my reverie, “ ono piece of good fortune wo havo had. 

The Duke lias given me the command at Chatham. Some hint of my 

altered circumstances, it seems, had reached him, and, without my apply. 

he most kindly sent for me and told me of my appointment. You 

must join the service companies of the Twenty-soventh by to-morrow. 

They are under sailing orders, and no time is to bo lost. I told his Grace 

that, for all your soft looks and smooth chin, there was no Inch of spirit in 

your heart; and you must take an eagle, Jack, if you would keep up my 
credit.” 


Laughingly spoken as these few words were, they somehow etruck 

upon a chord that had long lain silent in my heart, and as suddenly awoke 

in m e the burning desire for distinction, and the ambitious thirst of 
military glory. 

ontTn l« eXt A eV v Tf\ at 6UnSCt ’ th ° lranfi P° rt weighed anchor and stood 
out to sea. A slight breeze of! shore, and an ebb tide, carried us gently 

bZ r ^ T ni ? U Wn9 MVmS 1 atood alone * Waning on the 

. , *, a ° 00 ine on faint shadows of the tall chalk cliffs 

my father s last words, “You must take an eagle, Jack!” still ringinc 
m m> ears, and sinking deeply into my heart. ° 

merely tho b ol^™arv d T-w" 8 “S^ent-* creek corps, it is true-I ease 

~ £ vssrxxz: «£ 

delicately nurturedtrVvT" 1 * * * * ‘v! adm ‘ ration of comrades that ono so 
roughings of a sotdierVwo 6 and ° Uld . b ‘;'* r 60 choerfuU y <md well the 
Gulls™,” w! relj tm ™ 1 “'»<* Hinton, the 

fields of the Peninsula. 8 * h storm > T and blood-stained 

i n g.^^I ^ n (ul the arm v in ! if ° W ° r ° indecd hui little encou rag- 

shock to all “ fr ° m Bur ^ 09 - ^t a 

my ideas of the pride pomp and o' Campaign ! How different to 

member weU we Lt SnSnfJS? “rcumstance of glorious war ! I ra- 

the 4th of November Tim A ^ ^ rL * tirm S forces on the morning of 

% ember. The day broke heavily; masses of dark and 
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weighty c o«d drifted across the sky. The ground was soaked witu min, 

dismally ii th^d^l "’ m “"T T* 8 ““ 1Jcak P 1 *”* “d moaned 

from .L V« Pm ° "° 0<l8 - 0ur P art - T - which consisted of drafts 

... th j . Fltt, " th > Twenty-seventh, and Seventy-first regiments, was 
ationcd m a few miserable hovels on the side of the high road from 

. a 1 ° 4 ^ C )'° 3 - E y a mistake of the way, we had missed a body of 

troops on the preceding day, and were now halted here in expectation of 
joining some of the corps retiring on the Portuguese frontier. Soon after 
daybreak a low rumbling sound, at first supposed to be the noise of distant 
cannonading, attracted our attention ; but some stragglers, coming up soon 
alter, informed us that it proceeded from tumbrils and ammunition- 
waggons of Sir Lowry Cole’s brigade, then on the march. The news was 
scarcely communicated when the head of a column appeared topping the 


As they came nearer, wo remarked that the men did not keep their 
ranks, but strayed across the road from side to side ; some carried their 
muskets by the sling, otheis on the shoulder; some leant on their compan- 
ions, as though faint and sick ; and many there were whose savage looks and 
bloated features denoted drunkenness. The uniforms were torn ami 
ragged, several had no shoes, and some even had, lost their caps and 
i hakos, and wore handkerchiefs bound round their heads. Among these 
the officers were almost undistinguishablo : fatigue, hardship, and priva- 
tion had levelled them with the men ; and discipline scarcely remained in 
that disorganised mass. On they came, their eyes bent only on the long 
vista of road that lay before them. Some, silent and sad, trudged on side 
by side ; others, maddened by drink or wild with the excitement of fever, 
uttered fright tul and homble ravings. Some flourished their bayonets, 
and threatened all within their reach ; and denunciations of their officers 
and open avowals of desertion were heard on every side as they went. 
The bugle sounded a halt as the column reached the little hamlet where wo 
were stationed ; and in a few seconds the road and the fields at either side 
wero covered by the figures of the men, who threw themselves down on 
the spot where they stood, in every posture that weariness and exhaustion 
could suggest. 

All the information we could collect was that this force formed part of 
the rear-guard of the army; that the French, under Marshal Soult, wero 
hotly in pursuit, having already driven in the cavalry outposts, and more 
than once throwing their skirmishers amongst our follows. In a few 
minutes the bugle again sounded to resume the march : and however little 
disposed to yield to the dictates of discipline, old habit, stronger than even 
lawless insubordinition, prevailed ; the men rose, and, falling in with somo 
semblance of order, continued their way. Nothing struck mo more in 
that motloy mas3 of ragged uniform and patched clothing than the 
ferocious, almost savage expression, of the soldiers as they marched past 
our hotter equipped and better disciplined party. Their dark scowl 
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betokened deadly hate; and I could see the young men of our detachment 
quail beneath the insulting ruffianism of their gaze, livery now and then 
!-ome one or other would throw down his pack or knapsack to tho ground, 
and with an oath asseverate his resolve to carry it no longer. Sonic oven 
declared they would abandon their arms; and more than ono sat down by 
the wayside, preferring death or imprisonment from the enemy to tho 
horrors and severities of that dreadful march. 

The Highland regiments and the Guards alone preserved their former 
discipline; the latter, indeed, had only lately joined tho army, having 
landed at Corunna a few weeks previously, and were perfect in every species 
of equipment. Joining myself to a group of their officers, I followed in 
the march, and was enabled to learn some tidings of my friend O’Grady, 
who, I was glad to hear, was only a few miles in advance of us, with his 
regiment. 

Towards three o'clock we entered a dark pine wood, through which 

the route continued for several miles. Here the march became extremely 

difficult, from the deep clayey soil, tho worn and cut-up road, and, more 

than all, the torrents of rain that swept along the narrow gorge, and 

threw a darkness, almost like night, over everything. We plodded on 

gloomily, and scarcely speaking, when suddenly the galloping of horses 

was heard in the rear, and we were joined by Sir lid ward Paget, who, with a 

single aide-de-camp, rode up to our division. After a few hurried quest ions 

to the officer in command, he wheeled his horse round, and rode hack 

towards the next column, which, from some accidental delay, was vet 

two miles in the rear. The sound of tho horses’ hoofs woro still ringing 

along the causeway, when a loud shout, followed by the sharp reports of 

pistol-lmug, mingled with the voice. In an instant nil was still as before 

and save the crashing of the pine branches and the heating rain, no other 
sound was heard. 

Our conjectures as to tho cause of tho firing were just making, when 
an or or j »® on » are-headed and wounded, came up nt the top of his 
oree s speed. The few hurried words ho spoke in a half whisper to our 
Lommandmg officer were soon reported through tho linos. Sir Edward 

f mrh r r w ' C ° n f m had bcon takcn Pri^ner, carried away by 

a party of French cavalry, who were daring enough to dash in between 

proach. 3 ’ ' “ ° tht ' r rCtrcat ^ th,! >- ventured to up. 

The temerity of our enemy, added to our own dispirited and defer,™ 
less condition, was the only thing wanting to compfete our lom and 

despair.’ 0 "' W “ 9 resumcd in th » dogged suUenness of 

moX d of U tht°i -Th S tt 9 to°tn°Tf « ‘d ££"""* wlth 
view, end the rumour snreed ttl i ’ C,udnd Eodri S° ™m 0 in 

to the irimd Z| 7 StOT0S 0f 0,1 W»4. would be served out 
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By insubordination and intemperance we had lost seven thousand meo 
since the day the retreat from Burgos began, and although neither 
harassed by night marches nor excessive journeys — losing neither guns, 
ammunition, nor standards — yet was the memorable document addressed 
by ellington to the officers commanding divisions but too justly merited 
concluding in these words : “ The discipline of every army, after a long 
and active campaign, becomes in somo degree relaxed, but I am concerned 
to observe that tho army under my command has fallen off in this respect 

to a greater degieo than any army with which X have over been, or of 
which X have ever read. 0 


CHAPTER LI. 

A MISHAP. 

If I begun my career aa a soldier at one of the gloomiest periods of our 
Peninsular struggle, I certainly was soon destined to witness one of the 
most brilliant achievements of our arms in the opening of tho campaign of 
1813. 

On tho 22nd of May the march began— that forward movement, for 
the hour of whose coming many a heart had throbbed and many a bosom 
beat high. Prom Ciudad Rodrigo to the frontier, our way led through 
the scenes of former glory; and if tho veterans of the army exulted at 
once again beholding the battle-fields where victory had crowned their 
arms, the new soldiers glowed with ambition to emulate their farno. As 
for myself, short as the period had been since i quitted England, I folt 
that my character had undergone a very great change ; the wondering 
fancies of the boy had sobered down into the more fixed, determined 
passions of tho man. The more I thought of the inglorious indolence of 
my former life, the stronger was now my desire to deserve a higher re- 
putation than that of a mero lounger about a court, tho military accom- 
paniment of a pageant. Happily for me, I knew not at tho time how 
few opportunities for distinction aro afforded by the humble position of 
a subaltern — how seldom occasions ariso where, amid tho mass around 
him, his name can win praise or honour. I know not this ; and my 
reverie by day, my dream by night, presented but ono image — that of 
some bold, successful deed by which I should bo honourably known and 
proudly mentioned ; or my death be that of a bravo soldier in the field of 
glory. 

It may bo remembered by my render that in tho celebrated march by 
which Wellington oponed that campaign — whoso result was the expulsion 
of the French armies from tho Peninsula — tho British left, under tho 
command of Graham, was always in advance of the main body ; tluir 
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rout© traversed the wild and dreary passes of tho Trashes -Montes, a vaft 
expanse of country, with scarcely a road to bo' met with, and but few 
inhabitants. The solitary glens and gloomy valleys whoso echoes had 
waked to no other sounds save those of the wild heron or tho eagle, wore 
now to resound with the thundering roll of artillery waggons, tho chinking 
crash of cavalry columns, or tho monotonous din of the infantry battalions, 
as from sunrise to sunset they poured along- now scaling tho rugged 
height of some hold mountain, now disappearing among tho wooded depths 
of some dark ravine. 


Owing to a temporary appointment on the staff, I was continually 
passing and re-passing between this portion of the army and the force 
under the immediate command of Lord Wellington. Starting at day- 
break, I have set off alone through theso wild, untravelled tracts, where 
mountains rose in solemn grandeur, their dark sides wooded with the 
gloomy cork-tree, or rent by some hissing torrent, whose splash was the 
only sound that broke the universal silence. Now dashing on with speed 
across the grassy plain, now toiling along on foot, tho bridlo on my arm, 
I have seen the sun go down, and never heard a human voice, nor seen tho 
footsteps of a fellow. man ; and yet, what charms had those lonely hours 
for me, and what a crowd of blissful thoughts and happy images they vet 
bring back to me! The dark glen, the frowning precipice, the dear 
nvuict gurgling on amid the mossy stones, the long and tangled weeds 
that hung in festoons down some rocky cliff, through whose tissured sides 
the water fell in heavy drops into a little basin at its foot-all spoke to 

me of the happiest hours of my life, when, loved and loving, I wandered 
on tho livelong day. 

H 0W often as tho day was falling, have I sat down to rest beneath 
eomo tall beech, gazing on tho glorious expanse of mountain and vullov 
hru and plain, and winding river-all beneath me; and how “i 

Jhe' 6 m £ ‘ h ° Usl ' tS wa " dcrcd »" a y from those to many a far-off mile tnd 
then what doubts and hopes would crowd upon mo ! Was I f, . 

Had tune and distance wiped away all memory of mo tVJ 7° 

she had never seen, or was she still to me as when wo narted ? t! v 

holy^M'lf™ a'' 0 1 reCUmd ^ meeting aUho 

spoLnhopoto my Lrt when ,e 60m0 ';” S, ‘\ fe J Clin8 ° f 6U P Crstitioa b» 

It L i 7 hcn rcason 1x10110 had bid me despair, 

forget it— that, C overcome »* ot Ja -- 1 not readily 

shelter of a grove of acacias ^nd ? U .t' I . threw “ lysdf do " n beneath tho 
into one of my accustomed’ retries The hLtoTtW ^ 1™°' f ° U 
hum of the summer insects, tho very monotonous chamn' « ’ dr ° wsy 

feeding besido me— all consnirorl , , cnam P ™ my horse 

heavy slumber. My oloci,y ' nnd 1 fcl1 “to a 

but, strangely enough, the scenes "t hrou oh'wh t i 8 j tS ’ " ° ro of homo ! 

the officers with whom I was intiin.t. iif 1 llad been travelling, 

was ultimate, the wild guerUla chiefs, who from 
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timo to time crossed my path or shared my bivouac, were mixed up with 
objects and persons many a mile away, making that odd and incongruous 
collection which wo so often experience in sleep, 

A kind of low, unbroken sound, liko the tramp of cavalry over grass, 
awoke me ; but still, such was my drowsiness, that I was again about to 
relapse into sleep, when the sound of a manly voice, singing at the foot of 
the rock beneath me, fully aroused me. I started up, and, peeping 
cautiously over the head of the cliff, beheld, to my surprise and terror, a 
party of french soldiers stretched upon the greensward around a fire. It 
was tho first timo I had ever seen the Imperial troops, and, notwith- 
standing the danger of my position, I felt a most unaccountable longing 
to creep nearer and watch their proceedings. The sounds I had heard 
at first hecamo at this moment more audible, and, on looking down 
the glen, I perceived a party of about twenty dragoons cantering up tho 
valley. They were dressed in tho uniform of the “Chasseurs Legcrs,” 
and, in their light blue jackets and silvered helmets, had a most striking 
and picturesque effect. My astonishment at their appearance was not 
diminished by the figure who rode gaily along at their head. She was .a 
young and pretty-looking girl, dressed in a blue frock and jean trousers; 
a light foraging cap, with the number of the regiment worked in silver 
on tho front ; a small canteen suspended from one shoulder by a black 
belt completed her equipment. Uer hair, of a glossy black, was braided 
richly at either side of her face, and a couple of bows of light blue attested 
a degree of coquetry the rest of her costume gave no evidence of. She 
rode cn cavalier and, by the easy attitude in which she sat, and her 
steady hand on the bridle, denoted that the regimental riding-school had 
contributed to her accomplishments. I had heard before of the vivandidres 
of the French army, but was in no wise prepared for the really pretty figuie 
and costume I now beheld. 

As the riding-party approached, the others sprang to their feet, and. 
drawing up in a line, performed a mock salute, which the young lady 
returned with perfect gravity, and then, carelessly throwing her bridle to 
the one nearest, dismounted. In a few moments tho horses were picketed, 
the packs were scattered about the grass, cooking utensils, provisions, and 
wino were distributed, and, amid a perfect din of merry voices and laughter, 
the preparations for dinner were commenced. Mademoiselle's part, on 
tho whole, amused mo not a little. Not engaging in any of the various 
occupations about her, she seated herself on a pile of cavalry cloaks at a 
little distance from the rest, and, taking out a much- worn and well- 
thumbed-looking volume from tho pocket of her coat, sho began to read 
to herself with tho most perfect imconcorn of all that was going on about 
her. Meanwhile tho operations of the cuisine wero conducted with a 
despatch and dexterity that only French soldiers ever attain to; and, shall 
1 confess it? tho rich odour that steamed upwards from tho well-soasonod 
l otago — tho savoury smell of tho roast kid, albeit partaking of onions — 
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and the brown breasts of certain poukts made mo wish heartily that 
for half an hour or so I could havo changed my allegiance, converted 
myself into a soldat de la Garde, and led Mademoiselle in to dinner. At 
length the party beneath had arranged their meal upon tho grass, and tho 
corporal, with an air of no inconsiderablo pretension, took Mademoiselle's 

hand to conduct her to the place of honour at the head of tho feast 
calling out, as he did so, 

Place, Messieurs, place pour Madame la Duchcsso do de ’* 

“N importe quoi,” said another; “ tho Emperor has many a battle to 
' vm yet, and many a kingdom and a duchy to give away. As for myself 
I count upon the baton of a marshal before tho campaign closes ” * 

. ,“.^'-odono Ib.gyou, with such folly, and help me to some of that 

‘atm, said tho lady, with a much more practical look about her than her 
expression a few moments before denoted. 

Tho feast now progressed with all tho clatter which little ceremony 
hcaity appetites, and good fellowship produce. Tho wine went round 

u rnttrL i l" nT r; rV misW jud8 ° from «“ir were not 

conversation 1 hCI ' C “ d the *'° “ 6trr, >' "' 0ld or so of tho 

conversation. All this time my own position was far from amro-ibl* 

part? “ hUo f!n,kh faCt ° f -,'f ? S “ SpCCtat<,r of a 8<>od dinner und o jolly 

I balanced with myself which of these alternative's was „„I n , 
accident decided the question: my horse who „, i„ hkcl - v ’ “ 

grazing close beside me, bearin'- one of’th, t P ? * m0mcnt ' was 
valley beneath, pricked un 1,;? °, , tk ° tr o°P-h<>rsc 3 neigh in the 

with which I had fisten.il >.' i 1 ungtd upwards, broke tho bridle 
of the picketed animals. In™’i Instant 'o'? , e “ ily J °"’ n !n, ° tho miJs ‘ 

some rushed to their holsters and drew forth ufe?n° t P r DS ? L “ ‘ L ' e3 : 

horse’s girth and sprang into’ her se o youn 8‘ la r 1 y herself tightened hor 

tomed to moments of dan, cr ln ?I a , ^ Verity of one accna- 

inmates, csccpt the slight nuiso of tt,„ / 51 '■ nL0 now for a couplo of 

korses and fling 0 n their packs when CnSa8cd “ brid W ‘bcir 

and the same instant e ^ \ out, -< VoiliL | ” 

Which hung on a branch of a treo above mo nnTun^tr' 1 ‘° chako - 
forgotten. Before I could determine on ?„ ’ r V thls mommt I had 
number had rushed up the rock and wiil j *“* ° £ C5capc ’ thrc ® of tho 
to surrender myself their prisoner The dr “ WU 8ables ’ com “anded mo 
my sword with an air of T D ° 1 fla “« down 

of which they soon rilled nro, „ “?? A % dis P a ‘ d >«. 

-ueding me down the clilf l 
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to examino my bolsters and tho flaps of my saddle, for any papers which 
1 might have concealed in these places. 

“ Eh bien ! mon colonel,” said the leader of tho party, as he drew 
himself up beforo me, and carried his hand to his cap in a salute as 
respectful and orderly as though I were his officer, “ what say you to a 
little supper ere we move forward ? ” 

“ There’s the bill of fare,” said another, laughing as he pointed to tho 
remnants of roast fowls and stowed kid that covered tho grass. 

I was too young a soldier to comport myself at the moment with that 
philosophic resignation to circumstances which the changeful fortunes of 
war so forcibly instil ; and I merely answered by a brief refusal, 'while, 
half unconsciously I threw my eyes around to see if no chance of escape 
presented itself. 

“ No, no,” cried tho Corporal, who at once read my look and its 
meaning ; don’t try that, or you reduce me to tho extremity of trying 
this” patting, as ho spoke, the butt of his carbine w r ith an air of easy 
determination there was no mistaking. 

** Let me rather recommend Monsieur le Capitaine to try this,” said 
the vivandiere, who, unperceived by me, was all this while grilling tho 
half of a poulet over tho embers. There was something in the kindness 
of tho act, coupled as it was with an air of graceful courtesy, that touched 
me ; so, smothering all my regretful thoughts at my mishap, I summoned 
up my best bow and my best French to acknowledge the civility, and tho 
moment after was seated on the grass beside Mademoiselle Annette, dis- 
missing my supper with the appotite of a man whose sorrows were far 
inferior to his hunger. 

As the moon rose, the party, who evidently had been waiting for some 
others thoy expected, made preparations for continuing their journey, tho 
first of which consisted in changing the corporal's pack and equipments to 
the back of my English thorough-bred— his own meagre and raw-boned 
quadruped being destined for mo. Up to this instant tho thought of 
escape had nover left my mind. I knew I could calculate on the speed of 
my horso— I had had some trials of his cnduranco, and the only thing 
was to obtain such a start as might carry mo out of bullet range at once, 
and all was safe. Now this last hope deserted mo as I beheld tho miser- 
able hack to which I was condemned ; and yet, poignant as this feeling 
was— shall I confess it - it was inferior in its pain to the sensation 1 
experienced as I saw tho rude Fronch soldier, with clumsy jack-boots and 
heavy hand, curretting about upon my mettlesome charger, and exhibiting 

his paces for tho amusement of his companions. 

Tho order was now given to mount, and I took my place in the middlo 
file, the dragoons on cither side of me having unslung their carbines, and 
given me laughingly to understand that I was to bo made a riddle of if I 
ittcmpted an escape. 

n»e long months of captivity that followed have, somehow, I cannot at 
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all explain why, left no su:h deep impression on my mind an tho simplo 
events of that night-1 remember it still like a thin- of yesterday Wo 
travelled along the crest of a mountain -the valley lying in deep dark 
shadow beneath -the moon shone brightly out upon tho grey granit^ rocks 
beside us our pace was sometimes pushed to a fast trot, and then relaxed 

; "“ft a ? a?P °- ared 10 "“>■ 10 -<>'-'60 tho con vorsat io nal 
- 1 f 3 escort than for an >’ other reason. Their spirits nover flatrired 
for a moment -some jest or story was over going forward -some anecdote 

of the campaign, or some lore adventure, of which the narrator was the 
hero, common ted on l>v all in turn , nrtfK i § \ - 1 tho 

^“a plrintnt^W T ^ 

which tho difficulties of female character seemed to r fo lire har " 
On such points being always regarded as conclusive A H ‘ 1 ° P T D 

would break forth into some rude Ilussar sonl_»« A ' ,0 .°' lhcy 

camp lyric poetry— each vnren ) ® ome regular specimen of 

chorussei by the whole party in conlLom^ 7 & mQTQai individa “l. and 


CHATTER Ln. 

THE MARCH. 

Such, with little variety, was tho history of each d™ * a • v 
march. Tho days usually passed in ao™ ch and ni S^t of our 

ment, while a reconnaissance would be made bv° fi o 8 °. C , UI lty and c °nceal- 

On — I"" n!ght f ° U ’ th ° routo continued ° ^ ° f th ° 

One incident alono broke the monoton vof th* * 

ight we left tho mountain and descende d inf J ourn °y* Ou tho fourth 

> r our guide the course of a river whirh ^ * VP 0pon pkin * taking 
tnnns fPL. • . 1 ** nur which seemtv r. b 


7 ° LUO mountain and dosrnml,^ ino r °ui tJ 

for our guide the course of a river which ^ * VP °P? n pkin * taking 
pamons. The night was dark ; heavy umssos of M° kmUiar to ,n y com- 
and n 0t a star was visible; the atmosphere was dos “T* 1 * 1 the moon * 
thero reigned around a kind of unnatural «*-n 1 and °PP res sivo p and 

nnid° 6lU r SSi5h riT6r Which movet l on bes£{ftf' U "’ ,r ° kon by lh ° «»w 
f*Pid one for some time ; and, contrary to th^ a ° Ur paCe 1x3(1 be °n a 

bulged in their gay songs n« m ,t^L s h,?^’ “-‘her 

with mo ™ 

bn : : nut :r fr : 

prey upon their spirits as they snoke to u ™“ of 010 hour soemed te 

- « « - . — ks: aS 
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every eye was directed to a bright star that burst out aborts the horizon, 
and seemed to expand gradually into a largo mass of great brilliancy, and 
again to diminish to a mere speck, which it remained for souk; time, and 
then disappeared entirely. We remained gazing on the dark spot where 
this phenomenon had appeared, endeavouring by a hundred conjectures to 
explain it. Wearied at length with watching, wo were about to continue 
our journev, when suddenly from the quarter from where the shir had 
shone a rocket shot up into the dark sky, and broke into ten thousand 
brilliant fragments, which seemed to hang suspended on high in the 
weight of the dense atmosphere. Another followed, and another; then, 
after a pause of some minutes, a blue rocket was seen to mount into the 
air, and explode with a report which, even at tho distance we stood, was 
audible. Scarcely had its last fragments disappeared in the darkness, 
when a low rumbling noise, like the booming of distant thunder, seemed 
to creep along the ground. Then came a rattling volley, as if of small- 
arms ; and at last the whole horizon burst into a red glare, which forked 
up from earth to sky, with a crash that seemed to shake the very ground 
beneath us. Masses of dark, misshapen rock sprang into tho blazing sky; 
millions upon millions of sparks glittered through tho air; and a cry, like 
the last expiring wail of a drowning crew, rose above all other sounds 
and all was still. The flame was gone— the gloomy darkness had returned 

not a sound was heard — but in that brief moment four hundred of the 

French army met their graves beneath tho castle of Burgos, which, in 
their hurried retreat, they had blown up, without apprising the troops 
who were actually marching beneath its very walls. ^ 

Our route was now’ resumed in silence— even the levity of the French 
soldiers had received a check ; and scarcely a word passed as we rode on 
through tho gloomy darkness, anxiously looking for daybreak, to learn 

something of tho country about us. 

Towards sunrise we found ourselves at the entrance of a mountain pass 
traversed by the Ebro, which in some places almost filled the valley, and 
left merely a narrow path between its waters and the dark cliffs that 
frowned above. Here we proceeded, sometimes in single tile, now tracing 
the sims of the retreating force which had just preceded us, now lost in 
astonishment at the prodigious strength of the position thus abandoned. 
But even these feelings give way before a stronger one-our admiration 
of the exquisite beauty of the scenery. Glen after glen was seen opening 
as we advanced into this wide valley, each bearing its tributary stream to 
tho mighty Ebro; the clear waters reflecting the broken crags, the waving 
foliage, and the bright verdure that beamed around, as orange-trees, 
laurels! ami olives bent over tho current, or shot up in taper spires to- 
wards the clear blue sky. How many a sheltered nook wo passed, with 
an involuntary longing to rest and linger among scenes so full of roman! ic 
beauty But already the din of tho retreating column was homo towards 
us on the hi coze ; the heavy, monotonous roll of large guns and caissons; 
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while now and then we thought to catch the swell of martial music 
blending through the other sounds. But soon we came up with waggons 
carrying the wounded and eick, who, having joined by another road, had 
fallen to the rear of the march. From them we learned that the King of 
fcpain, Joseph himself, was with the advance guard; that the destination 
of the forces was Yittoria, where, a junction with the corps d'armce of the 
other generals being effected, it was decided on giving battle to the Anglo - 
Spanish army. 

As we advanced, our progress became slower and more difficult ; close 

columns of infantry blocked up the road, or dense masses of cavalry, with 

several hundred led horses and baggage mules, prevented all chance of 

gutting forward. Gradually, however, the valley widened, the mountain 

became less steep, and by evening we reached a largo plain, closed towards 

the north-east by lofty mountains, which I learned were the Pyrenees, 

and beheld, in the far distance, the tall spires of the citv of Yittoria 

Several roads crossed the plain towards the city. aU of which wore now 

crowded with troops ; some pressing on in the direction of the town, others 

were taking up their position and throwing up hasty embankments and 

stockades. Meanwhile, tho loaded waggons, with the spoil of tho rich 

convents and tho royal treasure, were seen wending their slow wav 

beneath the ’nails of Yittoria, on the road to 13a von no, escorted bv a 

strong cavalry force, whoso bright helmets and breastplates pronounced 

them Cuirassiers de la Garde . The animation and excitement of the 

whole scene was truly intense; and as I rode along beside the corporal I 

listened with eagerness to his account of the various regiments as thev 

passed hither and thither, and took up their position on the wide plain 

There, look yonder, smd he, » where that dark mass is defiling beside 

the pine wood; see how they break into parties; watch them how th v 

^ „, ong thc ,o w bank beside the strTm undoc 

wood. Thero were eight hundred men in that battalion* who™ +i 

now t all concealed. They are the tirailleurs of theTm v And ' 

that low mound above them where the fla~ is flvin— thn i T "" 

to occupy that height. I was right you see * there th ^ abo,lt 

eight pieces of heavy metal. SacVcUeu! that mu!t' £' 
consequence. 11 * ™ ^ place of some 

-cartel'^ ** tn> ° PS ^ " ilh tho ^ - ‘heir caps „„d 

r D kn ° W ‘ hdr 

looking at who is not dLri.” ^ ‘ “ ^ “ the Column l ou ore 

Loot fit this side, Monsipur* coo , 

putting her hand on my arm while her h * 9 hevtti ** said Annette, 

glittering column which advanced bv a r!5d °$ GS g anced proudly at the 

sharp trot ; their equipment clattering thr>; h neap COini ng along at a 

the splendid uniform of light blue an/sUve^givkg tho^ 5 condilione<1 - »»<1 
U 2 u saver gn mg them a most martial air. 
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“ Bah ! ” said the corporal, contemptuously, “these are the dragoons 
to my taste.” So saying, ho pointed to a dark column of heavy cavalry, 
who led their horses slowly along by a narrow causeway; the long black 
horse-hair trailed from their dark helmets with something of a gloomy 
aspect, to which their flowing cloaks of deep blue added. “ Lea Cuiras - 
sura de Milhauds; hut look — look yonder — tonnerre de del, see that.” 
The object to which my attention was now directed was a park of artillery 
t hrit covered the whole line of road from tho Miranda Pass to tho very 
walls of Vittoria. 

“ Two hundred, at least,” exclaimed he, after counting some twenty or 
thirty of the foremost. “ Yentrehleu ! what chance have you before the 
batteries of the Guard ? ” As he spoke, the drums beat across the wido 
plain ; a continuous dull roll murmured along the ground— it ceased— the 
trumpets brayed forth a call — a clanging crash followed, and I saw that 
the muskets were brought to the shoulder, as the bayonets glanced in the 
sun and the sharp sabres glittered along the squadrons. For a second or 
two all was still, and then the whole air was rent with a loud cry of “ J'ive 
te lloi /” while a mounted party rode slowly from the left, and, entering 
one of the gatos of the city, disappeared from our sight. Night was now 
beginning to fall as we wended our way slowly along towards the walls of 
Vittoria, it being the corporal’* intention to deliver his prisoner into the 
hands of the Hat-major of Marshal Jourdan. 


CHAPTER LIIX, 

VITTOIUA. 

What a contrast to the scene ■without the walls did the city of Vittoria 
present. Scarcely had we left behind us the measured tread of moving 
battalions, the dark columns of winding cavalry, when wo entered streets 
brilliantly lighted ; gorgeous and showy equipages turned everywhere, 
music resounded on all sides, servants in splendid liveries made way for 
ladies in all the elegance of evening dress, enjoying tho delicious cool- 
ness of a southern climate at sunset; groups of oiliecrs in full unifoim 
chatted with their fair friends from the balconies of the large majestic 
houses. The sounds of gaiety and mirth were heard from every open 
lattice, and the chink of the castanet and tho proud step of tho fandango 
echoed all round us. 

Women dressed in all the perfection of Parisian coquetry loitered 
along the streets, wondoring at the strange sights the Spanish city afforded 
—themselves scarcely less objects of wonder to tho dark -eyed senoras, 
who, with close- drawn mantillas, peered cautiously around them to see 
the strangers. Young French oflicers swaggered boastfully about with 
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the air of conquerors, while now and then some tall mid swarthy Spaniard 
might be seen louring with gloomy frown from under the broad shadow 
of his sombrero, as if doubting the evidence of his own senses at seeing 
his native city in the occupation of the usurper. 

In the open plazas, too, the soldiers were picketed, and stood in parties 
around their fires, or lay stretched on the rich tapestries they had carried 
away as spoils from the southern provinces. Cups and goblets of the rarest 
handiwork and of the most costly materials were strewn about them : the 
vessels of the churches, the rich cloths of gold embroidery that had deco- 
rated the altars, pictures — the chefs-d' autre of the hrat masters — -all were 
there, in one confused heap, among baskets of fruit, wine-skins, ancient 


armour, and modem weapons. From time to time some brilliant staff 
would pass, usually accompanied by ladies, who seemed strangely mixed 
up with all the military display of the scene. 

My guide, after conversing for a few moments with a sous-ojicicr of 
his regiment, turned from the plaza into a narrow' street, the termination 
to which was formed by a largo building, now brilliantly lit up. As wo 
approached, I perceived that two sentries were on guard at the narrow 
gate, and a huge banner, with the imperial “ N ” in the centre, waved 
heavily ovor the entrance. “This is le qtiartier general” said the cor- 
poral, dropping his voice respectfully, as wo drew near. At the same in- 


stant, a young otliccr, whose long plumo bespoke him as an aide-de-camp, 

pushed past ue ; but turning hastily round, said something I could not 

catch to the corporal, “ Bicn, mon Lieutenant,” said the latter, carrying 

his hand to his chako. “Follow me, Monsieur," said the oflicer 

addressing me ; and the next moment I found myself in a large and 

nchly furnished room, when, having motioned me to bo seated he 
left me. 


My meditations, such as they were, were net suffered to be long, for 

in a few seconds the aidc-de-ramp made his appearance, and writh a' low 
bow requested me to accompany him. 

“ The General will receive you at once,” said he. 

I eagerly asked his name. 

“ Le General Oudinot." 

Ah ! tho Marshal ? ” 


you'a^hint * S don't 11 ”'- ! i?"*™ y ° U ,rc a > om S soldi «. 50 me giro 
L t "Thnl a ^ d . *7, maImeT ~ cat "» homme at bottom, 

. , , 1 loud turst °f laughter from a room at the cxd of tho corri- 

dor dionntd tlio conclusion of his speech, and before I hod timo for 
another question, the door was opened and l avas intrXod 

In a small but nchly furnished chamber sat four officers rounfl „ 4 „yi 
covered with a magnificent display of silver cuns and .11! toWe 

which a dessert was spread- flasks of French „ l ^ “ d Up0a 

v A ) j* - , ^ ® * i cue ii and opanish wino n cn l 
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camp announced me the)' all looked up, and the General, for I knew h i m 
at once, fixing his eyes steadily on rue, desired mo to approach. 

As I obeyed his not very courteous order, I had time to perceive that 
the figure before me was that of a stout, square-built man, of about fifty- 
five or sixty. His head was bald ; his eyebrows, of a bushy grey, were 
large and meeting. A moustache of the same grizzly appearance shaded 
his lip, and served to conceal two projecting teeth, which, when he spoke, 
displayed themselves like boar's tusks, giving a peculiarly savage expres- 
sion to his dark and swarthy countenance. The looso sleeve of his coat 

w 

denoted that he had lost his left arm high up; but whenever excited, I 
could see that the short stump of the amputated limb jerked convulsively 
in a manner it was painful to look at. 

“ What ! A deserter ! a spy 3 Eh ! what is it, Alphonse ? ” 

The aide-de-camp, blushing, whispered some few words rapidly, and 
the General resumed : 

“ Ila ! Be seated, Monsieur. The officers of the Imperial army know 
how to treat their prisoners ; though, pardieu l they can’t teach their 
enemies the lesson. You have floating prisons, they tell me, in England, 
where my poor countrymen dio of disease and starvation. Sacrcdieu ! 
what cruelty ! ” 

“ You have been misinformed, General. r l~he nation 1 belong to is 
uniformly humane to all whom chance of war has made its prisoners, and 
never forgets that the officers of an army are gentlemen.” 

“Ha 3 what do you mean?” said he, becoming dark with passion, as 
he half lose from his seat; then, stopping suddenly short, he continued 
in a voice of suppressed anger: 44 Where are your troops? What number 
of men has your 4 Villainton ’ got with him ? ” 

“ Of course,” said I, smiling, “you do not expect me to answer such 

questions.” 

“ Do you refuse it? ” said he, with a grim smile. 

“ I do distinctly refuse,” was my answer. 

“ What rank do you hold in your service ? ” 

44 1 ain but a subaltern.” 

“ T<:nez,” said another of the party, who for eomo time past had been 
leisurely conning over the dispatches which had been taken from mo— 

“ you are called 4 Ccipituine * here, Monsieur, 

* “Ha 3 ha! What say you to that?” cried the General, exultingly. 

“ Read it, Chamont.” 

“ The dispatches which Captain Aircy will deliver ” 

“ Is it not so? " said he, handing mo the paper. 

“Yes,” said I, coolly; “he is the senior aide-de-camp; but being 
employed on General Graham’s staff, now occupied in the pursuit of your 

army " 

“ MUU tonrxerrctl Young man, you have chosen an unsuitable place 
to cut your jokes.” 
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** Sa Majcute le Rot” said an aide-de-camp, entering hastily, and 
throwing the door open to its full extent; and scarcely had the tarty 
time to rise when the Emperor’s brother appeared. Of the middle si-o*, 
pale, and with a thoughtful, expressive countenance, Joseph Bonaparte’s 
appearance was much in his favour. His forehead was lofty and 
expansivo, his eyo largo and full, and the sweet smile which seemed tho 
gift of ever}' member of the family he possessed in perfection. After 
a fi w words with General Oudinot — whoso rough manner and coarse 
bearing suffered no change by his presence — he turned towards me, and 
with much mildness of voice and courtesy of demeanour inquired if I 
were wounded. On hearing that I was not, he expressed a hope that my 
captivity would be of brief duration, as exchanges were already in 
progress. “Meanwhile/* said he, “you shall have as little to complain 
of as possible.” 

As he concluded these few, but, to mo. most comforting words, 1 
received a hint from the aide-de-camp to withdraw, which I did, into an 
adjoining room. The same aide-de-camp by whom I had hitherto been 
accompanied now’ joined me, and slapping mo familiarly on the shoulder, 
cried out, “ Eh lien! I hope now you aro satisfied — Joseph is a fino, 
generous fellow, and will take caro not to forgot his promise to you. 
Meanwhile, come arid take share of my supper." Ho opened a door in 
the wainscot as he spoke, and introduced mo into a perfectly fitted-up 
little room, where a supper hud been laid out for him. Another cover 
was soon provided for me, and in a few minutes we wero seated at table, 
chatting away about tlio war and the opposing armies, as though, instead 
of partisans, wc had merely been lookers-on at tho great game beforo us. 
My companion, though but a year or two older than myself, held tho 
grade of colonel, every step to which he won at the point "of his sword : 
he was strikingly handsome, and his figure, though slight, powerfully 
knit. As the champagne passed backward and forward between us, con- 
fidences became intei changed, and beforo midnight sounded I found my 
companion quite familiar with tho name of Louisa Bellow, while, to my 
equal astonishment, I was on terms of perfect intimacy with a certain 
lovely Marquise of the Chaussee d’Antin. Tho tinkle of a sharp boll 
suddenly called the aide-de-camp to his legs ; so drinking off a Largo 
goblet of cold water, and taking up his chapeau t he left the room. 

I now threw myself back into my chair, and, tossing off a bumper of 
champagne, began to reason myself into tho belief that thcro were worso 
things even than imprisonment among the French ; flitting thoughts of the 
past, vague dreams of tho future, confused images of the present, were all 
dancing through my bmin, when tho door again opened, and I heard my 
companion s footsteps behind mo, * 

" ]>0 you know, Alphonse,” said I, without turning in my chair •• I 
f'p seriously thinking of making my osenpo : it is quite clear ’that 
ttlo is not for otf ; and by Jove- if I only have tlio good fortane to 
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inert with your chef d* ttat-major, that savage old Oudinot, 1*11 pledge 
myself to clear off scores with him.” 

A half chuckle of laughter behind induced inc to continuer 

“ Thjit ol<l f ellow certainly must have risen from the ranks— not a 
touch of breeding about him. I’m certain his Majesty rated him soundly 
for hie treatment of mo when I came away. I taw his old moustaches 
bristling up— he knew he was in for it.” A louder laugh than the first, 
but in somewhat of a different cadence, induced mo to turn my head, 
when what was my horror to see before me, not my new friend the aide- 
de-camp, but General Oudinot himself, who all this time had been 
listening to my polite intentions regarding his future welfare ! There 
was a savage exultation in his look as his eve met mine, and fur a 
second or two he seemed to enjoy my confusion too much to permit him 
to break silence. At last ho said — 

“ Are you on parole, air? ” 

u No,” I briefly replied ; “ nor shall I be.” 

“ "What— have I heard you aright — do you refuse your parole ? ” 

” Yes — I shall not pledge myself against attempting my escape the 
very first opportunity that offers.” 

” Indeed,” said he, slowly, — “ indeed. What is to become of poor 
General Oudinot if such a casualty take place. But come, sir, I have his 
Majesty’s orders to accept your parole; if you refute it, you are then at 
tny disposal. I have received no other instructions about you. Yea or 
no — I ask you for the last time.” 

“ No — distinctly no.” 

” C'ent bun; hold, garde! — nutnfyos dix ct on;e 

Two soldiers of the grenadh rs, with fixed bayonets, appeared at the 
door — a few hurried words were spoken, the only part of which I could 
catch was the word “ eachot I was at once ordered to rise — a soldier 
walked on either side of me, and I was iu this way conducted through 
the city to the prison of the gendarmerie, where for the night I was to 
remain, with orders to forward me the next morning at daybreak, with 
some Spanish prisoners, on the road to Bayonne. 


CHAPTER LIV. 

THE RETREAT. 

My cell, for such it was, although dignified with the appellation of 
chamber, looked out by a small window upon a narrow street, tho 
opposite side to which was formed by the wall of a churchyard pertaining 
to a convent. As day broke I eagerly took my place at tho casement to 
watch what was going on without; hut except some bareheaded figure of 
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ft monk gliding along between tho dark yew avenues, or some female in 
deep mourning passing to her morning's devotions beside the grave of a 
relative, I could see nothing; a deep si 'cnee seemed to brood over the 
city, so lately tho scene of festivity and mirth. Towards four o p cl o* ■ k , 
however, I could hear the distant roll of drums, which gradually extended 
from the extreme right to tho left of the plain before the town ; then 1 
heard tho heavy monotonous tramp of marc hing, broken occasionally by 
the clank of tho brass bands of the cavalry, or the deep sullen thunder of 
the artillery waggons, as they moved along over the paved roads ; tho 
sounds came gradually nearer; the trumpets, too, joined tho clamour 
with the shrill r/veil, and fooii the street towards the fiont of the prison 
re-echoed with the unceasing clutter of troops moving forward. I could 
hear the voices of tho officers calling to the men to move up ; heard more 
than once the names of particular regiments as some distiugui>hed corps 
were passing; the music of the bands was quick and inspiriting, und as 
some popular air was struck up, the men would break forth suddenly 
into the words, and the rough-voiced chorus rang through the narrow 


streets, and fell heavily on my own heart as i lay there n prisoner, nour 
alter hour did this continue ; hut yet tho silence behind remained as 
unbroken &3 ever; the lonely churchyard, with its dark walls and sad- 
looking trees, was still and deserted. 

1a dt giees the din in front diminished ; regiments passed now only at 
intervals, and their pace, increased to a run, left no time fc* the bands; 
the cavalry, too, trotted rapidly by, and at last all was utill as in the 
gloomy street before me. It was now eight o’clock, and no summons had 
yet come to me, although I had heard myself the order for our marching 
on the Bayonne road by sunrise ; the prison was still as tho grave, not a 
step could I hear— not a bolt nor a hinge creaked; I looked to tho 
window, but the strong iron grating that defended it left no prospect 
for escape; the door was even stronger, and there was no chimney. 

Sometimes the thought occurred to me that the party had forgotten 
me, and had gone away with the other prisoners; this thought somehow 
had its consolation; hut tho notion of being left to starve came suddenly 
across me, as 1 hastened to the window to try and make myself known to 
some chance passer-by; just then the loud boom of n gun struck upon my 
ear; another followed, louder still; and then a long, heavy, crashing 

dS wf r “ SC a "i feU aS ‘, h " wl " J 1,or ° U ' ‘°U that the work o"f 
A) in, . 1 lSUn " 1 10 s “ un<1 ot ll '° krge guns, which at first came only 
,, n en . a s ’ aow 8wcl led into one loud continuous roar that drowned all 
other no.se ; the strong flumes of tho windows .hook, and the ZinJ 

beneath my foot seemed to tremble with tho dreadful concussion T ho 
aenuery ; sometimes the din would die away for a few secondhand h e „ 
as the wind freshened, it would swell into a thunder so mT^To 
make me almost think the battle was close to where I stood Hour uft. r 
our did this continue ; and now, although the little street beside me was 
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thronged with many an anxious group, I no longer thought of questioning 
them ; my whole soul .was wrapped up in the one thought, that of the 
dreadful engagement ; and as I listened, my mind was carrying on with 
itself some fancied picture of the tight, with no other guide to my 
imaginings than the distant clangour of the battle ; now I thought that tho 
French woro advancing; that their battery of guns had opened; and I 
could imagino tho dark mass that moved on, their tall chakos and black 
belts peering amidst the smoke that lay densely in tho field. On they 
poured, thousand after thousand; ay, there goes the fusillade : the 
platoons are firing; but now they halt; tho crash of fixing bayonets 
is heard, a cheer breaks forth; the cloud is rent; tho thick smoke is 
severed as if by a lightning flash ; the red coats have dashed through at tho 
charge, the enemy waits not; the line wavers and breaks ; down come the 
cu\dh\ , like an eagle on the swoop ; but again, the dread artillery opens; 
the French form beneath tho lines, and the fight is renewed. 


The fever of my mind was at its height; I paced my room with 
hurried steps, and, springing to the narrow casement, held my ear to the 
wall to listen. Forgetting where I was, I called out as though at the 
head of my company, with the wild yell of (lie battle around me, and tho 
foe before me ; suddenly the crowd beneath the window broke ; the crash of 
cavalry equipments resounded through tho street, and the head of a squadron 
oi cuirassiers came up at a trot, followed by a train of baggage waggons, 
with six horses to each ; the drivers whipped and spurred their cattle, and all 
betokened haste. From the strength of the guard, and the appearance of 
the waggons, I conjectured that they were the treasures of the army: an 
Opinion in which 1 was strengthened by the word u Bayonne” chalked in 
huge letters on a chest thrown on the top of a carriage. 

Some open waggons followed, in which the invalids of tho army lay, a 
pale and sickly mass; their lack-lustre eyes gazed heavily around with a 
stupid wonder, like men musing in a dream — even they, however, had 
arms given them, such was the dread of falling into the hands of the 
guerilla bands who infested the mountain passes, and never gave quarter, 
even to the wounded and the dying. The long file at length passed, but 
only to make way for a still longer procession of Spanish prisoners, who, 
bound wrist to wrist, inarched betweon two files of mounted gendarmes; 
the greater number of these were mountaineers, guerillas of the south, 
condemned to the galleys for life, their bronzed faces and stalwart figures 
a striking contrast to their pale and emaciated companions, tho inhabitants 
of the towns, who could scarce drag their weary limbs along, and seemed 
at every step ready to sink between misery and privation. The ribald jests 
and coarse language of tho soldiers were always addressed to these, tliero 
seeming to be a kind of respect for the bolder guerillas, oven in the hour 
of their captivity. The tramp of led horses, the roll of waggons, tho 
cracking of whips, mingling with the oaths of the muleteers, and the fainter 
cries of tho flick, now filled tho air, and only occasionally did tho loud 
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cannonade rise abovo thorn : from ©very window faces appeared turned 
with excited eagerness towards the dense crowds; and though 1 could 
perceive that inquiries as to the fate of the day were constantly made and 
answered, my ignorance of Spanish prevented my understanding what 
was said. 

The noise in front of the prison, where the thoroughfare was wider and 
larger, far exceeded that around me; and at lust I could hear the steps of 
persons inarching overhead, and ascending and descending the stalls. 
Doors clapped and slammed on every side ; when, suddenly, the door of 
my own cell was shaken violently, and a voice cried out in French, “ Try 
this; I passed twice without perceiving it." The next moment the lock 
turned, and my room was filled with dragoons, their uniforms splashed and 
dirty, and evidently bearing the marks of a long and severe march. 

“ Are you the guerilla Guiposcoa de Con deign r " said one ol the party, 
accosting me, as I stood wrapped up in my cloak. 

“ No ; I am an English ollicer." 

“Show your epaulettes, then," said another, who knew that Spanish 
officers never wore such. 

I opened my cloak, when the sight of my red uniform at onco satisfied 
them. At this instant a clamour of voices without was heard, and several 
persons called out, “ We have him ; here he is ' " The crowd around mo 
rushed forth at tho sound; and, following among them, I reached the 
street, now jammed up with horso and foot, waggons, tumbrils, and 
caissons — some endeavouring to hasten forward towards the road to 
Bayonne; others as eagerly turned towards the plain of Yittoria, where 
the deafening roll of artillery showed the fight was at its fiercest. Tho 
dragoons issued forth, dragging a man amongst them, whose enormous 
stature and broad chest towered above tho others, but who apparently 
made not the slightest resistance us the*v hurried him forward, shouting 
as they went, “ A la grand place !— a la place! ” 

It was the celebrated guerilla Guiposcoa, who had distinguished him- 
self by acts of heroic daring, nnd sometimes savage cruelty towards the 
French, and who had fallen into their hands that morning. AnxiouB to 
catch a glance at one of whom I had heard so often, I pressed forward 
among the rest and soon found myself in tho motley’ crowd of soldiers and 
townspeople that hurried towards tho plaza. 

Scarcely had I entered tho square when the movement of the multitude 
was arrested, and a low whispering murmur succeeded to tho deafening 
shouts of vengeance and loud cries of death I had heard before ; then 
camo the deep roll of a muffled drum. I mado a strong effort to press 
forward, and at length reached tho rear of a lino of dismounted dragoons 
who stood leaning on their carbines, their eyes steadily bent on a figure 
some twenty paces in front. He was leisurely employed in divesting 
himself of some of his clothes ; which as he took off, he piled in a little heap 
beside him ; his broad guerilla hat, his dark cloak, his sheep’s- wool jacket 
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slashed with gold, fell ono by one from his hand; and his broad manly 
chest at last lay bare, heaving with manifest pride and. emotion, as he 
turned his dark eyes calmly around him. Nothing was now heard in 
that vast crowd, save when some low, broken sob of grief would burst 
from the close drawn mantillas of the women, as they offered up their 
heartfelt prayers for the soul of the patriot. 

A low parapet wall, surmounted by an iron railing, closed in this part 
of the plaza, and separated it from a deep and rapid river that flowed 
beneath — a branch of the Ebro. 

Beyond, the wide plain of Vittoria stretched away towards the 
I yr cnees, and although two leagues distant, the scene of the battle was 
discernible, from the heavy mass of cloud that lowered overhead and the 
deep booming of the guns, that seemed to malm the air tremulous. 

The Spaniard turned his calm look towards the battle-field, and for an 
instant his dark eye flashed back upon his foes with an expression of 
triumphant daring, which seemed, as it were, to say, “I am avenged 
already • ” A cry of impatience burst from the crowd of soldiers, and tho 
crash of their firelocks threatened that they would not wait longer for 
his blood. But the guerilla’s manner changed at once ; and holding up a 
small ebony crucifix before him, he seemed to ask a moment’s respite for 
a short prayer. 

The stillness showed his request was complied w ith ; he turned his 
back towards the crowd, and placing the crucifix on the low parapet, he 
bent down on both his knees, and seemed lost in hie devotions. As he rose 
J thought I could perceive that he threw a glance, rapid as lightning, over 
the wall towaids the river that Hawed beneath. Ho now turned fully 
round; and unfastening the girdle of many a gay colour that he wore 
round his waist, he threw it carelessly on bis left arm ; and then, baring 
his breast to ihe full, knelt slowly down, and with his arms wido apart, 
called out in Spanish, “Here is my life— come, take it.” The words were 
scarcely uttered when the carbines clanked as they brought them to the 
shoulder; the sergeant of tho company called out the words, “ Donna ” — 
a pause — u feu / ” The fusillade rang out, and, as my eyes pierced the 
smoke, I could see that tho guerilla had fallen to the earth, his arms 
crossed upon his bosom. 

A shriek wild and terrific burst from the crowd. The blue smoke 
slowly rose, and 1 perceived the French sergeant standing over the body 
of the guerilla, which lay covered with Mood upon tho turf. A kind of 
convulsive spasm seemed to twitch tho limbs, upon which the Frenchman 
drew bis sabre. The Kittle of the steel scabbard rang through my heart; 
the bright weapon glanced as lie raised it above his head. At the same 
instant, the guerilla chief sprang to his legs; ho tottered as he did so, for 
I could see that his left arm hung powerless at bis side : but bis right held 
a long poniard. Ho threw himself upon the Frenchman's bosom — a yell 
followed, and tho same moment the guerilla sprang over the battlements, 
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and with a loud splash dropped into the rivor beneath. The watt r h id 
scarce covered his body as the Frenchman fell a corpse upon the 
ground. 

A perfect roar of madness and rage bui*st from the French soldiers as, 
rushing to the parapet, a hundred balls swept tho surface of the rivor; but 
the tall reeds of the hank had already concealed tho hold guerilla, whoso 
left arm had received the fire of tiro soldiers, who now saw the meaning of 
that quick movement by which ho had thrown his girdle around it. Tho 
incident was but the work of a few brief moments; nor was thero longer 
time to think on it, for suddenly a squadron of cavalry swept past, at tho 
lull speed of their horses, calling out tho words, “ Place there — inako 
way there in front. The ambulance — tho ambulance ! ” 

A low groan of horror rose around ; the quick retreat of tho wounded 
betokenedthat the battle was going against tho French ; the words" beaten” 
and retreat re-echoed through the crowd ; and as tho dark suspicion 
crept amid the moving mass, tho first waggon of tho wounded slowly 
turned the angle of the square, a whito flag hung abovo it. I caught but 
one glance of tho sad convoy : but never shall I forget that spectacle of 
blood and agony. Torn and manglod, they lay an indiscriminate heap ; 
their faces blackened with powder, their bodies shattered with wounds. 
High above tho other sounds their piercing cries rent tho air with 
mingled blasphemies and insane ravings. Meanwhile the drivers seemed 
only anxious to get forward ; as, deaf to every prayer and entreaty, they 
whipped their horses, and called out to tho crowd to make way. 

Escape was now open; but whero could I go? My uniform exposed 
me to immediate detection ; should I endeavour to conceal mvself dis- 
covery would be my death. Tho vast tide of people that poured along tho 
Etrects was a current too strong to stem, and I hesitated what course to 
follow. My douhts were soon resolved for me: an officer of General 
udinot s staff, who had seen mo tho previous night, redo up closo to 
where 1 stood, and then turning to his orderly, spoke a few hurried words. 
Tho moment after, two heavy dragoons, in green uniform and brass 
helmets, came up, one at cither side of me; without u second's delay, onu 
ot them unfastened a coil of small rope that hung at Ids auddlo-bow 
which, with the assistance of the other, was passed over my right wrist 
and drawn tight. In this way, secured like n malefactor, /was ordered 
feinaid In vain I remonstrated ; in vain I told them I was a British 
officer , to no purposo did I reiterate that hitherto I had made no effort to 
escape It IS not in tha hour of defeat Frenchmen can behave Xrwith 
hunianitj or justice. A volioy of zacrcz was Iho only answer I j 

and nothing was loft mo hut to yield 5 aU9WOr 1 r «uoived. 

Meanwhile the tumult and confusion of tho town was increasing »v.w 
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strong cavalry detachments. Infantry regiments, blackened with smoke 
and gunpowder, newly arrived from the held, hurried past to take up 
positions on tho Bayonne road to protect the retreat; then came the 
nearer din and crash of the artillery as the French army were falling back 
upon the town. 

Scarcely had we issued from the walls of the city, when the whole 
Scone of flight and ruin was presented to our eyes. The country for 
miles round was one moving mass of fugitives — cannon, waggons, tumbrils, 
wounded soldiers, horsemen, and splendid equipages, were all mixed up 
together on the Pampeluna road, which lay to our right. The march was 
there intercepted by an overturned waggon— the horses were plunging, 
and the cries of wounded men could be heard even where we were. The 
fields at each si do of the way were soon spread over by the crowd, eager 
to press on. Guns were now abandoned and thrown into ditches and 
ravines, the men broke their muskets and threw tho fragments on tho 
roadside, and vast magazines of powder were exploded here and thero 
through the plain. 

But my attention was soon drawn to objects more immediately beside 
me. The Bayonne road, whieh we now reached, was the lust hope of the 
retiring army. To maintain this line of retreat, strong detachments of 
infantry, supported by heavy guns, were stationed at every eminence com- 
manding the position; but the swooping torrent of the retreat had left 
little time for these to fonn, many of whom were borne along with the 
Hying army. Discipline gave way on every side — the men sprang upon 
the waggons, refusing to march — the treasures were broken open and 
thrown upon the road. Frequently the baggage-guard interchanged 
shots and sabre-cuts with the infuriated soldiers, who only thought of 
escape; and the ladies, who but yesterday were the objects of every caro 
and solicitude, were hurried along amid that rude multitude, some on foot, 
others glad to be allowed to take a place in the ambulance among the 
wounded — their dresses blood-stained and torn, adding to tho horror and 
misery of the scene. Such was the prospect before us. Behind a dark 
muss hovered, as if even yet withstanding the attack of the enemy, whose 
guns thundered clearer and clearer every moment. Still the long line of 
wounded came on— some in wide, open carts — others stretched upon tho 
g un-carriagcs, mangled and bleed ing. Among these, my attention was 
drawn to one whose head, haring fallen over the edgo of the cart, was 
mdangered by every roll of the heavy wheel that grazed his very skull. 
There was a halt, and 1 seized the moment to assist tho poor fellow as ho 
lay thus in peril, ilis helmet had fallen back, and was merely retained 
by the brass chain beneath his chin; his temples wero actually cleft open 
by a sabre-cut, and I could seo that ho had also received some shot-wounds 
in tho side, whoro ho pressed his hands, tho blood welling up between tho 
fingers. 

As I lifted the head to place it within the cart, the eyes opened and 
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turned fully upon me. A faint smile of gratitude curled his lip; I bent 
over him, and, to my horror, recognised in the mangled and shattered form 
before me the gallant fellow with whom the very night before I had 
formed almost a friendship. The word “ Cold,” muttered between his 
teeth, was the only answer I could catch, as I called him by his name. 
The order to march rang out from the head of the convoy, and I had 
barely time to unfasten my cloak, and throw it over him, « re the waggon 
moved on. I never saw him after. 

A squadron of cavalry now galloped past, reckless of all beforo them; 
the traces of the artillery were cut, and the men, mounting the horses, 
deserted the guns, and lodo for their lives. In the midst of the living 
mass, a splendid equipage flew past, its six horses lashed to madness bv 
the postillions; a straggling guard of honour galloped at either side, and 
a grand ecuyer in scarlet, who rode in front, called out incessantly. 
“ Place— place pour sa Majeste ! ” but all to no purpose. The road, blocked 
up by broken waggons, dense crowds of horse and foot, dead and dying, 
soon becamo impassable. An effort to pass a heavily. loaded waggon 
entangled tho coach; the axle was caught by the huge waggon; the 
horses plunged when they felt the restraint, and the next moment tho 
royal carriage was hurled over on its side, and fell with a crash into the 
ravine at the roadside. While the oflicers of his staff dismounted to rescuo 
the fallen monarch, a ribald burst of laughter rose from tho crowd, nnd a 
pioneer actually give the butt of his carbine to assist the king as, covered 
with mud, he scrambled up the ditch. 


I had but an instant to look upon his pale countenance, which even 
since the night boioro seemed to have grown many years older, oro I was 
myself dragged forward among tho crowd. 

Darkness now added its horror to the scene of riot and confusion * the 
incessant cries of the fugitives told that the English cavalry wore upon 
them ; tho artillery came closer and closer, and tho black sky was tra 
versed by many a lino of fire, as the shells poured down upon tho routed 
anuy ; the English guns, regardless of mads, dashed down on tho terrified 
masses, raining balls and howitzer-shells on every side. Already tlm 
cheers of my gallant countrymen were within my hearing, and, Ml 
1”/ ai J d Bangor around me, my heart rose proudly at the glorious 

victory they had gamed. 6 
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holster and turned round in his saddle to regard me more steadily; a 
better feeling, however, gained the mastery; the hope, too, of promotion, 
could he bring in an officer his prisoner, had, doubtless, its share in his 
decision. lie ordered mo to jump up behind him, and dashing spurs into 
his troop-horse, rode forward. 

I have, perhaps, lingered too long in ray recollections of this eventful 
night; it was, however, the last striking incident which preceded a long 
captivity. On the third day of the retreat I was joined to a band of 
Spanish prisoners marching towards Bayonne. Of the glorious victory 
which rescued the Peninsula from tho dominion of the French, and drove 
their beaton armies beyond the Pyrenees, or of the great current of events 
which followed the battle of Vittoria, I do not purpose to speak. Neither 
will I trouble my reader with a narrative of hardship and suffering ; it is 
enough to mention that my refusal to give my parole subjected mo in all 
cases to every indignity. 

Wearied out at length, I accepted this only chance of rendering life 
endurable ; ami on reaching Bayonne, gave my word not to attempt my 
escape, and was accordingly separated from my companions in misfortune, 

and once more treated as a gentleman. 

The refusal to accept parole, I learned afterwards, was invariably 
construed by the French authorities of the day into a direct a\o«al not 
only to attempt escape by any means that might present themselves, but 
was also deemed a rejection of the hospitality of the country, which placed 

the recusant beyond tho pale of its courtesy. 

No sooner, then, had I complied with this necessity— for such it was— 

than I experienced the greatest kindness and j’- lit !;i ’ 3,1 1 ' M ■ t "' 

Through every village in the south tho house of the most respectable in- 
habitant was open to me ; and with a delicacy it would be difficult to match 
elsewhere, although tho events of tho Spanish war were the subject of 
general interest wherever wo passed, not a word was spoken nor a hint 
dropped before tho “ prisoner ” which could in the slightest degree offend 
his nationality, or hu>t his susceptibility as an enemy. 

# * * * * * * 

I shall now beg of my reader to pass over with me a long interval of 

time during which my life presented nothing of interest or incident, and 
accompany me to the environs of St. Omor, where, in the commencement 
of tho year 1811, I found myself domesticated us a prisoner of war on 
parole During the long period that bid elapsed since tho battle of Vit- 
toria, I had but onco heard from home : matters there were pretty much 
as I h ul left thorn. My father had removed to a colonial appointment, 
whence he transmitted the rich revenues of his office to my mother, whoso 
habitual economy enabled her to dispense at Bath much ... tho same kind 
Df way as she had formerly done at London. My lovely cousin m ti e 
full possession of her beauty and a large fortune-had refused some 
half-dozen brilliant proposals, and was reported to have an unswerving 
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attachment to some near relative, which happy individual, my mother sug- 
gested, was myself. Of the Bellows, I learned from the newspapers that 
Sir Simon was dead; and Miss Bellew, having recovered most of the great 
estates of her family through the instrumentality of a clover attorney— 
whom I guessed to be my friend Paul— was now the great btlh and fortuno 
of Dublin. I had frequently written home, and onco or twice to the 
Rooneys and the Major, but never received any answer; so that at last I 
began to think myself forgotten by every one, and dreamed away my life 
in a state of almost apathy — dead to the exciting events of the campaign, 
winch, even in the seclusion where I lived, were from time to time reported! 
The brilliant march of our victorious troops through the Pyrenees and 
the South of France, Nivelle, Orthes, and Toulouse, I read of as people 
read of long past events; life to me appeared to have run out; and 
my thoughts turned ever backward to the bright morning of my 

career m Ireland— my early burst of manhood— my first and only 
passion. J 

The old royalist seigneur upon whom I was billeted could evidently 
make nothing of the stolid indifferenco with which I heard him and his 
antiquated spouse discuss the glorious prospect of a restoration of tho 
Bourbons: even tho hope of liberty was dying away within mo One 
ever present thought had damped all ardour and all ambition-I had done 
nothing as a soldier— my career had ended as it began— and while othr-r* 
«a risen to fame and honour, name had non noting b 

and repute Instead of anxiously looking forward to a meeting with 
Louisa Bellew, I dreaded the very thoughts of it Vv ™ ♦ 1 , F , . 
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“Yes, Crave young man! to you and your victorious companions in arms 
we owe the happiness of this moment. We are restored ! ” 

Ouif restored ! restored ! ” echoed the old gentleman, throwing open 
the window, and shouting as though he would have burst a blood-vessel, 
while the mob without, catching up the cry, yelled it louder than ever. 

“ Thcse people must he all deranged,” thought I, unable to conjecture 
at tho moment the reasons for such extravagant joy. Meanwhile, the 
room became crowded with townspeople in holiday costume, all wearing 
the white cockade, and exchanging with each other the warmest felicita- 
tions at the happy event. 

I now soon learned that the allies were in possession of Paris, that 
Napoleon had abdicated, and the immediate return of Louis XVIII. was 
already decided upon. The trumpets of a cavalry regiment on tho road 
were soon added to the uproar without, accompanied by cries of “ Tho 
English ! - “ The brave Lnglish ! ” I rushed to the door, and, to iny 

astonishment, beheld above the heads of the crowd the tall caps of a 
British dragoon regiment towering aloft. Their hand struck up as they 
approached ; and what a sensation did my heart experience as I heard the 
well- remembered ah’ of “ Garry owen ” resound through the little streets 


of a French village. 


“An Irish regiment !” said I, half aloud. 

'I he word was caught by a bystander, who immediately communicated 
it to the crowd, adding, by way of explanation, “ Lcs Irian da is ; oui, ee tout 
let Cosaques de V Augletcrre." I could not help laughing at the interpreta- 
tion, when suddenly my own name was called out loudly by some person 
from the ranks. I started at the sound, and forcing my way through tho 
crowd, I looked eagerly on every side, my heart beating with anxiety lest 
some deception might have misled me. 

“Hinton! Jack Hinton!” cried tho voice again. At the head of 
tho regiment rode three officers, whose looks wore bent steadily on me, 
while they seemed to enjo)* my surprise and confusion. The oldest of 
the party, who rode between the two others, was a large, swarthv- 
looking man, with a long drooping moustache — at that time rarely 
worn by officers of our army. His left arm he wore in a sling; but 
his right w’ae held in a certain easy, jaunty manner I could not soon 
iorget. A burst of laughter broke from him at length, as ho called 
out — 

“ Come, Jack, you must remember mo.” 

“ What ! ” cried I ; “ O’Grady ! — is it possible ? ” 

“Even so, my boy,” said he, as, throwing his n ins on his wrist, he 
grasped my hand and shook it with all his heart. “ I knew you were hero, 
and I exerted all my interest to got quartered near you. This is my regi- 
ment — eh ? — not fellows to be ashamed of, Jack? But come along with 
us ; we mustn’t part company now.” 

Amid tho wildest cries of rejoicing, and frantic demonstrations of 
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gratitude from the crowd, the regiment moved on to the little square of 

the village. Here the billets were speedily arranged— the men betook 

themselves to their quarters — the otlieers broko into small parties — 

P Grady and myself retired to tho inn, whore, having dined 

tete-a-tete, we began the interchange of our various adventures since we 
parted. 


CHAPTER LV. 
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by one of those strange casualties which so often occur in life, gave a new 
current to uiy own fate for ever. 

1 should mention here, that, amid all the rejoicings which ushered in 
the restoration— amid all the llafctery by which the allied armies were 
received — one portion of the royalists maintained a dogged, ungenial 
spirit towards the men by whom their cause was rendered victorious, nnd 
never forgave them the honour of reviving a dynasty to which they them- 
selves had contributed nothing. These were the old tnililaires of Louis 
XVIII. — the men who, too proud or too good-for-nothing to accept service 
under the Emperor, had lain dormant during the glorious career of the 
French armies, and who now, in their hour of defeat and adversity, 
started into life as the representatives of the military genius of the country ; 
— these men, I say, hated the English with a vindictive animosity which 
the old Napoleonist could not equal. Without the generous rivalry of an 
open foe, they felt themselves humbled by comparison with the soldier’s 
whose weather-beaten faces and shattered limbs bore token of a hundred 
battles, and for the very cause, too, for which they themselves were the 
most interested. This ungenerous spirit found vent for itself in a 
thousand petty annoyances, which were practised upon our troops in 
every town and village of the north of France; and evory officor whose 
billet consigned him to the house of a royalist soldier would gladly have 
exchanged his quarters for the companionship of the most inveterate 
follower of Napoleon. To an instance of what X have mentioned was 
owing the incident which I am about to relate. 

To relieve the ennui of a French village, the officers of the Eighteenth 
had, with wonderful expenditure of skill and labour, succeeded in getting 
up a four-in-hand drag, which, to the astonishment and wonder of the 
natives, was seen daily wending its course through the devious alleys and 
narrow streets of the little town, the roof covered with dashing dragoons, 
whose laughing faces and loud-sounding bugles were all deemed so many 
direct insults by the ill-conditioned party I have mentioned. 

The unequivocal evidences of dislike they exhibited to this dashing 
“turn-out” formed, I believe, one ol its great attractions to the Eighteenth, 
who never omitted an occasion, whatever the state of the weather, to issue 
forth every day, with all the noise and uproar they could muster. 

At last, however, the old eommistaire de police, whose indignation at 
the proceeding knew no bounds, devised an admirable expedient for 
annoying our fellows— one which, supported as it was by the law* of the 
country, there was no possibility of evading. This was, to demand the 
name of every officer who passed the gate of the fortress, thus necessitating 
him to get down from the roof of the coach, present his papers, and have 
them carefully conned and scrutinised, their visa looked into, and all sorts 

of questions propounded. 

When it is understood that the only drive led through one or other of 
these barriers, it may be imagined how provoking and vexatious such a 
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course of proceeding became. Rcpresen tut ions were made to the mayor 
ever and anon, explaining that, the papers once produced, no further incon- 
venience should bo incurred — but all to no purpose. Anyone who knows 
France will acknowledge how totally inadequate a common-sense argument 
is in the decision of a question before a Government functionary. The 
mayor, too, was a royalist, and the matter was decided against us. 

Argument and reason having failed, the gallant Eighteenth camo to 
the resolution to try force, and accordingly it was decided that next 
morning wo should charge the barrier* in full gallop, as it was rightly con- 
jectured that no French employe would feel disposed to encounter the rush 
of a four-in-hand, even with the law on his ride. 


To render the coup de main more brilliant, and perhaps, too, to givo an 
air of plausibility to the infraction, four dashing, thorough-hred light 

chesnuts— two of the number having never felt a collar in their lives 

were harnessed for the occasion. A strong force of the wildest spirits of 
(he regiment took their places on the roof ; and amid a cheer that 
actually made the street ring, and a tantarara from the trumpets, the 
equipage dashed through the town, the lenders hounding with the swingle 
bars every moment over their backs. Away wo went, the populace llying 
m terror on every side, and every eye turned towards the bar note, where 
the dignified official stood, in the calm repose of his station, as if’ daring 
lb to transgress his frontier. Already had ho stepped forward with his 

accustomed questions; the words, “ MessUurs, je vous demand* ” ha i 

escaped his lips, when he had barely time to spring into his den, as the 
furious leaders tore past, the pavement Clashing beneath their hoofs, and 
the shouts of laughter mingling with the uproar. Having driven for a 
league or so at a slow pace to breathe our cattle, wo turned homewards 
rejoicing in the success of our scheme, which had fully satisfied our ex^ 
pectations. What was our chagrin, however, as wo neared the barrier* 
to discover that a strong force of mounted gendarmes stopped the wav’ 
their drawn sabres giving- us plainly to understand the fate that awaited 
om horses if wo persisted in our plan ! What was to bo done ? To force 
a passage, under the circumstances, was only to givo an opiiortunity to the 
gendarmerie they wore long anxious for, to cut our wholeTuinaeo in 
pieces. To yield was the only alternative ; hut what an alternative?-- to 
be laughed a by the whole town on the very day of our victo v ' 

box drT utrVr - “ «" 

do as they direct.” “ W ' Pul1 U P when they tell you, and 

canJup to“,^’: KinCd ^ “ « 

a„p^ at the door of the ^ 

msolenu” JTwe rS p^d 1 uMd a iem tle « 0 Y P " SCnt ° ccasion '” he. 

fl-ted. St. Omer has now privilege „s7f Si' ^eYortr^ 
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of France enforce a penalty of forty thousand francs ” A burst of 

laughter from the bystanders at our rueful faces prevented us hearing the 
remainder of the explanation. Meanwhile, to our horror and disgust, 
some half-dozen gendarmes, with their long caps and heavy boots, were 
crawling up the sides of the drag, and taking their seats upon the top. 
Some crept into the interior, and showed their grinning faces at the win- 
dows ; others mounted into the rumble ; and two more aspiring spirits 
ascended to the box, by one of whom O’Grady was rudely ordered to get 
down, a summons enforced b}’ the commissaire himself in a tone of con- 
siderable insolence. O’Grady's face for a minute or two seemed working 
with a secret impulse of fun and devilment, which I could not account for 
at such a moment, as he asked, in a voice of much humility — 

‘ * Does Monsieur the Commissaire require me to come down ? ” 

“ Instantly ! ” roared the Frenchman, whose passion was now boiling 


over. 


“In that case, gentlemen, take charge of the team.” So saying, ho 
handed the reins to the passive gendarmes, who took them, without well 
knowing why. “ I have only a piece of advice,” continued Phil, as ho 
slowly descended the side : “ keep a steady hand on the near-side lender, 
and don’t let the bar strike her ; and now, good-bye.” lie flourished his 
four-in-hand whip as he spoke, and with one tremendous cut came down 
on the team, from leader to wheeler, accompanying the stroke with a yell 
there was no mistaking. The heavy carriage bounded from the earth, as 
the infuriated cattle broke away at full gallop; a narrow street and a 
sharp angle lay straight in front ; but few of those on the drag waited for 
the turn : as at every slop some bearskin ehako shot into the air, followed 
bv a tall figure, whose heavy boots scorned ill adapted for flying in. 

The corporal himself hud abandoned flic reins, and hold on manfully 
by the rail of the box. On every side they fell, in every attitude of dis- 
tress. But already the leaders reached the corner, round went the swingle 
bars, the wheelers followed, the coach rocked to one side, sprang clean off 
the pavement, came down with a crush, and then fell right over ; while 
the maddened horses, breaking away, dashed through the town, the har- 
ness in fragments behind them, and the pavement flying at every step. 

The immediate consequences of this affair were some severe bruises, 
and no small discouragement to the gendarmerie of St. Omer ; the remoter 
ones, an appeal from the municipa l authorities to the Commander-In-Chief, 
by whom the matter was referred for examination to the Adjutant-General. 
G’Gradv was accordingly summoned to Paris, to explain, if he could, his 
conduct in the matter. The order for his appearance there came down at 
once, and I, having nothing to detain me at St, Omer, resolved to accom- 
pany my friend for a few days at least before I returned to England. 
Our arrangements wore easily made ; and the same night we receive 
Adjutant- General’s letter we started by post for Faria. 
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st. denis. 


^Ve wsre both suddenly awakened from a sound sleep in the caliche by 
the loud cracking of the postillion’s whip, tho sounds of street noises, 
and the increased rattle of the wheels over the unequal pavement. Wo 
started up just as, turning round in his saddle, and pointing with his long 
whip to either side of him, the fellow called out : 

“ Paris, Messieurs, Paris! This is the Faubourg St. Denis; there, 
before you, lies the Rue St. Denis. Sacristi, the streets are as crowded 
as at noonday.” 

By this time we had rubbed the sleep from our eyelids and looked 
about us, and truly the scene before us was one to excite all our astonish- 
ment. The Qunrtier St, Denis was then in tho occupation of the Austrian 
troops, who were not only billeted in the houses, but bivouacked in tho 
open streets ; their horses picketed in long files along tho pave, the men 
asleep around their watch-fires, or burnishing arms and accoutrements 
beside them. The white-clad cuirassier from the Danube, the active and 
sinewy Hungarian, the tall and swarthy Croat, were nil there, mixed up 
among groups of peasant girls coming in to market with fowls aud eggs. 
Girts of forage and waggons full of all manner of provisions were sur- 
rounded by groups of soldiers and country people, trading amicably 
together, as though the circumstances which had brought them together 
w ere among the ordinary events of commerce. 

Threading our way slowly through these, wo came upon the Jiiger 
encampment, their dark green uniform and brown carbines giving that 
air sombre to their appearanco so striking after tho steel-clad cuirassier 
and the bright helmets of the dragoons. Farther on, around a fountain, 
were a body of dismounted dragoons, their tall ealpacks and scarlet 
trousers bespeaking them Polish lancers ; thoir small but beautifully- 
formed white horses pawed the ground, and splashed tho water round 
them, till the dust and foam roso high above them. But the strancest of 
all were the tall, gigantic florae who. stretched alongside of their hot* 
slept in the very middle of the wide street. Lifting their heads lazily 
for a moment, they would gaze on us as wo passed, and then lio down 
again to sleep. Their red beards hung in masses far down upon their 
breasts and their loose trousers, of a reddish dye, but half concealed 
boots of undressed skin. Tlicir toll lance.s were piled around them • but 
these were not wanting to prove that the savage, flcrce-looking figure* 
be ore us were the Cossacks of the Don, thus come, for many chunked 
nolo, to avenge the slaughterof Boro, lino and tho burningof Moscow 
As wc penetrated farther into the city, the mixture of nation and cestui 



344 


JACK 17 IN TON. 


became still more remarkable. The erect and soldier-like figure of the 
Prussian; the loose, wild-eyed Tartar; the brown-clad Russian, with 
russet beard and curved sabre; tho stalwart Highlander, with nodding 
plume and waving tartan ; the Bashkir, with naked scimitar ; the gor- 
geous Hussar of Hungary ; the tall and manly form of the English 
Guardsman, passed and re- passed before us, adding, by the Babel of 
discordant sound, to the wild confusion of the scene. 

It was a strange sight to see the savage soldier from the steppes of 


Russia; the dark -eyed, heavy-browed Gallician; the yellow-haired Saxon ; 
the rude native of the Caucasus— who had thus given themselves a “ ren- 
dezvous 11 in the very heart of European civilisation — wandering about, 
now stopping to admire some magnificent palace, now gazing with greedy 
wonder at the rich display of some jeweller, or the costly and splendid 
dresses which were exhibited in the shop windows ; while here and there 
were gathered groups of men whose looks of undisguised hate and malignity 
were bent unceasingly upon the moving mass : their “ bourgeois ” dress 
could not conceal that they were the old soldiers of tho Empire — the men 
of Wagram, of Austerlitz, of Jena, and of Wilna — who now witnessed 
' within their own capital the awful retribution of their own triumphant 
aggressions. 

As the morning advanced the crowds increased, and as we approached 
the “ Place Carousel,” regiments poured in from every street to the 
morning parade. Among these, the Russian garde— the Bounds d Y or— were 
conspicuous for the splendour of their costume and the soldier-like 
precision of their movements ; the clash of their brass cymbals and the 
wild strains of their martial music adding indescribably to their singular 
appearance. As the infantry drew up in line, we stopped to regard them 
when from the Place Louis Quinze, the clear notes of a military hand 
nvri ., out a quick step, and the Twenty-eighth British marched m to tho 
air of » Tho Young May Moon.” O’Grady’s excitement could endure no 
longer. He jumped up in tho caliche, and, waving his hat above his 
head, gave a cheer that rang through the long corridor beneath the 
Louvre. The Irish regiment caught up the cry, and a yell as wild as 
ever rose above tho din of buttle shook the air. A Cossack picket then 
cantering up, suddenly halted, and leaning down upon their horses manes, 
seemed to listen; and then, dashing spurs into theLr. flanks mado ths 
circuit of tho placo at full gallop, while their “ Hurra . burst forth 

aU the wild vehemence of their savage nature. „ ,,, 

<• Wo shall get into some precious scrape with all this, said O Orndy, 

as, overcome with laughing, he fell back into tho cal ‘ cht - 

Such was my own opinion ; so, telling tho postillion to turn short into 

the next street, we hurried away unperceived, and drove wuh all h^ 
speed we could muster, for the Ituo St Honore lire Hotel de £ 
fortunately had room for us; and, ordering our breakfasts, wo adjourned 
to dress, each resolving to make the most of hrs few hours at Paris. 
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I had just reached the breakfast-room, and was conning over tho 
morning papers, when O'Grady entered, in full uniform, Ins face radiant 
with pleasure, and the same easy, jaunty swagger in his walk as on the 
first day I met him. 

“ When do you expect to have your audience, Phil r ” said I. 

“ I have had it, my hoy. It's all over, finished, completed. Never 
was anything so successful. I talked over t lie old Adjutant in su< h a 
strain, that, instead of dreaming about a court-martial on us, the worthy 
man is seriously bent on our obtaining compensation for tho loss of tho 
drag. He looked somewhat serious when I entered ; but when once I 
made him laugh, the game was my own. I wish you saw him wiping his 
dear old eyes as I described the covcv of gendarmes hiking the air. How- 
ever, the main point is, the regiment is to be moved up to Paris, the com- 
missaire is to receive a reprimand, our claim for somo ten thousand francs 
is to be considered, and 1 am to dine with the Adjutant to-day and tell 
the story after dinner.'’ 

“Do you know, Phil, I have a theory, that an Irishman never begins 
to prosper but just at the moment that any one else would surely bo 
ruined.” 


“Don’t make a theory of it, Jack, for it may turn out unlucky. But 
the practico is pretty much what you represent it. Fortune never treats 
people so well as when they don’t care a fig about her. She’s exactly like 
a lady patroness— confoundedly impertinent, if you'll bear it, but aU 
smiles, if you won’t. Have you ever met Tom Burke— 1 Burke of ours/ 
as they called him, I believe, in half the regiments in the service ? ” 

“ No, never.” 


“ Well, the loss is yours. Tom’s a fine fellow in his way ; and if you 

could get him to tell you his story— or rather one of his stories, for his 

life is a succession of them — perhaps you would find that this same 

theory of yours has some foundation. We’ll pick him up ono of these 

days, and 1 11 introduce you. But now, Jack, 1 have a piece of nows for 

you. What do you think of it, my lad r— Lady Charlotte Hinton’s at 
Paris.” 


“ My mother here ? Is it possible ? ” 

“ Yes. Her ladyship resides at No. 4, Place Vendome, opposite the 
Hotel de Ixmdrea. There's accuracy for you.” 

“ And who is with her ? My father ? ” 

“ No. The General is expected in a few days. Lady Julia, I believe 
is her only companion.” ’ 

There was a kind of reserve suddenly in his manner as ho mentioned 
this name, which made us both pause for a few seconds. 

At length O’Grady broke tho awkwardness of tho silence by saiW 
in his -usual laughing way J 

torai Ml ri J F *7** up “ U th9 °< Paris in half an hour. The 

ull of English— and such English too !— tho Cossacks are civilised 
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people, of quiet, retiring- habits, compared to them. I verily believe the 
French are more frightened by our conviviality than ever they were by 
the bayonets of tho allies. I'm dying to hear your lady-mother’s account 
of everything here.” 

“ "What say you, then, if you come along with me ? I’m becoming very 
impatient to see my people once more. Julia will, I’m certain, be very 
amusing.” 

“ Ah ! and I have a debt of gratitudo in that quarter,” said O’Grady, 
hesitatingly. “Lady Julia was so very kind as to extend her protection 
to that old villain, Corny. I cannot for the life of me understand how 
she endured him.” 

“As to that,” said I, “Julia has a taste for character; and not 
even the Chevalier Delany’a eccentricities would pain her. So let’s 
forward.” 

“ Fid I tell you that Fo Vere is here ? ” said O’Grady. 

“ No ; not with my friends, I trust ? ” 

“ On the contrary, 1 ascertained that he does not visit at Lady Char- 
lotte’s. He is attached to Lord Cathcart’s embassy ; he’s very little in 
society, and rarely to be seen but at the salon t where be plays tremendously 
high, loses every night, but reappears each day with a replenished pocket. 
But I intend to know the secret of all this, and many other matters, ere 
long. So now let us proceed.” 


CHAPTER LVII. 
raKis in 1814 . 

If the strange medley of every nation and costume which we beheld on 
entering Paris surprised us, how much greater was our astonishment when, 
having finished a hurried breakfast, we issued forth into the crowded 
streets. Here were assembled among the soldiers of every country visitois 
from all parts of Europe, attracted by the novel spectacle thus presented 
to them ; and eager to participate in the pleasures of a capital whose 
rejoicings, so far from being checked by tho sad reverse of fortune, were 
now at the highest pitch ; and the city much more resembled the gay 
resort of an elated people than a town occupied by the troops of conquer- 
ing enemies. The old soldier of the Empire alone grieved in the midst of 
this general joy ; with the downfall of Napoleon died his every hope. 
The spirit of conquest, by which for so many years tho army had been 
intoxicated, was annihilated by the one line that signed tho treaty of 
Fontainebleau ; and thus, among the gay and laughing groups that burned 
onward, might now and then he seen some veteran of the Old Ouara 
scowling with contemptuous look upon that fickle populace, as eager to 
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celebrate the downfall as ever they hail been to greet the glory of their 


nation. 

Nothing more strikingly marked the incongruous host that filled the 
city than the different guards of honour which were mounted nt the 
several hotels where ofiicers and generals of distinction resided. At tins 
time the regulation was not established which prevailed somewhat hi ■ i , 
ami crave to the different armies of the allies the duty of mounting all 
the guards in rotation. And now at one door might be seen the tall 
cuirassier of Austria, his white cloak falling in heavy folds over the flank 
»nd haunches of his coal-black horse, looking like some Templar of old , 
at another, the plumed bonnet of a Highlander fluttered in the la < <*/.<*, us 
some hardy mountaineer paced to and iro, his grey eye and stern look 
unmoved by the eager and prying gaze of the crowd that stopped to look 
upon so strange and singular a costume; here was the impatient schimmel 
of some Hungarian Hussar pawing the ground with restless eagerness, us 
las gay dolman slashed with gold glittered in the sun. The .lager from 
Bohemia, the deadly marksman with the long lille: the savage Tartar 
of the Ukraine, devouring his meal on his guard, and turning his dark 
suspicious eye around him, lest every passer-by might mean some 
treachery : all denoted that some representative of their country dwelt 
within, while every now and then the clank of a musket would be heard, 
as a heavy poric cochhc opened to permit the passage of an equipage, us 
strange and as characteristic as the guard himself. Here would issue the 


heavy “ waggon ” of some German prince, with emblazoned panels and 
scarlet hammercloth ; the horses as fat and lethargic as the smoking and 
moustached figure they were drawing- There was the low droschki of a 
llussian, three horses abreast, their harness tinkling with brass bells as 
the spirited animals plunged and curvetted along ; tho quiet and elegant- 
looking phaeton of English build, with its perfection of appointment, 
rolled along, with it deep woody sound, beside tho quaint, old- fashioned 
L-afechc of Northern Germany, above whose cumbrous side-panels the heads 
of the passengers were visible only ; nor were the horsemen less dissimilar: 
the stately Prussian, with his heel in line beneath his elbow ; the 
Cossack, with short stirrups, crouched upon his horse's mane ; the English 
horse artilleryman, powdering along with massive accoutrements and 
gigantic steed ; the Polish light cavalry soldier, standing high in his 

stirrups, and tumiug his restless eye on every side — were all subjects for 
our curiosity and wonder. 

The novelty of the spectacle seemed, however, to have greatly worn 
oil for the Parisians, who rarely noticed the strango and uncouth figures 
that every moment passed bofore their eyes, and now talked away as un- 
concernedly amid tho scene of tumult and confusion as though nothin® 
new or remarkable was going on about them ; their very indifference and 
carelessness one of the strangest sights we witnessed. 

Our progress, which at the first was a slow one, ceased entirely at tho 
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corner of tho palace, whore a considerable crowd was now collected. Al- 
though we asked of tho bystanders, no on© could tell what was going 
forward, but the incessant roars of laughter showed that something droll 
or ridiculous had occurred, O’Grady, whose taste in such matters would 
suffer no denial, elbowed his way through the mob, I following as well as 
I was able. 'When we reached the first rank of tho spectators, we certainly 
needed no explanation of the circumstances to make us join in the mirth 
about us. 

It was a single combat of a very remarkable description, A tall 
Cossack, with a long red beard now waving wildly on every side, was en- 
deavouring to recover his muteka cap from a little, decrepid old fellow, 
from whom he had stolen a basket of eggs. The eggs were all broken on 
the ground, and the little man danced among them like an infuriated fiend, 
flourishing a stick all the while in the most fearful fashion. The Cossack, 
whose hand at every moment sought tho naked knife that was stuck in his 
girdle, was obliged to relinquish his weapon by the groans of the mob, 
who unequivocally showed that they would not permit foul play ; and 
being thus unarmed, could make nothing of an adversary whose contempti- 
ble appearance caused all the ridicule of the scene. Meanwhile, the little 
fellow, his clothes in rags, and his head surmounted bya red Cossack muteka, 
capered about like nothing human, uttering the most frightful sounds 
of rage and passion. At length, in a paroxysm of fury, he dealt the tall 
Cossack a rap over the temples which made him reel again. Scarcely had 
the blow descended, when, stung by the insult and the jeers of the mob, 
the enraged savage grasped his knife. With one spring he pounced upon 
tho lit tlo man ; but, as ho did so, a strong hand from behind seized him 
bv the collar, and with one tremendous jerk hurled him back upon tho 
crowd, where he fell stunned and senseless. 

I had only time to perceive that it was O’Gradv who had come to tho 
rescue, when tho old fellow, turning fully round, looked up in his face, 
and without evincing any emotion of surprise or wonder, or oven of grati- 
tude, croaked out : 

“ And it’s standin’ looking on ye wor all the time, and I fighting my 
eowle out ! Ugh ! bad luck to service. Look at my coat and small- 
clothes ! Ay, you may laugh, ye grinning bastes as ye are; and a basket 
of fresh eggs in smithereens, and this Friday ! ” 

Tho convulsions of laughter which this apparition and the speech 
crcitcd prevented our hearing more. Tho mob, too, without undei stand- 
ing a word, were fully sensible of the absurdity of the scene, and a 
perfect chorus of laughter rang through the street. 

And my elegant beaver — see it now* ! ” said Corny for wc hope out 
reader recognises him— as he endeavoured to empty tire batter from his 
headpiece, and restore it to shape. "Ugh! tho haythins- the Turks! 
See now*, Master Phil, it’s warning I’m giving you this mini t— here, 
where I stand. May tho divil Ah ! if ye dare, ye eternal robber I ” 
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This elegant exordium was directed to the poor Cossack, who, havi ng 
regained his feet, was skulking away from the field, throwing, as he went, 
a lingering look at his red cap, which Mr. Delany still wore as a spoil of 
his victory. 

"We now made our way through tho crowd, followed by Corny, whoso 
angry looks on every side elicited peals of laughter ; and thus accompuni* I 
we approached tho massive portt cochere of a large hotel in tho i’lace Vcn- 
dOme, where a “Swiss,” in full costume of porter, informed us that Lady 
Charlotte Hinton resided. 

While I endeavoured to pass on, lie interposed His burly person, in* 
forming me, in very short phrase, that her ladyship did not receive before 


four o'clock. 

“ Arrah, hould your prate ! ” cried Corny ; “ sure it's the woman’s son 
you're bilking to. Two pair of stairs to your loft hand, and the first door 
in the passage. Look at the crowd there, tho lazy craytures ! that has 
nothing bettor to do than follow a respectable man. Be off ! Bad luck to 
yez ! ye ought to be crying over live disgrace ye’ro in. Bo the light that 
shines ! but you desarved it well.” 


Leaving Corny to his oration before the mob, of which, happily for the 
safety of his own skin, they did not comprehend ono word, I took tho 
direction he mentioned, and soon found out the door, on which a visitiu™ 
card with my mother’s name was fastened. 

, ^ e wcre n0 ' v introduced into a large and splendidly -furnished saloon, 
with all that lightness and elegance of decoration which in a foreign apart - 
meut is the compensation — a poor ono sometimes — for tho more comfort- 
able look of our English houses ; the room was empty, but the morning 
papers and all the new publications of the day were scattered about with 
profusion ; consigning my friend for a short time to these, I followed the 
maid, who had already brought in my card to my mother, to her ladyship’s 
dressing-room. The door was opened noiselessly by tho maid, who 
whispered my name; a gentle “Let him come in” followed, and 1 
entered. My mother was seated before a glass, under tho hands of a 
coiffeur, ana dared not turn her head. As I approached she reached mo 

her hand, however, which, having kissed dutifully, I drew my chair, and 
sat down beside her. 

?K ar i t 1 0y, / miJ BhC ’ 88 her e >' C3 turnod towards me, and a tear 
cold ^ 6 1U l and tnckled down hcr <*«*• In spite of tho unnatural 

~ni d"hem a ^ th ° the look Zl 

^ o npamed them, came home to my heart, and I was glad to hide mv 

m fUrt ai?UU pressinff ^P 8 to her band. Having kindly informed 
T-f t t e f reU \°? yshe " as thcn submitting to was imperative! inasmuch 
as if she had not SI. Dejoncourt then, she could not have him at all that 

tm ni^fZ Z”l m ° meDt 0f “* eight h morning 

his service^ if he wiahtd lor th^T hi ”“ lf couldn't obtain 

% u he w ished for them-ahe proceeded to give mo some details 
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of my father, by which I could learn that the change in his circumstances 
had never been made known to her, and that she had gone on since wo last 
met in her old career of extravagance and expense — the indulgence of 
which, and the cares of her ever -declining health, had given her abundant 
occupation. 

As I looked at her beautiful features and delicately fair complexion, 


upon which time had scarcely laid a touch, I sighed to think at what a 
frightful sacrifice of feeling, of duty, and of happiness too, such loveliness 
bad been purchased. If tho fine pencilling of that brow had never known 
a wrinkle, the heart had never throbbed to one high or holy thought — if 
the smile sat easily on the lip, it was the habitual garb of fashionable 
captivation, and not the indication of one kind thought or one affectionate 
feeling : I felt shocked, too, that I could thus criticise my mother, but, in 
truth, for a minute or two I forgot she was such. 

“And Julia,” said I, at length— “ what of her? ” 

“ Very handsome indeed — strikingly so. Beulwitz, the Emperor’s 
aide-de-camp, admires her immensely, t am sincerely glad that you are 
come, dear John. You know Julia’s fortune has all been saved; but of 
that another time. The first point now is to secure you a ticket for this 
ball, and how to do it I’m sure I know not.” 

- “ My dear mother, believe me I have not the slightest desire ” 

“How very unkind you are, to think we could separate from you 
after such an absence ; besides, Julia would be seriously offended, 
and I think with cause. But the tickot— let’s consider about that. 
Dejoneourt, is it true that the Princess of Nassau was refused a card for 

tho ball?” 

<< Q u i t m Uadi. The King of Prussia has sent her one of his, and is to 
take her '; and Madame la Duchesse do St. Bieve is so angry at being left 
out, that she tried to get up an alarm of conspiracy in the faubourgs 

to prevent the sovereigns from going.” 

“ But they will go, surely — won’t they r ” 

“ Ah, to be sure. Farditu, they would say to-morrow that they had 

been omitted too, if they didn t appear. 

“ What are wc to do ? ” said her ladyship, with energy. “Grammont 

can be of no use here; for unfortunately these peoplo are not French.” 

“ What then ? ” said I ; “ it is some of the croivned heads who are the 

entertainers.” 

“Oh no; indeed I don’t know w'ho thoy are; nor do I know any one 
who does. The only fact of importance is, that this is their third fitc ; 
tho two first were tho most brilliant things over given in Paris— that tho 
Emperor of Russia always dances there— the King of Prussia makes 
his whist-party- — that Blucher takes the head of one of the aupper-tables 
-and in a word, Talleyrand himself has employed more diplomacy to 
secure' an extra ticket than ho has often dispensed in carving out a new 

monarchy.” 


LADY CHARLOTTES DISTRESS. 


3M 


My mother handed me a splendidly*embosscd card as sho spoke, upon 
which, in letters of pale burnished gold, were inscribed the following 
words : “ Madame de Roni, nee Cassidy dc Kilmainham, prie rhonneur,” 

&c. A hurst of laughing at the absurdity of the title stopped my reading 

further. 

“ She’s an Italian, possibly,” said my mother. 

“ I should think not,” 1 replied; “the nee Cassidy do Kilmainham 
smacks of something nearer home — what think you of Ireland ? ” 

“ Ireland ! Are these people Irish? ” said she, starting with horror at 
the thought. “ I trust, my dear John, you would not think proper to jest 
on such a subject.” 

“ My dear mother, I never heard of them before ; the only thing 
that strikes rae is the name. Cassidy is assuredly more Milesian than 
Roman.” 

“ But she has birth ; that’s certain,” replied my mother, proudly. 

Mot caring to argue the point, which, after all, resolved itself 
into the question that the lady was the child of somebody, and that 
somebody was called “ Cassidy,” I began to meditate on the singu- 
larity of such a phase in life as the entertainer of sovereigns, kaisers, 
kings, princes, archdukes, and ambassadors, being a person utterly 
unknown. 

“ But here’s tjminmont," said my mother, as a gentle tap was 
heard at the dour and the Count entered ; the only change in his 
appearance since last 1 saw him being the addition of another curdon 
to his blue coat, and a certain springiness in his walk, which I after- 
wards remarked as common among all the returned emigres at tho 
restoration. 

“ Qhc diable fauUil fairs*” said the Count, entering, “with this 
Madame de Roni ? she refuses all the world. Ah, Jack, nion cher t how do 
you do ? — safe and sound from all the perils of these terrible French, 
that cut you all to pieces in the Peninsula. But only think, miladi, no 
card for la Duehesso de Tavanne ; Madame de Givry loft out. Sacristi / 
I hope there is nothing against ce pann e ltoi de Prusse.” 

“ W ell, and here is John,” said my mother ; “ what are wo to do 
about him ? ” 

My renewed denial of any wish in the matter was cut short by a look 
of roproof, and I waited the whole discussion with patience 

“ Never was there such a difficulty,” said the Count, musing. « There 
IS certainly nothing to be done through the worthy husband of Madame 
Dtjoncouit and two or three more gave him a diner eu gourmand at 

Jjl'TJtl ““ ™ ; V* aft r; his fiflU S !a5 * of rhumpngne ho frankly- 
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to shoot at Fontainebleau any day you mention ; but as to Madame 
de Roni, she is devilish exclusive ; I really cannot manage that for 
you. 1 ” 

“ I wish you could prevail on youi'self to bo serious, 11 said my mother, 
in no wise pleased with the jocular spirit the Count’s anecdote had 
excited ; <l but hero is Julia — what does she advise ? 11 


As my mother spoke, the door opened and my cousin appeared. Her 
figure had more of the roundness of womanhood, and her face, though 
paler, was fuller, and its expression had assumed a more decided cha- 
racter, than when I last saw her. Her winning smile and her graceful 
carriage were all unchanged ; and her low, soft voice never struck me as 
more fascinating than when she held out her hand and said — 

My dear cousin ! how happy it makes me to see you again ! ” 

Her dark blue eyes were tearful as she spoke, and her lip — that 
haughty lip — trembled. A strango wild thrill crept through my heart as 
I pressed her hand within both of mine — a vague feeling which f dared 
not suffer to dwell in my mind, and yet feared lost when it should depart 
that I had lost my chance of happiness. Yes ! there are times when a 
man, without the admixture of any coxcombry in the feeling — without a 
particle of vanity — nay, with a deep sense of his own unworthiness, can 
ask himself — “ Does this woman like me? 11 And at such moments, if his 
own heart give not the ready answer, it were far better that he sought 
not the reply from his reason. 

It was onlv when my mother asked, for the second time, what was to 
be done about John’s ticket, that Julia seemed aware of the question, 
a slight — a very slight — curving of her lip showing the while the sense 
she entertained of such an inquiry after long years of sepaiation , and at 
last, us if unable to repress the indignation of the moment, sho said, 

abruptly — 

« of course, as we shall not think of going to-night 

“ Wo not go ! JEh, pardicu / why not? ” said the Count. 

« The Colonel below stairs begs to say that he wiLl caII somewhat 
later,'* said the Jefiiws dc c/iutnbte, at this juncture. 

“ The Colonel ! Whom does she mean ? ” 

it ni y friend 0‘Grady. Poor follow ! I have been forgetting him 
all this while. So allow me to join him, and we’ll wait for your appear- 


ance in the drawing-room.” 

-i i remember him perfectly, 11 said my mother ; ” an agreeable person, 
I think. So take Julia and the Count with you, and I'll follow as soon 


as I can. , 

Julia Mushed deeply, and as suddenly grew pale again, as my mothor 

spoke. I knew that she had always treated my friend with hauteur and 

reserve, without any assignable reason, and had long determined that 

when an opportunity arose I would endeavour to get rid of tho unjust 

impression sho had somehow conceived of my warmest, truest friend. 


A COLD GREETING. 


3'.3 


Tin's was not, however, the time for explanations ; and I merely said, as I 
offered mv arm, 

“Poor O’Grady has been badly wounded; but I think he'a now 
getting on favourably.” 

She said something in reply, but the words were lost in the noise of 
descending the stairs. Just as we reached the landing, I caught a glimpse 
of my friend issuing from the gate, and only in time to call him by hi* 
name — 

“ Holloa, Phil ! Don’t go away.” 

As he turned back towards the drawing-room, he cried out, 

“ It's only this instant, Jack, I remembered how very awkward it was 
of me to come here with you at this hour. You have, of course, so much 
to say and hear after your absence ” 

I he sight of my fair cousin cut short his speech, as she stood near 

the door, with her hand out to receive him. As O’Grady took her taper 

fingers within his own, there was an air of cold distance in his manner 

that actually offended me. Bowing deeply, ho said a few brief words 

in a tone of gravity and stiffness quite unusual with him ; and then, 

turning to Grammont, shook his hand with a warmth and cordiality most 

markedly different. I only dared to glance at Julia, but as I did so 

I could mark an expression of haughty displeasure that settled on 

her brow, while her heightened colour made her turn away towards tho 
window. 

I was myself so much annoyed by the manner in which O’Gradv lmd 
received advances which I had never seen made to any one before that 
I was silent. Even Grammont saw the awkwardness of all parties so 
much m need of his intervention, that he at once opened the whole 
negotiation ot the ball to O’Grady, describing, with a Frenchman’s vein- 
b.lity and .sarcasm, tho stratagems and devices which were employed 
to obtain invitations the triumph of tho successful, tho despairing 

oMW 0 ’ i , heightening his narrative by tho muster? 

of the fair hostess, who— herself unknown, unheard of till now— was it 

thl S h7 mCnt at pinmde of fashion, dictating tho laws and distribute 
e honours of fashion to the greatest sovereigns of Europe. 

tf ShG 13 veT y beautiful, no doubt? ” asked O’Gmdy. 

^ Gmmmont » with that all- explaining «Li . . . 

the shoulders by which a foreigner conveys so much. 8 ° ° f 

\ cry rich, perhaps ? » 

snoko'b rifT" “ id thl! Frcnchm "'b » tone of exultation that be- 
spoko his full acquiescence in that surmise at least. 

And her rank ? ” 

things’ W ‘dTl7 dlC L A ,“ 1 W i9 > h « h° uso is tho host 
bought up t groom'fThrl ^ has 

estafetto going on thTslw^?- 0 * .7 1 beeps an 

as; and is on 


Cf 

O 


estafette going on the Strasbourg road for piii, d'fZ^gr 
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inch terms with the sovereigns that she has their private hands to play at 
all her parties. Qut t'oitlez-vous / ” 

“Nothing more, indeed! 1 * said O'Grady, laughing. “Such admir- 
able supremacy in the world of fashion it would be rank heresy to 
question further, and I no longer wonder at the active canvass for her 
invitations.” 


“ Oui, parbleu / ” said the Frenchman, gaily. “If Monsieur the Comte 
d 1 Artois does not exert himself, people will be more proud of a ticket to 
these balls than of the Croix de St. Louis. For my own part, I think of 
wearing mine over the cordon.” 

As lie spoke, he flourished his card of invitation in the air, and dis- 
played it in his bosom. 

“ Madame de Boni, n6e Cassidy de Kilmainham,” said O’ Grady, 
bursting into a perfect roar of laughter. “ This is glorious, Jack. Did 
you see this ? ” 

“Seo — eh ? — to be sure; and what then ? ” 


But O’Gmdy’s mirth had burst all bounds, and he sat back in an arm- 
chair, laughing immoderately. To all our questions he could give no 
oilier reply than renewed bursts of merriment, which, however enjoyed 
by himself, were very provoking to us. 

“He knows her,” whispered Grammont in my car; “be assured he 
knows Madame.” 

“Jack, where shall we meet in half an hour?” said Phil at length, 
jumping up and wiping his eyes. 

“ Here, if you like,” said I ; “I shall not leave this till you return.” 

“Be it so,” said lie; and then, with a bow to my cousin and an easy 
nod to Grammont, O'Grady took bis hat and departed. 

Grammont now looked at his watch, and remembering some half-dozen 
very important appointments, took his leave also, leaving me onco more, 
after so long an interval, alone with Julia. 

There were so many things to talk over since we had met, ao many rem- 
iniscences which each moment called up, that I never thought of thp 
hours as they ran over ; and it was only by Lady Charlotte’s appearance 
in the drawing-room that we were apprised it was already past four o'clock, 
and that the tide of her morning visitors would now set in, and break up 

all hopes of continuing our colloquy. 

“ Where is your friend?” said my mothor, as she carried her eyes 

languidly round the spacious apartment. 

“Gone some hours ago: but ho promised to take me up here. We 


shall see him soon, I suspect.” 

“Colonel O'Grady,” said a servant, and my cousin had just time to 
leave the room by one door as he entered by another. 

Advancing to my mother with a nmnnor of respectful easo which he 
possessed to perfection, O’Grady contrived in a few brief words to resume 
the ground he had formerly occupied in her acquaintance, throwing out 
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aa ho went an occasional compliment to her looks, so naturally and 
unaffectedly done as not to neod acknowledgment or reply, but yet with 
sutlicient sincerity to show interest. 

“ I have heard since iny arrival that you were interested al>out this 
ball, and took the opportunity to secure you some tickets, which, though 
late, lotno of your friends may care for.” 

He presented my mother as ho spoke with several blank cards of in- 
vitation, who, as she took them, could not conceal her astonishment, nor 
repress the look of curiosity, which she could scarcely repel in words, as 
to how he had accomplished a task tho highest people in Paris had failed 
in. I saw what was passing in her mind, and immediately Buid, 

“My mother would like to know your secret about these same cards, 

O’Grady, for they have been a perfect subject of contention here fur tho 
last three weeks.” 

“ Her ladyship must excuse mo— at least for the present— if I have 

one secret I cannot communicate to her,” said O’Grady, smiling. “ Let 

me only assure her, no one shall know it before she herself docs.” 

“ And th <-‘ re is * secret ? ” said Lady Charlotte, eagerly 

“• Y,.s there is a secret," replied (J'Urudy, with u most ludicrous 
gravity of tone. 

“ Well, at least we have profited by it, and so wo may wait in patience, 
our friend Colonel O’Grady will give us tho pleasure of his company at 

smde ’ 1 * h ° Pe ’ COntmued my ™ther, with ^cr most winning 

O’Grady declined, having already accepted tho invitation of the Adiu- 
tant- General, but bogged he might bo permitted to join our party at the 
ball; which being graciously acceded to by my mother, wo both made our 
bows and sauntered out to see more of the sights of Paris. 

*o 0 m ^’r/ hl ' &Uti when we we re once more alone “ what is thU 
secret ? Who is Madame do Roni f ” thl9 

silencs^ 6Ten l ° y0U ■ JaCk '" W “ 9 hi ’ answer ! “<1 we walked on in 
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TUB 11 RON! FETB. ,f 

Thkrb is no epidemic more catching than excitement Th„ t 

and fever sh bustle of thn i \ excitement. The fussy manner 

municato themsel h to “ u ih T 8Ur0 ’ aft « a to com. 

Physicians caU a prodispowtuT Thf °“ **1™* W-gwhat the 

the hour of this ball drew nL 1 flit' TZT J “ St ™ tion Point as 
the midst Of such stupendous events as were thcnT^^^ 


heart of a city garrisoned by an enemy— with everything that could wound 
national pride and offend national honour — even French levity could raiso 
itself to the enjoyment of fashionable frivolity; but, by degrees, the con- 
tinual recurrence of the subject familiarised my mind to it, wore off my 
first and more natural impressions, and at last I began, like my neigh- 
bours, not only to listen with patience, tyit even to join in the various 
di scussions with animation and interest, j 

No sooner had the report gained ^Jmrency that Lady Charlotte was 
in possession of blank invitations, than our hotel was besieged by half 
Paris — the unfortunate endeavouring, by every species of flattery, and 
every imaginable stratagem, to obtain tickets ; the lucky ones all anxious 
to find out the mystery of her Ladyship’s success, which at first seemed 
almost incredible. Tho various surmises, guesses, hints, allusions, and 
subterfuges, which followed each other in rapid succession, as this motley 
mob of fashionables came and went, and went and came again, amused me 
considerably — the more so, perhaps, as the occasion called into full play 
all my cousin Julia’s powers of flippant raillery and sarcasm, both of 
which she exercised without scruple, but never within range of discovery 
by any of her victims. 

Everything gave way to tho convenience of this splendid/^#. The 
eight o’clock dinner was anticipated by full two hours — no other subject 
of conversation was ever broached by the company — and at nine the 
carriages were ordered to the door, it being wisely calculated that if we 
reached our destination at eleven we should esteem ourselves fortunate. 

IIow often, as the dashing equipage whirls past to some scene of 
pleasure, where beauty, and rank, and riches await the sated votary of 
fashion, will the glare of the carriage lamps fall upon the gloomy footway, 
where, wet and weary, some melancholy figure steals along with downcast 
head and plodding step — his thoughts turned ever to some accustomed 
scene of wretchedness, where want and misery, disease, neglect, decay, all 
herd together, and not even hope can filter. Tho poor man, startled, 
looks up — tho rich one, lolling back upon his easy cushion, casts a down- 
ward glanco — their eyes meet — it is but a second — there is no sympathy 
between them — the course of one lies north, tho other south. Thus at 
each moment did my sad heart turn nway from all the splendour of tho 
preparation about mo, to wonder with myself how, even for an instant, 

X could forget my own patli in life, w hich, opening with every prospect 
of happiness, yet now offered not a hope for tho futuro. Between tlicso 
two alternate states the hours crept on. As I sat beside Julia in the 
carriage, I couldn’t but mark that something weighed also on her spirits. 
More silent than usual, she replied, when spoken to, with effort, and more 
than onco returned wrong answers to my mother, who talked away un- 
ceasingly of tho ball and the guests. 

It was near midnight when we drove into tho largo archway of tho 
Hotel do Bohan, where Madurno dc Boni held her court. Brilliantly 
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lighted with lamps of various colours, the very equipages were made a 
part of the spectacle, as they shone in bright and changeful hues, reflected 
from gorgeous housings, gilded trappings, and costly liveries. A largo 
dark -coloured travelling carriage, with a single pair of horses, stood in 
the comer of the court, the only thing to distinguish it being two 
mounted Light Dragoons, who waited beside it, and a Chasseur in green 
and gold uniform, who stood at the door. This simple equipage belonged 
to the King of Prussia. Around on every sido were splendidly appointed 
carriages, glittering with emblazonry and gilding, from which, as the 
guests descended and entered the marble vestibule, names of European 
celebrity were called out, and repeated from voice to voico along the lofty 
corridors. Lo Prince de Schwartzenborg, Count Pozzo di Borgo, Lo Due 
do Dalberg, Milord Cathcart, Le Comte de Nesselrode, Monsieur 'Pulley - 

rand de Perigord, with others equally noble and exalted, followed in rapid 
succession. 

Our turn came at last ; and as we reached the hall wo found O’Grady 
waiting for our arrival. 

There s no use in attempting to get forward for some ti mo,” said 

he, so follow me, and I 11 secure you a more comfortable place to wait 
in.” 


As he spoke ho passed through the hull, and, whispering a few words 
to a servant, a door was opened in the wainscot, admitting us to n small 
and neatly fitted-up library, where a good lire and some easy-chaira 

*' 1 ® e0 y ° ur 8ur P ri «” said O’Grady, as my mother looked about her 
with astonishment at his perfect acquaintance with the whole locality 
but I can t explain— it s part of my secret ; meanwhile, I hare another 

corner“ r <u\ Z “ “ 1<>W " his P er - ns ho dre " r ™ into a 

ner. I have made a very singular discovery, Jack, to-dav and I 

cT'ne* ,l “*y load t0 nioro. I met, by accident, at the Adjutant- 

General s table, the brother of a French officer whoso lifo I Jvcd at 

hi nds° 1 iTT , r d 7 T' in a »» d we bceanio sworn 

tho way he informed me that ho wal th^ehtf of tl.o ^ret ^eo "of 
1 aris, "hose business it is to watch all the doings of the regular nolico 

reVrLTh,: -r'tho 0 ss* Tz spios r in 

any of tho extraordinary stories ho told mo ” oTteriST Ztem'T! 

»P in tho lino, and dotid„Td?or^ some ZnZ',' T ^ 

down tho glass, and gave a low, peculiar whistle whichTf I h“d ,Y l0t 
paying considerable attention to evervthimr about hi ■ J. u n0t beon 

Mr. 

They conversed together for some time, and I "Z ZZZ 
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comer spoke his French in a broken manner and with a foreign accent* 
By a slight movement of the horses one of the lamps threw the light full 

upon this man's face ; I fixed my oves rapidly on him, and recognised * 

whom, think you ? — but you’d never guess — no other than your old an* 
fcagonist, Ulick Burke!” 

“ Ulick Burke ! You must have been mistaken.” 

“No, no. I knew him at once : the light rested on him for full five 
minutes, and I had time enough to scan every feature of his face. I 
could swear to the man now. Ho left us at last, and I watched 
him till he disappeared among the crowd of servants that filled the 
court-yard.” 

“ ‘ That's one of your people,’ said I, carelessly, as Guillemain drew up 
tho glass, and sat back in the carriage. 

“ ‘ Yes, and a thorough scoundrel he is — capable of anything.’ 

“ 1 lie’s not French,’ said I, with the same indifference of manner T had 
feigned at first. 

“ Guillemain started as I spoke ; and I half feared I had destroyed 
all by venturing too much ; at length, after a short pause, he replied, 
‘You’re right, he’s not French; but we have them of all nations — 
Poles, Swedes, Germans, Italians, Greeks — that fellow is English.’ 

“ * Say Irish, rather,’ said I, determined to risk all — to know 
all. 


“ ‘ You know him, then r ’ said Guillemain, hurriedly ; * where did you 
6ee Fitzgerald ? ’ 

“ ‘ Fitzgerald ! ’ said I, repeating tho name after him ; and then, 
affecting disappointment, added, * that’s not the name.’ 

“ ‘ Ha ! I know you were mistaken,’ said Guillemain, with animation ; 
‘the fellow told me he defies recognition; and I certainly have tried him 
often among his countrymen, and ho has never been detected ; and yet 
he knows the English thoroughly and intimately. It was through him 
I first found out theso very people we are going to.’ 

“ Here, Jack, he entered upon a long account of our worthy host, who, 
with great wealth, great pretensions, and ns great vulgarity, came to Paris 
some weeks ago in that mighty flood of all sorts of peoplo that flocked 
here since the peace. Their desire to ho ranked among tho fnshionablo 
entertainers of the day was soon reported to tho Minister of Police, 
who, after considering how far such a house might bo useful, where 
persons of all shades of political opinion might meot — friends of the 
Bourbons, Jacobites, Napoleonists, the men of ’88, and the admirers of 
tho old regime — measures were accordingly taken that their invitation* 
should go out to the first persons in Paris, and, more still, should be accepted 


by them. 

“ While these worthy peoplo are, therefore, distributing their 
hospitalities with all tho good faith imaginable, lueir hole! is nothing 
more nor less than a cabinet de police , where Kouchc and hi* agents ar* 
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unravelling the intrigues of Paris, or weaving frosh ones for their own 
objects.” 

“Infamous system! But how comes it, Phil, that thoy havo never 
discovered their anomalous position ? ” 

“ What a question, Jack ! Vulgar pretension is a triple shield that 

no eye can pierce, and, as yon know the parties ” 

“ Know them ! no, I never heard of them before.” 

"What, Jack ! Is your memory so short-lived ? And yet there was 

a pretty girl in the house who might havo rested longer in your 
memory.” 

Hie announcement of Lady Charlotte and my cousin's names by the 

servant at the foot of tho stairs broke up our conference, and we had only 

time to join our party as wo fell into that closely-wedged phalanx that 

wound its slow length up the spacious staircase. O’Grndy’s last 

words had excited my curiosity to the highest pitch ; but, as he preceded 

me with my mother on his arm, I was unable to ask for an ex- 
planation. 


At last we reached the ante-chamber, from which a vista of Batons 
suddenly broke upon tho view, and, although anticipating much, I had 
formed no conception whatever of the splendour of the scene before me. 
More brilliant than noonday itself, the room was a blaze of wax-li-dits* 
the ceilings, of fretted gold and blue enamel, glittering like a gorgeous 
lrm ament ; the walls were covered with pictures in costly frames of 
Venetian taste; but the decorations, magnificent and princely as they 
were, wero as nothing to that splendid crowd of jewelled dames and 
g it enng nobles, of all that was distinguished in beauty, in rank, in 
military glory, or in the great contest of political life. Hero were tho 
greatest names of Europe— the kings and princes of the earth, the leaders 
of mighty armies, the generals of a hundred battles- hero was tho 

h°™d Hrv th ° WorM -* U that can influence mankind, 

hereditary rank, military power, stupendous intellect, beauty, wealth— 

m.*m g in tho vast vortex of fashionable dissipation, and phmging into 

1 the excesses of voluptuous pleasure. The band of tho Imperil Guard 

0 f\beir nT r Y T“"’ ^ pkyi,> « with “ U th « dclic'ious softnosl 
of their national mstrument-tho Russian horn-a favourite marurka of 

hundreTSer* antl * »”*“ bUc "“ «“ 0 »g tho 

con\cjed my mother through tho crowd to a seat where 

"jack C0 7“ b “ id ° hM - he — <"«• came near mt ’ ’ 

ack, whispered he, “ come a littlo this wav ” it« a • » 

curtain as he spoke, and we entered a boudoir, where a buffet „7 ref Y 

meat, was placed ; here the scene was ludicrous in the oxtre L from7b 
incongruous mixture of persons of «o *• extreme, from the 

wore chatting away and hob noli * * £ nations and languages who 

Phrescs every tongue in Eure^r IZ otT^ WoV“^ 
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from one corner of tho room, whither O’Grady directed his steps, still 
holding my arm. A group of Cossack officers, in full scarlet costume, 
their loose trousers slashed with gold embroidery, and thrust into wide 
boots of yellow leather, stood in a circle round a person whom we could 
not yet perceive, but who, we were enabled to discover, was exercising his 
powers of amusement for this senii-savogo audience, whose wild shouts 
of Laughter broke forth at every moment. We made our way at length 
through the crowd, and my eyes at last fell upon the figure within. I stared 
—I rubbed my eyes— I actually began to doubt my very senses, when 
suddenly turning his joyous face, beaming with good-humour, towards 
me, he held forth his hand, and called out, 

“ Captain, my darling, the top of the morning to you ! This beats 
Stephen’s Green, doesn’t it ? ” 

“ Hr. Taul Rooney ! ” said I. 

I*iO, no, Monsieur de Roni, if you please,” said he, again breaking out 
into a fit of laughing, “ Lord help you, man ! I've been christened since 
I came abroad. Let me present you to my friends.” Here Paul poked a 
tall Cossack in the ribs to attract his attention, and then, pointing to me, 
said: “ Ibis is Captain Hinton. — His name’s a poser; a cross between 
chincough and a house-key. Eh, old fellow? ” 

A larfar grin was the reply to this very intelligible speech, but a 
bumper of champagne made everything comprehensible between them, 
Mr. Rooney s hilarity soon showed me that he had not forgotten his native 
habits, and was steadily bent upon drinking glass for glass with his com- 
pany, even though they only came in detachments; with Bashkir chiefs, 
Pomeranian barons, Rhine grafs, and Polish counts he seemed as intimate 
as though he had passed as much of his time in the Caucasus as the Four 
Courts, and was as familiar with the banks of the Don as ever he had been 
with those of the Dodder. 

” And is it really our old friend Mrs. Paul who entertains this host of 
czars and princes ? ” 

” Is it really only now that you’ve guessed it ? ” said < t’Gradv, as ho 
carried me away with him through the saloon. ” But I see Lady Charlotte 
is amongst her friends, and your cousin is dancing, so now let’s make tho 
most of our time. I say, Jack, your lady-mother scarcely supposes that 
her host is the same person she once called on for his bill. By Jovol 
what a discovery it would be to her ! anti the little girl she had such a 
horror of is now tho belle of Paris. You remember Louisa Bellow, don’t 
you ? Seven thousand a year, my boy, and beauty worth double tho 
money ; but there she is, ami how handsome! ” 

As he spoke, a lady passed us loaning on her partner’s arm, her head 
turned slightly over her shoulder. I caught but one glance, and as I did 
so, tho rushing torrent of blood that mounted to mv face made my very 
brain grow dizzy. I knew not where I stood — I sprang forward to speak 
to her, and then became rooted to the ground. It was she indeed — 
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beautiful as ever I hail seen her: her pale face woro the very look 1 had 
List seen the night I saved her from the flood. 

“ Did you observe her companion f ” Eaid O’ Grady, who fortunately 
had not noticed my confusion. “ It was Do Vere. I knew ho was hero; 
and I suspect I see his plans.” 

“Do Vere!” said I, starting. “De Vere with Miss Bellcw ! Aro you 
certain ? ” 

“ Quite certain — I seldom mistake a face, and his I can't forget, llut 
here's Guillemain. I’ll join you in a moment.” 

So saying, O’Grady left my side, and 1 saw him take the arm of a small 
man in black, who was standing at a doorway. The rush of sensations 
that crowded on mo as I stood there alone made me forget the time, and 
I knew not that O' Grady had been above half an hour away when ho 
again came to my side. 

“How the plot thickens, Hinton,” said ho, in a low whisper. “Only 
think— the villain Buvko has actually made the hand and fortune of that 
lovely* girl the price of obtaining secret information from Do Vero of the 
proceedings of the British Embassy. Guillemain did not confess this to 
me, but he spoke in such a way that with my knowledge of all parties I 
made out the duo.” 

“ Burke ! but what influence has he over her?” 

“None over her, but much over the Rooneys, whom, independent of 
threats about exposing their real condition in life, he has persuaded that 
such a marriage for their ward secures them in fashionable society for 
ever. This with Haul would do nothing; but Madame do Roni, as you 
know, sets a high prico on such a treasure ; besides, he is in possession of 
Suim- family secret about her mother, which ho uses as a means of intimi- 
dation to Paul, who would rather die than hurt Miss Bellow’s feelings. 
Kow, Jack, De Vero only wants intellect to be as great a scoundrel as 
Master TJlick ; so we must rescue this poor girl, come what will.” 

M c must and wo will,” said I, with a tono of eagerness that made 
O'Grady start. 

Not a moment is to bo lost,” said he, after a brief pause. “ 1*11 try 
what can bo done with Guillemain.” 

An opening of the crowd as he spoke compelled us to fall back, and as 
we did so, I could perceive that an avenue was made along the room. 

“ One of the sovereigns,” whispered O’ Grady. 

I leaned forward, and perceived two aides-de-camp in green uniform 
w io wero retreating, step by step, slowly, before some persons further 


instant T ^ \ wbls P crcd a voIce nonr »no ; and the same 

tant I saw the tall and finc-h oking figure of Alexander, his broad 

massive forehead, and frank, manly face turning from side to side as he 

f“ g6d th ° 8alu i tatl ° n3 0f th0 room ’ 0n tts arm ho supported a 
lad), whoso nodding plumes waved in concert with every inclination of 
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wl^ r , hi,nie “' .f' ,rio " 9 t0 306 what ro >“l personage shared thus with 
him the homage of the assembly, I looped to catch a glance-the lady 

Ur “ e °ur eyes met— a slight flush coloured her chock, as sho quickly 
moved her head away-it was Mrs. Paul Eooncy herself! yes, she’ whom 

inf ad ,£ nCe 8G t n Wlth aD Cll0rt t0 8ubduo hor P rid ° of station, when led 
into dinner by some Irish attorney .general, or some going jud-e of 

assize, now leaned on the arm of an emperor, and divided with him the 
honours of the moment ! 

While O’ Grady sought out his now friend, the Minister of Police 

I went in search of my mother and Lady Julia, whom I found surrounded 

by a knot of their own acquaintances, actively engaged in surmises as to 

the lady of the house— her rank, fortune, and pretensions. For some 

time I could not but feel amused at the absurd assertions of many of the 

party, who affected to know all about Madame de Roni and her secret 
mission to Pam. 


“ My dear John/* said my mother in a whisper, “ you must find out 
al about her. Your friend, the Colonel, is evidently in the secret. Pray, 
now, don’t forget it. But really you seem in a dream. There’s 
Beulwitz paying Julia all the attention imaginable the entire evening, 
and j ou have never gone near her. A propo$> have you seen this ward 
of Madame de Roni? She is very pretty, and they speak of her as 
a very suitable person/* (This phrase was a kind of cant with my mother 
and her set, which expressed in brief that a lady was enormously rich, 

and a very desirable match for a man with nothing.) “ I forget the 
name,” 


Miss Bellew, perhaps/* said I, trembling lest any recollection of ever 
having heard it before should cross her mind, 

“ \ es, that’s the name : somehow it seems familiar to me. Do you 

know her yet ? for my friend Lady Middleton knows every one, nrid will 
introduce you/* 

“ Oh, I have the pleasure of being acquainted with her already,” said 
I, turning away to hide my confusion. 

“ That’s quite proper,” said her ladyship, encouragingly. “ But here 
she comes : I think yon must introduce me, John.” 

As my mother spoke, Louisa Bellew came up, leaning on a lady’s 
arm. A moment’s hesitation on my part would have only augmented 
the embarrassment which increased at every instant ; so I stepped 
forward and pronounced her name. No sooner had the words “ Miss 
Bellew” escaped my lips, than sho turned round, her large full eyes 
wero fixed upon mo doubtingly for a second, and her face grew deep 
scarlet, and then as suddenly pale again. She mado an offort to 
speak, but could not; a tottering weakness scorned to creep over her 
framo ; and as she pressed her companion’s arm closely, I heard her 
mutter : 

“ Ob, pray move on 1 ** 
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n Lady Charlotte Hinton — Miss Beilew, ’’ said the lady at her side, 
who had paid no attention whatever to Louisa Bellcw’s agitated 
manner. 

My mother smiled in her sweetest manner, while Miss Bellow's 
acknowledgments wero mndo with the most distant coldness. 

y son had deemed himself fortunate enough to bo known to you," 
6aid Ijiidy Charlotte. 

Miss Beilew hecamo pale ns death ; hor very lips wore bloodless, as 
with a voice tremulous with emotion, she replied : 

“ Wo wero acquainted once, madam — but ” 

What was to be the remainder of the speech I know not ; for as the 
CTOwd moved on. she passed with it, leaving mo like one whose senses wero 
forsaking him one by one. I could only hear my mother say, “ How very 
impertinent!” and then my brain became a chaos. A kind of wild, 
reckless feeling, tho savage longing that in moments of dark passion 
stirs within a man for some act of cruelty, some deed of vengeance, 
ran through my breast. I had been spurned, despis<*d, disowned by her 
of whom, through many a weary month, my h<art alone was full. 
I hurried away from the spot, my brain on fire. I saw nothing, I 
heeded nothing of the bright looks and laughing faces that passed me ; 
scornful pity and contempt for one so low as I was seemed to prevail 
in every face I looked at, A strango impulse to seek out Lord Dudley 
de Vere was uppermost in my mind; and as I turned on every sido to 

find him, X felt my arm grasped tightly, and heard O’ Grady’s voice in my 
ear : 


“Be calm, Jack, for Heaven’s Kike! Your disturbed looks mako 
every one stare at you.” 


He drew me along with him through the crowd, and at length reached 
a card-room, whore, except the players, no ono was present. 

“ Come, my dear boy, I saw what has annoyod you.” 

“ You saw it ! ” said I, my eyeballs straining as I spoke. 

“ Yc f> y es ; an<i wha t signifies it ? So very handsome a girl, and the 
expectation of a Large fortune, must always havo followers. But you 
know Lady Julia well enough ” 

“ Lady Julia ! ” repeated T, in amazement. 

“ Ye8 - 1 “7 3’ou know her well enough to believe that Bculwitz is 
not exactly the person ” 

A burst of laughter at his mistake broke from me at tho moment, but 

so wild and discordant was it that O’Grady misconstrued its meaning and 

went at some length to assure mo that my cousin’s affection for mo was 
beyond my suspicion. 


Stunned by my own overwhelming sorrow, I felt no inclination to 
undeceive him, and let him persist in his orror without oven a word of 

“Rouse yourself. Jack,” said ho, at length. “This depression 
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is Unworthy of you, bad you even cause for grief. There’s many a 

. rt heavier than your own, my boy, where the lip ia smiling this 
minute. 

There was a tone of deep affliction in the cadence of his voice as these 
words fell from him, and ho turned away his head as he spoke. Then 
rallying in an instant, he added, 

Do 3 ou know, our dear friend Mrs, Paul has scarcely ventured to 
acknowledge me to-night? and I feel a kind of devilish spirit of 
vengeance working within me in consequence. To cut me l I that trained 
her infant mind to great ness— that actually smuggled for her a contraband 
Viceroy, and brought him alive into her dominions ! What dire ingrati- 
tude ! Come, wliat say you to champagne? ” 

Ho poured mo out a large glassful as he spoke, and, filling his own, 
callod out, laughing, 

“Here— I give you a toast. ‘ La Vendetta!' Eh, Jack? Corsican 
vengeance on all who maltreat us ! ” 

Glass after glass followed ; and I felt my brain, instead of being 
excited, grow calmer, steadier ; n firm and determined resolution usurped 
the flitting thoughts and wandering fancies of before. 

“ They’ro moving towards the supper- room,” said O’Gnidy, who for 
some time past had talked away, vrithout my paying any attention to 


what ho said. 

As we descended the stairs, I heard my mother’s carriage announced, 
and could just see her and my cousin handed to it by somo Austrian 
oilicers as we entered the supper-room. 

The incessant crash and din of the enormous banqueting-room, its 
crowd and heat, its gorgeous table equipago and splendid guests, were 
scarce noticed by nie as I followed O’Grady, half mechanically, towards 
the end of the room. For some time I remained stupidly nuconscious of 
all around ; and it was only after a very considerable time I descried that 
immediately in front of whore wo stood Mrs. Paul Rooney was seated— 
the Emperor of Russia on her right, the King of Prussia on her 
left hand; Schwartzenborg, Blucher, Talleyrand, Nesselrode, and 
many others equally distinguished, occupying places along tho 
board. Her jocund hi ugh and merry voice, indeed, first attracted my 
attention. 

“ By Jove, she docs it admirably ! ” said O’Grady, who for full five 
minutes had been most critically employed scrutinising Mrs. Paul’s manner 
° 1 >o you remark the tact with which sho graduates her attentions to tho 
Emporor and the Xing ? And look at the hauteur of her bearing to old 

Bluchor. But hush 1 what's coming ? ” 

A kind of suppressed murmur buzzed along the crowded room, which 
subsiding into a dead silence, the ! hnperor Alexander rose, and addressing 
the guests in a few but well- chosen words in English, informed them he 
had received permission from their amiable and captivating hostess to 
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propose a toast, and ho took the opportunity with unqualified delight to 
give the health of “ The Prince Regent.’' A perfect thunder of applause 
acknowledged this piece of gracious courtesy, and a “ Hip ! hip 1 hurra ! ” 
which astonished the foreigners, shook the very roof. While the deafen- 
ing shouts lose on every side, Airs. Paul wrote a line with her pencil 
hastily on her card, and turning round, gave it to a Cossack aide- 
de-camp of the Emperor to deliver into Air. Rooney's hands. 
Either from the excitement of the moment, or his imperfect acquaint- 
ance with English, the unlucky Cossack turned towards the first 
British officer near him for an explanation, who happened to be 
O’Grady. 

“ What does this mean ? ” said he, in French. 

“Ah,” said Phil, looking at it, “this is intended for that gentleman at 
the foot of the table. You see him yonder — he’s laughing now. Come 
along ; I’ll pilot you towards him.” 

Suspecting that O’Grady’s politeness had some deeper motive than 
mere civility, I leaned over his shoulder and asked the reason of 
it. 

“ Look here,” said he, showing me the card as he spoke, on which was 
written tho following -words : “Make the band play * God save the King 
the Emperor wishes it.” 

“ Come with us, Jack,” whispered O’Grady; “wo had better keep 
near the door.” 

I followed them through tho dense crowd, who were still cheering 
with all their might, and at last reached tho end of the table, where Paul 
himself was amusing a select party of Tartar chiefs, Prussian colonels, 
Irish captains, and Hungarian nobles. 

Look hero, said Phil, showing me tho card, which in his passage down 
the room he had contrived to alter, by rubbing out the first part, and 
interpolating a passage of his own, making the whole run thus : “ Sing the 
‘ Cruiskeen Lawn’ ; tho Emperor wishes it.” 

I had scarcely time to thrust my handkerchief to mv mouth, and pre- 
vent an outbreak of laughter, when I saw the Cossack 'officer present the 
card to Paul with a deep bow. Air. Rooney read it — surveyed tho bearer 
--read it again— rubbed his eyes— drew over a branch of wax candles to 
inspect it better ; and then directing a look to the opposite extremity of 
the table, exchanged glances with his spouse, as if interrogating her in- 
tentions once moro. A quick, sharp nod from Airs. Paul decided tho 
question thus tacitly asked ; and Paul, clearing off a tumbler of sherry 
mu’t^red to himself, “ What tho devil put tho * Cruiskcen Lnwu ’ 

mm h 18 Majesty s head, I can’t think ; but I suppose there's no refus- 
' □ * 

• A uwu BP ' I iv Cd tapp “ g with tho hendlo of his knifo was now heard to 
mix with tho other convivial sounds, and soon indeed to overtop thorn as 

Paul, anxious to obey a royal behest, cleared his throat a couple of to “ 
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and called out, “ I’ll do the best I can, your Majesty ; " 
up : 


“ Let the farmer praise his grounds, 

Let the huntsman praise his hounds, 
And talk of the deeds they have done ; 
But I, more blest than they ” 


and at on^e struck 


Here Paul quavered, and at last the pent-up mirth of the whole room could 
endure no more, but burst forth into one continuous shout of laughter, 
in which kings, dukes, ambassadors, and field-marshals, joined as loudly 
as their neighbours. To hear the song was utterly impossible; and 
though, from Mr. Paul's expanded cheeks and violent gesticulation it 
was evident he was in full chant, nothing could be hoard save the scream 
of laughing which shook the building — an emotion certainly not the le-ss 
difficult to repress, as Mrs. Paul, shaking her hand at him with passionate 
energy, called out, 

“ Oh, the baste ! — he thinks he’3 on circuit this minnit I" 

As for myself, half-choking and with sore sides, I never recovered till 
I reached the street, when O’Grady dragged me along, saying, as be did 
so, 

“ Wo must reach home at once. Nothing but a strong alibi will save 
my character for this in the morning." 


CHAPTER LIX. 
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I was not sorry when I heard the following morning that my mother 
would not appear before dinner-hour. I dreaded the chance of any 
allusion to Miss Belle w’s name requiring explanation on my part ; and 
the more so, as I myself was utterly lost in conjectures as to the reason of 

her singular reception of me. , . , . 

Julia, too, appeared moro out of spirits than usual. She pleaded 

fatigue;’ but I could see that something lay heavily on her mind. She 
conversed with evident effort, and seemed to have a difficulty in recalling 
her faculties to the ordinary topics of the day. A thought struck mo that 
pei hups Do Vere’s conduct might have given cause for her depression; 
and gradually I drew the conversation to the mention of his name, when 

I soon becamo undeceived on this point. 

She told mo with perfect unconcern how my father had tracked out 

the whole lino of his duplicity and calumny regarding mo, and had 
followed tho matter up by a representation to the Duke at the head of 
the army, who immediately commanded his retirement from tho Guards. 
Luter on, his family influence had obtained his appointment as attache to 
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the embassy at Purls ; but since their first rupture ho hud discontinued 
bis visits, and now had ceased to bo acknowledged by thorn when they 
met. 

My cousin’s melancholy not being, then, attributable to anything con- 
nected with Do Vere, I set myself to work to ascertain whence it pro- 
ceeded ; and suddenly the thought struck mo that perhaps my mother's 
surmise might have some foundation, and that Julia, feeling an affection 
lor me, might have been hurt at my evident want of attention toward* 
her since we met. 


I have already begged of my reader to distinguish such suspicions from 
the coxcombry of the lady-killer, who deems every girl ho meets his vic- 
tim. If 1 did for a moment imagine that my cousin liked me, I did so 
with a stronger sense of my own unworthiness to merit her love than if 
I myself had sought her affection. I had felt her superiority to myself 
too early in life to outlive the memory of it us we grew older. The 
former feeling of dread which I entertained of Julia's sarcasm still lived 
within me; and I felt keenly that sho who knew the weaknesses of the 
boy was little likely to forget them in reflecting over the failures of the 
man; and thus, if she did care for me, I well knew that her affection 
must be chequered by too many doubts and uncertainties to give it that 
character of abiding love which alone could bring happiness. 

1 perceived clearly enough that she disliked O’Grady. Was it, then, 
that being interested for me, sho was grieved at my great intimacy with 

one she herself did not udmire, and who evidently treated her with 
marked coldness and reserve ? 


Harassed with these suspicions, and annoyed that those I had hoped 
to see regard each other as friends avoided every opportunity of intimacy 
I strolled forth to walk alone, my mind brooding over dark and disagree! 
able images, and my brain full of plans all based upon disappointed hopes 
and blighted expectations. To my mother’s invitation to dinner for that 
day O’Grady had returned an apology— he was engaged to his friend M. 

Guillcmain, with whom he was also to pass the morning ; so that I was 
absolutely without a companion. 

Wen first I issued from the Place Vondome, I resolved at all 
hazard* to wait on the Iloonoys and at once see Miss Bellow, and seek an 
explanation, if possible, for her manner towards mo. As I hastened on 
towards the Chausseo, however, 1 began to reflect on the impropriety of 
such a course, after the evident refusal she had given to any renewal of 

“ 1 M- Hinton,” were the words' she ld- 

words which, considering all that had passed between us never could 
have been spoken lightly or without reason. A hundred ^^e coni- 
turesasto the different ways in which my character and motives mieht 

Sland Tl t0 hGr occu P iod me as I sauntered along. De Vero 
Burke were both my cnomies, and I had little doubt that with th 
originated the calumny from which I now was sn *££*££ ZlZZ 
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over in my thoughts all the former passages of our hatred, I felt how 
gladly they would embrace the opportunity of wounding mo where the 
injury would prove the keenest. 

^ ithout knowing it, I had actually reached tho street where the 
Rooneys lived, and was within a few paces of their house. Strange 
enough, the same scene I had so often smiled at before their house in 
Dublin was now enacting here ; the great difference being that, instead 
of the lounging subs of inarching regiments, the swaggering cornets of 
dragoons, the over-dressed and underbred crowds of would-be fashion- 
ables who then congregated before the windows or curvetted beneath the 
balcony, were now the generals of every foreign service, field-marshals 
glittering with orders, powdered diploma tes f cordoned political writers, 
savants from every country in Europe, and idlers whose bons mots mid 
smart sayings were the delight of every dinner-table in the capital,— 
all happy to have some neutral ground where the outposts of politics 
might be surveyed without compromise or danger, and where, amid tho 
excellences of the table and the pleasures of society, intrigues could bo 
fathomed or invented, under the auspices of that excellent attorney’s 
wife, who deemed herself, meanwhile, the great attraction of her courtly 
visitors and titled guests. 

As ! drew near the house, I scarcely ventured to look towards the 
balcony, in which a number of well-dressed persons were now standing 
chatting together. One voice I soon recognised, and its every accent cut 
my very heart as I listened. It was Lord Dudley do Vere, talking in 
his usual tone of loud assumption, I could hear the same vacant laugh 
which had so often offended me, and I actually dreaded lest some chance 
allusion to myself might reach me where I stood. There must bo some- 
thing intensely powerful in the influence of the human voice, when its 
very cadence alone can elevate to rapture or sting to madness. AVlio has 
not felt the ecstasy of some one brief word from “ lips beloved,” after 
long years of absence ? And who has not experienced the tumultuous 
conflict of angry passions that rise unbidden at tho mere sound of 
speaking from those we like not ? My heart burned within me as I 
thought of her who doubtless was then among that gay throng, and 
for whose amusement those powers of his lordship’s wit were in all 
likelihood called forth ; and I turned away in anger and in sorrow. 

As *ho day wore on, I could not face towards home. I felt I dare not 
meet he searching questions my mother was certain to ask me ; nor could 
I endure the thought of mixing with a crowd of strangers, when my own 
spirits were hourly sinking. I dined alone in a small cafe in the Palais 
Royal, and sat moodily over my wine till past eleven o’clock. Tho stillness 
of \ho room startled me at length, and I looked up and found the tables 
deserted ; a sleepy waiter lounged lazily on a bench, and tho untrimmed 
candles and disordered look of everything indicated that no other guests 
were then oxpeeted. 
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“Where have they gone to?” paid I, curious to know what so 
suddenly had token the crowd away. 

“ To Frascati's, monsieur,” said the waiter ; “ the salon is filling fast 
by this time.” 

A strange feeling of dislike to being alone had taken hold on me, and, 
having inquired the way to the Hue Richelieu from the servant, I issued 
forth. 

What a contrast to the dark and gloomy streets of Paris, with their 
irregular pavement, was the brilliantly-lighted vestibule, with its marblo 
pillars and spacious stair rising gracefully beyond it, which met my eyes 
us I entered Frascati’s. Following in the crowd of persons who pressed 
their way along, I reached a large ante-chamber, where several servants 
in rich liveries received tho hats and canes of the visitors who thronged 

eagerly forward, tlieir merry voices and gay laughter resounding through 
the arched roof. 


As the wide doors were thrown open noiselessly, I was quite unprepared 
for the splendour of the scene. Here were not only officers of rank in all 
the gala of their brilliant uniform, and civilians in full-dress shining in 
stars and decorations, but ladies also, with that perfection of toilette only 
known to Parisian women, their graceful figures scattered through the 
groups, or promenading slowly up and down, conversing in a low tone; 
while servants passed to and fro with champagne and fruit ices on massive 
siher salvers, their noiseless gesture and quiet demeanour in perfect 
keeping with tho hushed and tranquil look of all around. As I drew 
closer to the table, I could mark that the stillness was oven more remark- 
able : not a voice was heard but of the croupier of the table as with 
ceaseless monotony, ho repeated,-- Fuites le Jeu, messieurs !-Le Jeu est 

fait. Aotr perd tt coulcur gague. Rouge pc rd—ct la con leu r ■*» tho 

raUlo cf tho niko snd tho chink of tho gold followed, a low, muttered 

, S the onl - v souud that mingled with them. But I could 

mark that, although the etiquette of ruin demanded this unbroken silence 
passion worked in every feature there. On one side was an old man his 
limy eyes shaded by his hand from tho strong glaro of wux-li-hts 

:rir, h oas “ M1: “' T* tr6mulou8 from “S“ excitement as the 
cards fell from the banker's hands, his blanched lips muttorin- each 

inclined ^ *“* WaSted chcck qu!verin b' “ the chances 
Ivd d Zr l ' i W “ 1 b0lJ onJ “anly face, flushed and 
now . A ,, b ° dshot eye rnnged quickly over tho bounl, while every 
now and then some effort to seem calm and smile wVuld crosTZ 

tlined°within m ‘ b ° dreailful 8 ‘™SS<o that was main, 

almost to a look of wildlnsa" >'’"’ 1 , a beaut,ful hor dllr k eye dilated 

patches of wWbi an! M and h 5 ; f" l* W W cheak "“‘ ted with 

heaved and fell a tho^eh !o Clen ° hcd ' wbUo her bosom 

heart 3 ° m ° Pent " , r a <W "M eating within her very 
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At the end of the table was a vacant chair, beside which an officer in a 
Prussian uniform was standing, while before him was a small brass-clasped 
box. Curious to know what this meant, 1 turned to see to which of those 
about me I might venture to address a question, when suddenly my 
curiosity became satisfied without inquiry. A loud voice talking German 
with a rough accent — the heavy tramp of a cavalry boot, clanking with 
large spurs, announced the approach of some one who cared little for the 
conventional silence of the rooms ; and as the crowd opened, I saw an old 
man in blue uniform, covered with stars, elbow his way towards the 
chair; his eyebrows of shaggy grey almost concealed his eyes as 
effectually as his heavy moustache did his mouth. He walked lame, and 
leaned on a stick, which, as he took his place in the chair, he plated un- 
ceremoniously on the table before him. The box, which was opened the 
moment he sat down, he now drew towards him, and plunging his hand 
into it, drew forth a handful of napoleons, which, without waiting to 
count, he threw on the table, uttering, in a thick, guttural voice, the one 
word “ Rouge.” The impassive coldness of the croupier, as he pronounced 
liis habitual exordium, seemed to move the old man’s impatience, as he 
rattled his fingers hurriedly among the gold and muttered some broken 
words of German between his teeth. The enormous sum he betted drew 
every eye towards his part of the table, of all which he seemed totally 
regardless, as he raked in his winnings, or frowned with a heavy lowering 
look as often as fortune turned against him. Marshal Bliicher — for it 
was 1»; — was an impassioned gambler, and needed not the excitement of 
the champagne, which he drank eagerly from time to time, to stimulate 
his passion for play. 

As I turned from the rouge et tioir table, I remarked that every now 
and then some person left the room by a small door, which, concealed by 
a mirror, had escaped my attention when I entered. On inquiry, I found 
that this passage led to a secret part of the establishment, which only a 
certain set of players frequented, and where the tables were kept open 
during the entire day and night. Curious to see the interior of this den of 
greater iniquity, I presented myself at it, and on opening found myself 
in a narrow corridor, where a servant demanded my billet. Having in- 
formed him that I was merely there from motives of curiosity, I offered 
him a napoleon, which speedily satisfied bis scruples. He conducted mo 
to the end of the gallery, where, touching a spring, the door opened, and 
I found myself in a room considerably smaller than the salon, and, with 
the exception of being less brilliantly lighted, equally splendid in its 
decorations. Around on all sides were small partitions, like the cells in a 
London coffee-house, where tables were provided for parties to sup at. 
These were now unoccupied, the greater attraction of high play having 
drawn every one around the table, where the Bamo monotonous sounds of 
the croupier’s voice, the same patter of the cards, and the sumo clinking 
(if the gold, continued unceasingly. The silence of the safari was as 
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nothing to the stillness that reigned here. Not a voice savo the 
banker’s was ever heard — each better placed his money on the red or black 
square of the table without speaking— and tho massive rouleaux wero 
passed backwards and forwards with no other sound save the noise of tho 
rake. I remarked, too, that the stakes seemed fur heavier: crumpled 
rolls of billets de banque were often thrown down ; and, from the inulllcd 
murmur of the banker, I could hear such sums as “ seven thousand," " ten 
thousand francs," called out. 

It was some time before I could approach near enough to seo tho play ; 
at last I edged my way to the front, and obtained a place behind tho 
croupier’s chair, where a good view of the table was presented to me. Tho 
different nations, with their different costumes, tongues, and expressions, 
so strangely congregated, were a study that might have amused me for a 
long time, had not a chance word of English spoken close by me drawn 
off my attention. Immediately in front, but with their backs toward 
me, sat two persons, who seemed, ns was often tho habit, to play in 
concert. A large heap of gold and notes lay before them, and several cards, 
marked with pin-holes to chronicle the run of the game, were scattered 
about. Unable to see their faces, I was struck by one singular but decisive 
mark of their difference in condition and rank— the hands of one were fair 


and delicate almost as a woman’s— the bluo veins circ led cle arly through 
them, and rings of great price and brilliancy glittered on the lingers ; 
those of the other wero coarse, brown -stained, and ill-eared for ; the 
sinewy fingers and strong bony knuckles denoting one accustomed to 
laborious exertions. It was strange that two persons, evidently so wide 
apart in their walks in life, should he thus associated; and, feeling h 
greater interest from tho chance phrase of English one of them had 
di-opped, I watched them closely. By degrees I could mark that their 
difference in chess was no less conspicuous; for although the more humble 
was well, even fashionably attired, he had not the same distinctive marks 

££ ?? iI ? ct f™ d h ,‘ a com P an ‘°n as a person of class and condition. 
Vliile I looked, the pile of gold before them had gradually melted down 

to some fow pieces ; and as they bent down their heads over the cards 
and concerted as to their play, it was dear that by their less frequent ven.’ 
turts they were becoming more cautious. 

‘‘No, no,” said he who seemed the superior, « I’U not risk it.” 

I saj jes, jes, muttered tho other, in a deeper voice* 41 the rouas 
can t go on for ever ; it has passed eleven times ” 9 * 

Band'Ll” K ‘ id ‘ hC f ° rmer bitlOTly > “ and 1 hft '« >»* seventeen thou- 

“ > 0(1 have lost!" retorted tho other sava eel v hut in h... , 

tone, why not «* ? Am / for nothing in aU ttis v •• ° K ‘ m8 '° W 

“ Come > «>me f Ulitk, don’t bo in a passion." 

The name and the tone of the speaker startled mo * I leaned f«*. 

my very head reeled as I lookod It was Lord twi* ’ a ^ d forward * 
x o 11 waa litM iJudlcy de Yere and Uliek 
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Buike. The rush of passionate excitement that ran through me for a 
minute or two, to he thus thrown beside the two only enemies I had ever 
had, unnerved me so far that I could not collect myself. To call them 
forth at once, and charge them with their baseness towards me, was my 
first rapid thought ; to dare them openly and denounce them before that 
crowded assembly; but from this wild thrill of anger I was soon turned, 
as Burke's voice, elevated to u tone of passion, called out, 

*■ Hold ! I am going to bet ! ” 

The banker stopped — the cards still rested in his hands. 

“ I say, sir, I will do it,” said Burke, turning to Do Vere, whose cheek 
was now pale as death, and whose disordered and haggard air was increased 
by his having torn off his cravat and opened the collar of his Bhirt. “ / say 
I will — do you gainsay me ?” continued he, laying on the words an accent 
of such contemptuous insolence that even Do Vere’s eye fired at it. “ Vinyt 
mi lie francs, noir said Burke, placing his last billet on the table; and the 
words were scarcely spoken, when the banker cried out, 

“ Noir perd et passe.” 

A horrible curse broke from Burke us he fixed his staring eyeballs on 
the outspread cards, and counted over the numbers to himself. 

“ You sec, Burke,” said De Vere. 

“ Don't speak to me now, d — — n you,” said the other, with clinched 
teeth. 

De Vere pushed back his chair, and rising, moved through the crowd 
towards an open window. Burke sat with bis head buried between his 
hands for some seconds, and then, starting up at the banker’s call, cried 
out, “ iJix mille, noir ! ” 

A kind of half-suppressed laugh ran round the table at seeing that he 
had no funds, while he still offered to bet. Ho threw his eyes upon the 
board ; and then us quickly turned them on the players. One by one his 
dark look was bent on them, as if to search out some victim for his hate; 
but all were hushed. Many as reckless as himself were there— many (is 
utterly ruined — but not one so lost to hope, 

“ Who laughed ‘t ” said he, in French, while the thick veins of his fore- 
head stood out like cordage ; and then, as none answered to his challenge, 
he rose slowly, still scowling with the malignity of a demon. 

“May I have your seat, monsieur ? ” said a dapper little Frenchman, 
with a smile and a bow, as Burke moved away. 

“ Yes, take it,” said he, as, lifting the strong chair with one hand, ho 
dashed it upon the tloor, smashing it to pieces with a crash that shook the 

room. 

The crowd which made way for him to pass out, as speedily closed 
again around the table, where the work of ruin still went forward ; not a 
passing glance was turned from, the board to look alter the bcggaied 
gambler. 

The horrible indifference the players had shown to the sufferings of 
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this wretched man bo thoroughly disgusted m© that I < ould no longer 
bear even to look on tho gamo; the passion of play h.id shown itself to mo 
now in all ita most repulsive forms, and I turned with abhorrence from tho 
table. 

My mind agitated by a number of emotions, and my heart now swelling 
with triumphant vengeance, now filled with pity for tho sake of him who 
had ruined my fortunes for ever, I sat in one of tho small boxes I have 
mentioned, which, dimly lighted, had not yet been sought by any of the 
players to sup in. A closely drawn curtain separated the little place I 
occupied from the adjoining one, where, from time to time, 1 heard the 
clink of glasses and tho noitfe of champagne corks. At first I supposed 
that some other solitary individual had established himself there to enjoy 
bis winnings, or brood over his losses ; when at last I could hear the low 
muttering of voices, which ere long I recognised as belonging to Burke 
and De Ycre. 

Burke, who evidently, from his tone and manner, possessed the mastery 
over his companion, no longer employed the insulting accents I had 
witnessed at tho table ; on the contrary, he condescended to flatter — 
affected to bo delighted with I)o Vere's wit and sharpness; and more 
than onco insinuated, that with such an associate ho cared little what 
tricks fortune played them ; or, to use his own phrase, “ they were sure to 
come round.” 

De Yore's voice, which I could only hear at rare intervals, told that ho 
had drunk deeply; and that, between wine and his losses, a kind of reck- 
less desperation had seized him, which gave to his manner and 
words a semblance of boldness which his real character lacked 
completely. 

AYhen I knew that liurko and De Vere were tho persons near me, I 
rose to leave the spot. The fair of playing tho eavesdropper forbade my 
remaining ; but as I stood up, the mention of my own name, uttered in a 
tone of vengeance by Burke, startled me, and I listened. 

“ Yes,” said he, striking his hand upon the table, and confirming his 
assertion with a horrible oath— “ yes; for him and through him my uncle 

left mo a beggar. But already I have had my revenge ; though it sha’u’t 
end there.” 


“ Y ou don’t mean to have him out again? Confound him, ho’s a 
devilish good shot— winged you already. Eh ! ” 

Burke, unmindful of the interruption, continued; 

“ It was I that told my uncle how this fellow was tho nephow of tho 
man that seduced his own wife. I worked upon the old man so that ho 
loft house and home, and wandered through the country till mental irrU 
tation, acting on a broken frame, became fever, and then death.” 

" Died— ^ eh ? glorious nephew you aro, by Jove ! \Ybat next f ” 

“ I'll tell you. I forged a letter in his handwriting to Louisa, written 
a* if on his death-bed, commanding as his last prayer that she should 
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never see Hinton again ; or if by any accident they should meet, that 
ehe should not recognise him nor know him.” 

Devilish clever, that. Egad, a better martingale than that you in* 
vented a while ago. I say, pass the wine — red fourteen times — wasn’t it 
fourteen ?- and if it had not been for your cursed obstinacy I’d have 
backed the red. See, fifty naps.— one hundred— four— eight— sixteen— 
thirty-four — or six — which is it ? — oh, confounded stupidity ! ” 

“ Come, come, Dudley, better luck another time. Louisa’s eyes must 
have boon too kindly bent on you, or you’d have been more fortunate.” 

“Eh? you think she like3 me? — capital champagne that — I always 
thought she did from the first. That’s what I call walking inside of 
Hinton. How he’ll look — ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

“ Yes, how he’ll look,” echoed Burke, endeavouring to join the laugh. 
" But now one thing is yet wanting.” 

“ ^ ou mean those despatches,” replied De Vore suddenly; “you 
always come back to that. Well, once for all, I say, no ! ” 

“ Just hear me, Dudley ; nothing is easier — nothing incurs less 
risk.” 

“Less risk ! what do you mean? No risk for me to steal the papers 
of the embassy, and give them to you to hand over to that scoundrel at 
the head of the secret police ? Devilish green I may be, but not so green 
as that, Master Burke.” 

“ Guillemain will give us forty thousand francs. Forty thousand! 
With half that and your luck, De Ycre, we'll break overy bank in Paris. 

I know you don’t wish to many Louisa.” 

“ No ; hang it, that’s always the wind up. Keep that for the last 
throw — eh ? There’s heavy play there — see how silent they are.” 

“ Ay ; and with forty thousand francs we might join them,” said 
Burke, as if musing ; “ and so safely it may be done.” 

“ I say no!” replied De Vore resolutely. 

“ What do you fear? is it me? ” 

“ No, not you ! I believe you are true enough — your own neck will 
bo in the rope too ; so you’ll say nothing ; but I won’t do it — pass tho 
champagne — there’s something so devilish blackguard in stealing a man’s 
papers.” 

Burke started, ns if the tones of his companion’s voice had stung him 
like an adder. 

“ Have you thought over your present condition ? ” said Burke firmly. 

“ You have not a guinea left— your debts in Paris alone, to my knowledge, 
are above forty thousand francs.” 

“ I’ll never pay a livre of them — damned swindlers and Jow money- 
lenders,” was tho cool reply. 

“ Might not some scrupulous moralist hint there was something black- 
guard in that ? ” said Burke, with alow and distinct articulation. 

14 What ! n replied De Vere ; “ do you come hero to tutor me — A 
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low-bred horse- jockey -» spy ? Take off your hands, sir, or I'll alarm 

the room ; let loose mv collar/’ . „ . .. 

« Come, come, my lord, wo’re both in fault,” n*id Burke, smothering 

his passion with a terrible effort: « wo, of all men, must not - 

Play is to us the air wo breathe, the light wo live in. Give mo jour 

“ Allow me to draw on my glove first,” said Do Vero, m a tone of in- 

comparable insolence. , , . 

“Champagne here,” said Burke to the waiter, as he passed ; and tor 

some minutes neither spoke. 

The clock chimed a quarter to two, and Burke started to his feet. 

“ I must be going,” said he hastily ; “ I should have been at the Tor to 

St. Martin by half-past one.” , 

“ Salute the Jacobite Club de ma part" said De Yore, with an insulting 

laugh ; « and tell them to cut everybody’s throat in Paris save old Lafitte’s ; 
he has promised to do a bill for me in the morning. 

“ You’ll not need his kindness so soon,” replied Burke, “if you are 

willintr to take my advice — forty thousand francs ” 

“ Would ho make it sixty, think your” 

“ Sixty ! ” said Burke, with animation ; “ I’m not sure, but shall 1 say 
for sixtv vou’ll do it?” 

w w 

“No, I don’t mean that; I was only anxious to know if those con- 
founded rigmaroles I have to copy sometimes could possibly interest any 
one to that amount.” 


Burke tried to laugh, but the hollow chuckle sounded like the gulping 
of a smothering man. 

“ Laugh out,” said De Vero, whose voice became more and more indis- 
tinct as his courage became stronger; “ that muttering is so devilish like 
a spy — a rascally low-bred ” 

A heavy blow, a half-uttered cry followed, and De Vero foil with a crash 
to the floor, his face and temples bathed with blood; while Burke, springing 
to the door, darted down stairs, and gained the street, before pursuit whs 
thought of. A few of the less interested about the table assisted me to 
raise the fallen man, from whoso nose and mouth the blood flowed in tor- 
rents. He was perfectly senseless, and orinced scarcoly a sign of life, as 
wo carried him down stairs, and placed him in a carriage. 

“ Where tor ” said the coachman, as I stood besido tho door. 

I hesitated for a second, and then said, “ No. 4, Place Yendcima ” 
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t n lh kb0 3f A ™' y BifefeT bif sp!. n ^feom “thVfad 

a^ult Zt:?:f^T ti0n ° C f0 ’ t - hunters . aadore, gentlemon who 
assault the now pol.ee, tithe proctors, and olhers ; for (he present 1 h ive 

":r h r V 6 f0r ‘v he rc,n ' >r,r ’ than as >t bore upon (ho headpiece of Lord 

danne’ / ' ".h admirabl ° developments had received little or no 

age ft ora the rude assault of his companion. When he awoke the 

.. at moining, he was only aware that something unusual had occurred • 

and gradually, by “trying back” in his sensations, he remembered every 

paiticle that took place— had the clearest recollection of the “ run upon 

red -knew the number of bottles of champagne he had partaken of, and 

*..s only puzzled by one thing -what could possibly have suggested tho 

courage with which he confronted Burke, and the hardihood that led him 
to insult him. 


As to any awkwardness at being brought home to the house of tho 

person ho had himself so ill-treated, he never felt anything approaching 

to it; the extent of his reasoning on this point only went to his satisfaction 

that “ some one ” took care of him, and that he was not left to lie on tho 
floor of the salon. 

This admirable philosophy of his served in a great measure to relieve 
me from tho constraint I felt in presenting myself before him, and soon 
put mo perfectly at my ease in our interview. After learning that, oxcopt 
sorno head-aching sensations, the only inconvenience ho experienced was 
an unconquerable thirst, I touched slightly on the cause of his misfortune, 
when, what was my astonishment to discern that ho not only did not 
entertain a particle of ill-will towards the man who had so brutally ill 
treated him, but actually grew warm in his panegyric of Burko’s con- 
summate skill and address at play— such qualities, in his estimation, being 

well worthy to cover any small blemishes of villainy his character might 
Buffer under. 

“ I say, don’t you think Burke a devilish sharp fellow ? he’s up to 
everything, and so cool— so confoundedly cool ; not last night, though: 
no, by Jove ! he lost tomper completely. I shall be marked with that 
knock, eh ? D u mo, it was too bad ; he must apologise for it. You 
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tnow he was drunk, and somehow he was all wrong the whole evening ; 
ho wouldn’t Let me back the rouge, and. such a run— you saw that, I 

suppose ? ” 

I assented with a nod, for I still hesitated how far I should communicate 
to him my knowledge of Burke's villainy towards myself. 

“ By-the-by, it’s rather awkward my being hero; you know your people 
have cut me. Don’t you think I might get a cab to bring me over to the 
line d’ Alger ? ” 

There was something which t ouched me in the simplicity of this remm k, 
and I proceeded to assure him that any former impressions of tnj friends 
would not be remembered against him at that moment. 

“ Oh, that I’m sure of. No one ever thinks it worth while to bear 
malice against a poor devil like me ; but if I’d have bucked the 
red 




“ Colonel O* Grady is in the drawing-room,” said a servant in a low 
voice to me at this instant ; and leaving Lord Dudley' to speculate on the 
contingencies of his having “ bac ked the red,’ I joined my friend, whom 
I had not seen on the previous day. 

Wc were alone, and in ten minutes I explained to him the entire dis- 
covery I had fallen upon, concealing only my affection for Louisa Bellow, 
which I could not bring myself even to allude to. 

“ I see,’’ said Phil, when I concluded—** I see y T ou are half disposed to 
forgive De Vcro all his rascality. Now, what a different estimate wo 
take of men ; perhaps — I can’t say — it is becauso I’m an Irishman — hut 1 
lean to the bold-faced villain Burke; the miserable, contemptible) weakness 
of the one is far more intolerable to me than the ruffianly effrontery of 
the other. Don’t forget the lesson I gave you many a year ago; a fool 
is always a blackguard. Now, if that fellow could see his companion this 
minute, there is not a circumstance ho has noticed hero that ho would not 
retail, if it bore to your disadvantage. Untouched by your kindness to 
him, he would sell you, ay, to the very man you saved him from. But, 
after all, what havo we to do with him ? Our first point is to rescuo this 
poor girl’s name from being ever mixed with his ; anything further is, 
of course, out oL"the question. The Rooneys aro going back— 1 saw Paul 
this morning—* The Cruiskcen Lawn ’ has been their ruin— all the Irish 
olheers who had taken Madame do lioni for an illustrious stranger havo 
found out the true scent ; and so many distinguished persons are involved 
in tho ridiculo of tkoir parties that the old chef de police, my friend, has 
sent them a private order to leave Paris in a week. Paul is in rapt ures 

at it— he has spent eighty thousand in two months— detests the place 

is dying to be back in Dublin — and swears that, except ono Cossack officer, 
he hasn’t met a pleasant fellow since he came abroad.” 

** And Mrs. Paul ? ” 

“Oh! the old story. I put Guillcmain up to it, and ho has hintea 
that the Empress of Russia has heard of tho Czar’s attentions— that there’s 
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tho devil to pay i„ St. Petersburg-and that if she doesn't manure to steal 

be b S ? m0 confo, ‘ n<ied hoy nrd or other will slip a sack over 

her head and carry her off to Tobolsk. •• Elizabeth and the Exiles " has 

formed part Of her reading, and Madame de Roni will dream crorv night 

of the knout till she machos her dear native land. But now to business 

, too. ha is made my discoveries since we met. Do Vcrc’s high plav has 

IZt ‘ ?“7 ° f “ ( ? r ; S6 7 ?“ Wh ° k "° w him - 1 found^out hi, 
secret— ho plays with forged billets de banqueN 

‘ And has the wretched fellow gono so far as this ? ” 

K'n^i! 16 !! 1063 ^ kn ° W r! t— h ° bclievea that the money is the proceeds of 
, 1 S h ® has S 1 ™ 11 to Burk:e « who affects to get them discounted. So© 
here here are a handful of their notcs-Guillemain knows all, and retains 
the secret as a hold over Burke, whoso honesty to himself he already 

suspects. If he catch him tripping ’* 

“ Then ” 

“ hy ' then > the & all °)' 3 for life. Such is the systom— a villain with 
them is worthless if his life isn’t at their disposal— Satan’s bond com- 
pletely— all, all. But show me Do \ ere’s room and leave mo alone with 

him for half an hour. Let us then meet at my hotel, and concert future 
measures.” 

Having left O’ Grady with De Vere, I walked out upon the Boulevards, 
im head full of the extraordinary facts so suddenly thronging one upon 
the other. A dash of hope, that for many a day had not visited me, was 
now mingled through all inv meditations, and I began to think that thero 
was yet a chance of happiness for mo. 

I had not gone many paces when an arm was thrust into mine, and a 
heart) chuckling laugh at the surprise rang in my ear. I turned — it was 
Paul Rooney, taking his morning s promenade of Puris, and now on 
his way home with an enormous bouquet for Madame, which she had 
taught him to present to her each day on her appearing in tbe drawing- 
room. 

“ Ah, Captain ! the very man I wanted. We haven’t had a moment to 
ourselves since your arrival. You must come and take a bit of dinner 
with us to-day; thank Heaven, we’ve no company. I have a leg of pork, 
smuggled into the house as if it was a balo of goods from Alexandria. 
Nobody knows of it hut myself and Tim.” 

“ Tim ! why, have you brought Tim to Paris r ” 

“Hush ! ” said he, in a low, cautious voice; “ I’d bo ruined entirely 
if Madame was to find him out. Tim is dressed like a Tartar, and stands 
in the hall ; and Mrs. Rooney believes that he never heard of a civil bill 
in his life. But hore wo are.” 

So saying he opened a small wicket with a latch-key, and led mo into 
a large and well trimmed garden, across which we walked at a rapid pace ; 
Paul speculating from the closed shutters of his wife’s room that he 
needed not have hurried home so fast. 
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u She’s not down yet— one o’clock, as I’m a sinner ! Come along and 

sit down in the library; I’ll join you presently.” 

Scarcely had Paul loft tho room when I began to think over the awk- 
wardness of my position should I meet Miss Bellow ; what course to 
follow under tho circumstances I knew not ; when just at the moment tho 
door opened, and she entered. Not perceiving me, as I stood in a deep 
window recess, she drew a chair to the firo and sat down. I hardly 
ventured to breathe ; I felt like one who had no right to obtrude himself 
there, and had become, as it were, a spy upon her. A long-drawn breath 
burst from me ; she started up ; I moved slightly forward, and stood 
before her. She leaned her hand upon the arm of tho chair for support, 


her check grew deadly pale, and a tremulous quiver shook her lip. 

“Mr. Hinton,” she began; and then as if the very sound of her 
voice had terrified her, she paused. “ Mr. Hinton,” resumed she, “ I 
am sure — nay, I know — if you were aware of the reasons of my conduct 
towards you, you would not only acquit me of all blame, but spare me 


the pain of our ever meeting." 

“ I know them— I do know them,” said I passionately ; “ I have been 


slandered.” 

“No, you do not — cannot know what I mean,” interrupted she. “ It 
it a secret between my own heart and one who is now no more.” 

The last words fell from her one by one, while a single tear rolled 
from her eyelid, and trickled along her check. 

“ Yes, yes, Louisa, I do know it — I know all ; a chance has told me how 
your dear father's name has been used to bnnbh me lor ever from your 
sight — how a forger)’ of his handwriting ” 

“ What ! who could have told you what my father’s last note con- 
tained ? ” 


“ He who wrote it confessed it in my hearing — Ulick Burke ; nay, I 

can even repeat the words ” But as I spoke a violent trembling 

Beized her, her lips became bloodless, sho tottered, and sank upon tho 
chair. I hr ■ time to spring forward and catch her in my arms, and 
her head fell ncavily back, and dropped on my shoulder. 

I cannot, if I would, repeat the words which, in all the warm elo- 
quenco of affection, I spoke. I could mark by her heightened colour that 
tho life's blood again coursed freely in her veins, and could see that 
Ehc heard me. I told her how through every hardship and suffering, in 
all the sorrow of disappointed ambition, in tho long hours of captivity, 

my heart had ever turned to her ; and then, when we did meet, to soe her 
changed ! 

“ But you do not blame— you cannot blame me, if T believed ” 

** ^ ^ y°u toll me now that but for this falsehood you have not 

altered — that your heart is still as much my own as I once thought it.” 

A faint smile played on her lips as her eyes were turned upon me 
while her voice muttered, 
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“And do you still love me ? " 

oveLd^Z^I u 1 "" 1 ‘° ”? Iip9 ‘ n rapturc > when »u<Menly the door 
opened, and Paul Rooney rushed in 

a, I toTjtVTf^j 0 : th6 l0S ° f — Eh ’ whltt ’ 3 «*»" said he, 
, : ,, a " J advanced to meet him ; while Louisa, blushimr deeph 

buned her head 1 m her hand, and then starting up, left the room. 

Do ve,, ! !"’ ^ P ‘T’ ’ a '{ Paul S”™ 1 * “ “hat does this mean ? 

Do > 0,1 suppose that because there is some difference in our rank in life, 

< } ou are privileged to insult one who ia under my protection ? Is 

i era use you are the guardsman and I the attorney, that you have 

dared to take a liberty here which in your own walk you couldn’t venture 

OU * 

“ My dear Mr. Rooney, you mistake me sadly.” 

“ , If j; d ° " ot mistake y° u ru put a hole in your body as sure as my 
name s Paul, was the quick reply. 

“You do, then, and wrong me to boot. I have been long and 

ardently attached to Miss Bellow. From the hour I mot her at vour 

house, I loved her. It is the first timo we have met since our ion" 

separation. I determined it should not be lost. I’ve asked her to be rnv 
wife.” J 

“ \ ou have ! And what does she say ?” 

“ She has consented.” 

Rum-ti-iddity, iddity, said Paul, snapping his fingers, and caper- 
ing about the room like a man deranged. “ Give me your hand, my 
buck. I’d rather draw the settlements, so help ine, than I'd see the 
warrant to make me Master of the Rolls. Who VI say thore isn’t 
luck in a leg of pork ? She’s a darling girl ; and beautiful as she is, 
her looks isn’t the best of her— an angel, as sure as I’m hero. And 
look here,” — hero he dropped his voice, — “ seven thousand a j-car, that 
may be made nine. Hennessy’s farm is out of lease in October, and the 
Cluangoff estate is let at ten shillings an acre. H urroo ! maybe I won't 
be drunk to-night , and bad luck to that Oossack, Tartar, Bohemian, or 
any other blackguard, I’ll let into the house this day or night. Sworn, 
my lord.” 

After some little discussion, it was arranged that if Louisa would give 
her consent to the arrangement, the marriage should tako place before 
the Rooneys left Paris. Meanwhile, Paul agreed with mo in keeping the 
whole matter a perfect secret from everybody, Mrs. Rooney herself in- 
cluded. Our arrangements were scarcely concluded when O’Grady ap- 
peared. Having waited for mo some timo at his hotel, ho had set out in 
starch of me. 

“I’m your man to-day, Paul,” said ho. “ You got my note, I sup. 
pose ? ” 

“ All right,” said Mr, Rooney, whoso double secret of the marriago 
and the leg of pork seemed almost too much for him to bear. 
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A CLEVER SCOUNDREL. 


“T suppose I may tell Phil? ” said I, in a whisper. 

“ No one else,” said Paul, as we left the house, and I took O’Gra Jy’s 
arm down the street. 

“Well, I have frightened De Yere to some purpose,” said O’Grady, 
“lie has made a full confession about Burke, who was even a deeper 
villain than we supposed. What do you think? he has been the spy of 
the Bonapartist faction all this time, and selling old Guilleninin as regu- 
larly as tho others. To indulge his passion for play, he received the pay 
of four different parties, whom he pittod against each other exactly us 
he saw proper. Consummate, clever scoundrel ! he had to deal with men 
whose whole lives are passed in the very practice of every chicanery and 
deceit, and yet he has jockeyed them all. What a ead thing to think 
that abilities aud knowledge of mankind should be prostituted to the 
lowest and most debasing uses, and that tho sole tendency of talent 
should bo to dishonour and disgrace its possessor ! Some of his manu- 
factured despatches were masterpieces of cleverness.” 

“ Well, where is he now ? Still in Paris ? ” 

“ No. Tho moment he had so far forgotten himself as to etriko De 
Vere, he forged a passport, and returned to London, carrying with him 
hosts of papers of the French authorities, which to our Foreign Office 
will be very acceptable. Do Yere meanwhile feels quite at his ease, 
He was always afraid of his companion, yet can t forgive him his last 
indignity.” 


“ No ! A blow ! n 

“Not at all; you mistake— his regrets have a different origin. It is 
for not backing the rouge that he is inexorable towards him. Besides, 
he is under tho impression that all these confessions ho has been making 
establish for him a kind of Moral Insolvency Act, by which he is to come 
forth irresponsible for tho past, and quite ready to contract new debts 
for the futuro. At this moment, his greatest point of doubt consists in 
whether he should marry your cousin, Lady Julia, or Miss Bellew ; fur, 
in his own phraso, * he must do something that way to come round.’ ” 

“ Impudent scoundrel ! ” 


“ Fact . 1 assuro you ; and so easy, so unaffected, so free from embar- 
rassment of any kind is he, that I am really quite a convert to this modern 
school of good manners, when associating with even such as Bui ko conveys 

no feeling of shame or discomfort. More than could be said some forty 
years ago, I fancy.” 


It was the hour of my mother’s morning reception, and wo found the 
drawing-room crowded with loungers and fashionable idlers discussing 
the news of the (ley, and, above all, the Boni fitc—ths, extraordinary finale 
to which gave nso to a hundred conjectures, some asserting that Monsieur 
do Lodi s song was a violent pasquinade against the Emperor Alexander * 
other .equally well informed, alleging it was the concerted si<mal for a 
general massacre of the Allies, which was to have begun at°the same 
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moment in the Rue Montmartre. “ She is a Bonapartiste-a Legitimists 
—a Napoli tame an Anvorsoi so,” contended one after another, my only 
ear being that some ono would enlighten the party by saying she was the 
"i e of an Irish attorney. All agreed, however, she was “ trii mam ait 
ton ; that her fete was, with all its magnificence, anything but select ; 
her supper superb, but too crowded by half ; and, in fact, that Madame 
Horn had enjoyed the pleasure of ruining herself to very little other pur- 
pose than that of being generally ridiculed and laughed at. 

" this niece, or ward, or whatever it is — who can tell anything of 
her?” said my mother. 

“ Ah, pardieu ! she’s very handsome,” said Grammont, with a malieious 
smile. 

“ Perfect,” said another, “quite perfect; but a little— a very little too 
graceful. Don’t you think so ? ” 

w hat do you mean ? ” said Lady Charlotte, as her eyes sparkled 
with animation at the thought of a secret. 

“ Nothing,” replied the last speaker carelessly, “ except that one 
always detects the dansen.se. She was thinner when I saw her at 
Naples.” 

I whispered one word— but one — in his ear, and his face became purple 
with shame and confusion. 

“ Eh, what is it f ” said my mother eagerly. “ John knows something 
of her too. John, dearest, let us hear it ! ” 

“ I am in your Ladyship’s debt as regards one secret,” said O’Grady, 
interrupting; “perhaps I maybe permitted to pay it on this occasion. 
The lady in question is the daughter of an Irish baronet, the descendant 
of a family as old as any of those who now hear me. The baronet would 
have been a peer of the realm had he consented to vote once — but once — 


w ith the minister, on a question where his conscience told him to oppose 
him; his refusal was repaid by neglect — others wore promoted to rank and 
honours before him ; but the frown of a minister could neither take away 
the esteem of his country nor his own self-respect. He is now dead ; but 
his daughter is the worthy inheritor of his virtues and his name— perhaps 
1 might interest the present company as much in her favour by adding 
she possesses something like eight thousand per annum.” 

“ Two hundred thousand lines de rente ! ” said Grammont, smacking 
his lips with astonishment, and perfectly insensible to the tone of mockery 
in which O’Grady a last w ords were spoken. 

“ And you are sure of all this ? ” said my mother. 

O’Grady bowed deeply, but without speaking, while his features 
assumed an expression of severe determination I had never witnessed 
before. I could not help remarking that, amid the dismay such an an- 
nouncement created amid that gossiping and calumnious assembly, my 
cousin Julia's eyes shone with an added lustre, and her whole face beamed 
with a look of proud and exalted beauty. 
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the secret out. 

This was now the time to tell O’Grady my secret ; and, dinwing him 
towards a window, I said, 

“ Phil, I can wait no longer — you must hear it. I'm going to be mar- 
ried ! ” 

The words had not left my lips, when O’Grady started luck, his face 
pale like a corpse, and his whole frame trembling with eagerness. By a 
violent effort, however, he rallied; and, as he clutched my arm with hi# 
fingers, he said, 

“I must be going! These good people have made me forget an ap- 
pointment. Make my respectful homage to her Ladyship — und the 
bride. I shall see you before I leave.” 

“ Leave ! Why, where are you thinking of going ? ” 

“ To India.” 

“To India ! ” said Julia, starting round as he spoke. 

“To India ! ” said I, in amazement. 

He nodded, and, turning quickly round, left the room. 

I hastened after him with all my speed, and dashing downstairs, waa 
making for the gate, when a shadow beside the doorway caught my eye. 

I stopped. It was O’Grady. He was leaning against thr wall, his head 
buried in his hands. A horrible doubt shot through my heart — 1 dated 
not dwell upon it, but, rushing towards him, I called him by his name. 
He turned quickly round, while a fierce, wild look glistened in his eye*. 

“Not now, Hinton— not now !” said he, motioning me away with his 
hand ; and then, as a cold shudder passed over him, he drew his hand 
across his face, and added, in a lower tone, “ I never thought to have be- 
trayed myself thus. Good-bye, my dear fellow, good-bye ! It were better 
we shouldn't meet again.” 

“ My dearest, best friend ! I never dreamed that the brightest hour of 
my life was to throw this gloom over your heart.” 

" Yes, Jack,” said he, in a voice low and broken, “ from the first hour 
I saw her, I loved her. The cold manner she maintained towards me at 
your father’s house ” 

“ In my father’s house ! What do you mean f ” 

“ When in London, I speak of — w hen I joined first. Your cousin ” 

“ My cousin ! ” 

“ Yes, Lady Julia. Are you so impatient to call her wife, that you 
will not remember her as cousin ? ” 

“ Call her wife ! My dear boy, you’re raving. It’s Louisa Bellew — 

“ What ! Is it Miss Bellew you arc to marry ? " 

14 To he sure — — " 

But I could not finish the sentence ; as he foil upon my shoulder, and 
his strong frame was convulsed with emotion. In an instant, however. 
I tore myself away; and calling out, “ Wait for me, O’Grady!” rushed 
up-stairs. I peeped hastily into the drawing-room, and then hurrying aloiv* 
a corridor, opened a door at the end. The blinds of the windows were down 
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and the room so dark that I could scarcely perceive if any one were there, 

had not my steps been guided by a low sob which I heard issue from the 
end of the sofa. 

“Julia,” said I, rushing forward-'* Julia, my dearest cousin ; this is 
no time to deceive ourselves : he loves you— loved you from the first hour 
he met you. Let me have but one word. Can he— dare he hope that you 
are not indifferent to him? Let him but see you— but speak to you. 

elievo me, you have bent a heart as proud and haughty as your own 
and you will have broken it if you refuse him. There, dearest girl !— 
Thanks — my heart’s thanks for that ! ” 


I he slightest pressure of her taper fingers sent a thrill through me, as 
T sprang up and dashed down the stairs. In an instant I had seized 
O Grady surm, and the next moment whispered in his ear, 

“ you’ve won her.” 


CHAPTER LXI. 

NBW ARRIVALS. 

Mr. Paul Rooney’s secret was destined to be inviolable, as regarded his 
leg of pork ; for Madame de Koni, either from chagrin or fatiguo, did not 
leave her room the entire day ; Miss Bellew declined joining us ; and we sat 
down, a party of three, each wrapped up in his own happiness in a degreo 
far too great to render us either social or conversational. It is true the 
wine circulated briskly, we nodded pleasantly nowand then to each other; 
but all our efforts to talk led to so many blunders and cross answers, that 
we scarcely ventured on more than a chance phrase or a good-humoured 
smile. There were certainly several barriers in the way of our complete 
happiness, in tlio innumerable prejudices of my lady-mother, who would 
be equally averse to O’Grady's project as to my own ; but now was not the 
time to speculate on these ; and we wrapped ourselves up in the glorious 
anticipation of our success, and cared little for such sources of opposition 
as might now arise. Meanwhile, Paul entered into a long and doubtless 
very accurate statement of the Bellow properly, to which, I confess, I paid 
little attention, save when the name of Louisa occurred, which momentarily 
aroused mo from my dreaminess. All the wily stratagems by which be 
had gained his points with Galway juries — all the cunning devices by 
which he had circumvented opposing lawyers, and obtained verdicts in 
almost hopeless cases, however I might have relished another time, I only 
now listened to without interest, or heard without unJerstandimj. 

Towards ten o’clock 1 received more than one hint from O’Grady that 
wo had promised to take tea at the Place Vejidome ; while I myself was 
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manoeuvring to find out, if we were to ndjoum for coffee, what prospect 
there might he of seeing Louisa Belie w in tho drawing-room. 

It was in that dusky twilight wo sat which somehow seems so suited to 
the quiet enjoyment of one’s claret with ft small and chosen party ; where 
intimacy prevails sufficiently to make conversation more a thing of choice 
than necessity ; where each man can follow out his own path in thought, 
and only lot his neighbour have a peep here and there into his dreaming*, 
whero some vista opens, or some bold prospect stretches away. Next to 
tho blazing fire of a winter’s hearth, this is tho pleasantest thing I know 
of. Thus was it, when the door opened and a dusky outline of a figure 


appeared at the entrance. 

“ Is Master Phil hero ’r ” 


said a cranky voice there was no mistaking 


as Mr. Delany’s. 

“Yes, Corny. What’s wrong — anything now?” 

“Where’s the Captain?/’ said he, in the same tone. 

“ I’m here, Corny,” said I. 

“Well ; there’s them looking for you without,” said he, “that’ll may- 
be surprise yon, pleasant as yo uro now.” 

A detcstablo effort at a laugh hero brought on a fit of coughing that 
lasted a couple of minutes. 

“ Who is it ? ” said I. “ Where are they ? ” 

A significant gesture with his thumb over his shoulder was tho only 
reply to my question, while he barked out — 

“ Don’t you see me coughing the inside out o’ me? ” 

I started up, and — without attending to Paul’s suggestion to biing 
my friends in, or O’Grady’s advice to bo cautious if it woro Buiko — 
hurried outside, where a servant of the house was in waiting to conduct 


me. 


“ Two gentlemen in tho drawing-room, sir,” said he, as he preceded 
me down tho corridor. 

The next instant tho door openod, and I saw my father, accompanied 
by another person, who, being wrapped up in travelling equipment, 1 
could not recognise. 

“ My doar father ! ” said I, rushing towards him ; when suddenly I 
stopped short, as I perceived that, instead of the affectionate welcomo I 
looked for, he had crossod his hands behind his back, on mo a 

look of stern displeasure. 

” What does this moon P ” said I, in amazement; “ it was not thus I 
expoetod ” 

“ It was not thus 1 hoped to have received my son,” said ho resolutely, 
“after a long and eventful separation. But this is too painful to endure 
longer. Answer me, and with the same truth I havo always found in you 
— Is there a young lady in this house called Miss Bellew ? ” 

“ ^ CS| 6U '>” ^ n8 a colti perspiration broke over me. and I could 
scarcely support myself, 

V 
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" y° u wake her acquaintance in Ireland ? ” 

“ Yes, sir/’ 

hflr at i t If t . ti f e VT cvei Y effort to win her affections, and giro 

ogt to understand that she had yours ? ff 

, r/ 63 ' 6ir " said *« more fainU y than before ; for already some horrible 

doubt was creeping on my mind. 

‘‘ A ? d have >' ou now - “r.” continued he, in a voice elevated to a higher 
R .. ,.^ av ° y° u now > sir, vvhen a prospect of a richer alliance presents 

tself dishonoured yourself and my name by deserting the girl whose 
affections you have so gained ? ” 6 

“ No, sir— that is untrue.” 

“ Sto P> y QUn S man •' 1 have ono at hand this moment who may compel 
you to retract your words as shamefully as you have boldly said them. 
Uo you know this gentleman ? ” 

“ Father Loftus ! ” said I, starting back in astonishment, as the good 
pnest unfolded a huge comforter from his throat, and stood forth. 

“les, indeed— no other,” said he, in a voice of great sadness; “and 
lorry I am to see you this way.” 

“ You, surely, my dear friend,” said I— “ you cannot believe thus 
harshly of me ? ” 

“ If it wasn’t for your handwriting, I’d not have believed the Pope of 
Rome,” was his reply, as ho wiped his eyes. “ IJut there it is.” 

So saj ing, he handed to me, with trembling fingers, a letter, bearing 
the Paris post-mark. 

I tore it open, and found it was written in my own name, and addressed 
to Father Loftus, informing him of my deep regret that, having discovered 
the unhappy circumstance of her mother’s conduct, I was obliged to relin- 
quish all thoughts of an alliance with Miss Bellew’s family, whose con- 
nection with my own had been so productive of heavy misfortune. This 
also contained an open note, to be handed by the priest to Miss Belle w, in 
which I was made formally to renounce her hand, for reasons in the 
possession of Father Loftus. 

In a second the truth flashed across mo from whom this plot proceeded; 
and, scarcely permitting myself time to read the letter through, I called 
out — 


“ This is a forgery ! I never wrote it — never saw it before ! ” 

“What!” said my father, starting round, and fixing his eye on tho 
priest. 

“ You never wrote it? ” echoed Father Tom. “ Do you say eo ? Is 
that j’our word as a gentleman ? ” 

“ It is,” said I firmly. “ This day — this very day, I have asked Miss 

Bellew to be my wife, and she has consented.” 

Before my father could seize my hand the good priest had thrown 
his arms round my neck, and given me an embrace a bear might have 
envied. The scene that followed I cannot describe. My poor fatter, quite 
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overpowered, sat down upon h chair, holding my hand within bin; while 
Father loin bustled about tho room, looking into all the glass and china 
ornaments for something to drink, as his mouth, he said, was «* liko a 
lime-burners hat. I ho honest fellow, it appeared, on receiving tho 
letters signed with my name, left his homo the samo night, and travelled 
day and night to London, where he found my father just on tho eve of 
leaving for Paris. Very little persuasion was necessary to induce him to 
continue his journey further. On their arrival at Paris they had gono 
to O’ Grady’s hotel, where, securing Corny’s services, they lost not a 
moment in tracking me out in the manner I have mentioned. 

0 Grady s surprise was little inferior to my own, as I introduced 
General Hinton and Father Loftus ; but as to Mr. Looney, ho actually 
elieved the wholo to bo a dream, and even when candles were brought, 
and he had taken a patient survey of tho priest, ho was far from crediting 

that my parent was not performed by deputy, till mv father’s tact and 
manner convinced him of his mistake. 


While the priest was recounting some circumstances of his journey. 
I t°°k occasion to tell my father of O'Grady's intentions regarding Julia! 
which with all tho warmth of his nature ho at onto responded to ; and 

pi? nT® 1 *! 15 " W “ h v Phi1 ’ 8 ’ mereI >- “ JJed > “ With my test 
T . b? ?,° r “' Jy ta " sht U P th ° meaning at once, and grasped 
his hand with enthusiasm, while tho tears started to his eyes. P 

t would lead mo too far— and, perhaps, where tho good-naturo of 
my reader might not follow-wcre I to speak more of that happy evening 
It is enough to say that Father Loftus won every moment on my father 
Who also was delighted with tho hearty raeiness of honest Paul? Theii 
, . ° P casan ry and fun so new to him — were poured forth with 
profusion ; and a party all tho members of which were more deposed « 
like : each other and be pleased never met together. P 

tho dniwing-room? ^which 7 ‘took ' lhV“fi jlTf 8 °' >7**“®“ “ »•* 

stCa^mo “me b TC e ° ^ hl ’ d ““■*■** -W 


CHAPTER LX II. 

CONCLUSION, 

wording tom^elf^were I^o i80m ° ? ieador than . the { * ct ™ 

communicated to Lady ChorlottcTtha * r ^ . whlch m > r father 
obtained her consent to both tho intended marriages, and finally 

had been getting tired of Paris J ^ ° * 0r 8 ‘ mo timo previous she 

° g Lred of I ans, and was soon brought to suppose that 
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these little family arrangements were as much “got up ” to afford her an 
agreeable surprise, and a healthful stimulant to her weak nerves, as for 
any other cause whatever. With Mrs. Rooney, on the other hand, there 
was considerable difficulty. The holy alliance she had contracted with 
the sovereigns had suggested so much of grandeur to her expectations, 
that she dreamed of nothing but archdukes and counts of the Empire; 
and was at first quite inexorable at the bare idea of the ‘ * mesalliance ” 
that awaited her ward. A chance decided what resisted every species of 
argument. Corny Delany, who had been sent with a note to Mr. Rooney, 
happened to be waiting in the hall while Mrs. Rooney passed out to her 
carriage, escorted by the “Tartar” of whom we have already made 
mention. Mrs. Rooney was communicating her orders to her bearded 
attendant by a code of signals on her fingers, when Corny, who watched 
the proceedings with increasing impatience, exclaimed — 

“ Arrah, can’t you tell the man what you want ! Sure, though you 
have him dressed like a wild baste, he doesn’t forget English.” 

“ It is a Tartar ! ” said Mrs. Rooney with a contemptuous sneer at 
Comj’, and a forbidding wave of her hand ordaining silence. 

“ A Tarthar 1 Oh, blessed Timothy, there’s a name for one that 
comes of dacent people. He’s a county Carlow man, and well known he 
is in the same parts. Many a writ he served — eh, Tim? ” 

“ Tim ! ” said Mrs. Rooney, in horror, as she beheld her wild-looking 
friend grin from car to ear with a most fearful significance of what he 
heard. 

“ It wasn’t my fault, ma’am, at all,” said the Tartar, with a very 
Dublin accent in the words ; “it was tho master made me.” 

"What further explanation Tim might have afforded it is difficult to 
say, for Mrs. Rooney’s nerves had received too severe and too sudden a 
shock. A horrible fear lest all the kingly and royal personages by whom 
she had been for some weeks surrounded might only turn out to be 
Carlow men, or something as unsubstantial, beset her; a dreadful un- 
belief of everything and everybody seized upon her, and, quite overcome, 
she fainted. O'Grady, who happened to come up at the insfiint, learned 
the whole secret at once, and with his wonted readiness resolved to profit 
l,y it. Mrs. Paul returned to the drawing-room, and ere half an hour 
was fully persuaded that, as General Hinton was about to return to 
Ireland as commander of the forces, the alliance was, on the whole, not so 
deplorable as she had feared. 

To reconcile so many conflicting interests, to conciliate so many totally 
opposite characters, was a work I should completely have failed in without 
O’Grody’s assistance. He, however, entered upon it eon amove; and 
under his auspices, not only did Lady Charlotte receive the visits of bather 
Tom Loftue, but Mr. Paul became actually a favourite with my cousin 
Julia ; and finally, tho grand catastrophe of tho drama was accomplished, 
and my lady-mother proceeded in all state to wait on Mrs. Rooney heieelf 
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who, whatever her previous pretensions, was so awed by the condescension 
of her Ladyship's manner, that she actually struck her colours at the first 
broadside. 

Weddings are stupid thing* in reality, but on paper they i^re detestable. 
Not even the Morning 2*o»( can give them a touch of interest, 'j i sluill not, 
then, trouble my reader with any narrative of whito satin -and orange- 
flowers, bouquets, breakfasts, and Bishop Luscombc ; neither shall I 
entertain him with the article in the French Feuilleton, as to which of 
the two brides was the more strictly beautiful, and which more lovely. 

Having introduced my render to certain acquaintances — some of them 
rather equivocal once, I confess— I ought, perhaps, to add a word of their 
future fortunes. 

Mr. Ulick Burko escaped to America, whore, by tho exercise of his 
abilities and natural sharpness, he accumulated a large fortune. 

Of Lord Dudley do Vero I only know that he has lived long enough, 
if not to benefit by experience, to hike advantage of Lord Brougham’s 
change in the law of imprisonment for debt. 1 saw his name in a lato 
number of the Times, with a charge of some fifteen thousand annexed to 
it, against which hi a available property was cloven pounds odd shillings. 

Father Loftus sleeps in Murranaldlty. No stone marks his resting- 
place; but not a peasant’s foot for many a mile round has not pressed 
tho little pathway that leads to his grave, to offer up a prayer for a good 
man and a friend to the poor. 

Tipperary Joo is to bo melon the Kilkenny road. His old red coat, 
now nearly russet colour, is torn and ragged; the top-boots have given 
place to bare legs, as well tinned us their predecessors ; but bis merry- 
voice and cheerful « Tally-ho ! ” arc still as rich as of yore, and his heart, 
poor fellow ! as light as ever it was. 

Corny Dolan y is the amiable proprietor of a hotel in the neighbour- 
hood of Castlebar, where his habitual courtesy and amenity are as con- 
spicuous as of yore. Ho has requested mo to tike this opportunity- of 
recommending his establishment to the “ hnythine and Turks” that 
yearly perform tours in his vicinity. 

The Looneys live, and aro as hospitable as over. I dare not venture to 
give their address, lest you should take advantage of the information. 

O’Grady and his wifo aro now at Malta, 

J i.k Hinton und Ms, are, as they have ovorv right to be, 

F uui very grateful and obedient Servants. 


THE UND. 


4 Co«m,, Lmitm, Li Bele* SiuVACB, Lome,,. B.O. 




* 


❖ 




\ A P 


C 


O 




<*■ 

Co 


SRINAGAR 
L 1 B R A R Y 


j C/ass /Vo. 
op 5ooA No, 

1 Accession No. 






<* 

co 



SRINAGAR 



library m 




C/ass No. 

Book /Vo,_ 

Accession No. 



■{£. 


£ 


« ^ P C 

S V 

* ^ 


G> 

SRINAGAR ^ 

60 LIBRARY 


s 


C/ass /Vo. 
Book No* 


Accession No. 





SRINAGAR 

I B R A R Y 



Class No — 

Book No. — 

Accession No . — 






